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PREFACE. 


To  the  reader  whose  eye  may  fall  upon  this  little  vol- 
ume, hailing  from  our  sunny  Southern  land,  the  author 
begs  permission  to  say,  that  the  plot  of  the  story  con- 
tained in  these  pages  is  founded  largely  upon  facts,  and 
the  majority  of  its  characters  are  studies  from  life.  The 
privilege  given  to  the  pen  of  the  novelist  has  been  freely 
indulged  in  to  embellish  the  story,  and  the  bright  threads 
of  romance  have  been  woven  into  the  somber  warp  of  truth, 
with  the  hope  of  forming  a  more  pleasing  background  for 
the  narrative,  which,  if  stripped  of  these  accessories,  might 
become  too  much  like  the  dull  narration  of  an  every-day 
affair,  to  excite  any  deep  interest  in  the  mind  of  the  reader. 
While  the  author  does  not  presume  to  appear  in  the  r61e 
of  a  censor  of  the  public  morals,  she  has,  nevertheless, 
endeavored— however  illy  she  has  succeeded — to  illustrate 
in  this  story  a  fact,  which  is  too  often  forgotten  in  the 
Mammon- worshiping  age  in  which  we  live,  namely,  that  the 
wealth  which  has  been  accumulated  by  taking  an  undue 
advantage  of  either  the  ignorance  or  the  misfortune  of 
one's  fellow- creatures,  will,  ever,  finally,  result  in  naught 
but  a  cup  of  bitterness,  and  the  ashes  of  Dead-Sea  fruit  to 
its  possessor.  That  divine  edict:  "Vengeance  is  mine; 
I  will  repay,"  is  as  true  to-day  as  it  was  in  the  long- 
past  ages,  when  the  thunder  of  the  voice  of  the  Great 
Unseen  startled  mankind  from  the  paths  of  wickedness 
and  avarice  into  a  realization  of  the  existence  of  an  ever- 
watchful  God,  who  had  said,  "  Thou  shalt  have  none  other 
gods  before  me." 

Ocala,  Florida,  December  1,  1890. 
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THE  TRAGEDIES  OF  OAK  HURST. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE   AKRIVAL  IN   FLORIDA  —  THE   FIRST  TRAGEDY  OF 
OAK  HURST. 

Roses  of  every  variety,  shade  and  hue,  filled  the  ample 
grounds  which  sloped  gently  down  to  the  ornamental 
fence  with  its  wide  gate  opening  upon  a  broad  country 
road,  that  wound  away  into  the  dense  evergreen  shade  of  a 
Florida  forest. 

Behind  this  wilderness  of  ever-blooming  rose  bushes 
stood  the  house,  an  Italian  villa  in  style  of  architecture, 
with  deep  bay-windows  peeping  out  from  beneath  a  wealth 
of  clambering  vines,  their  long  tendrils  reaching  to  the 
root,  their  pearly  blossoms  nodding  gracefully  in  the  soft 
southern  breeze,  shedding  a  delicious  perfume  over  the 
broad  galleries,  which  Southern  fashion  encompassed  the 
house  on  all  sides,  and  held  out  hospitable  arms  to  the 
weary  traveler,  as  if  inviting  him  to  repose  upon  their 
shady  depths,  where  he  might  sit  with  book,  or  closed 
eyes,  as  suited  his  fancy  best,  and  indulge  in  day-dreams 
uninterrupted  by  the  surging  turmoil  of  the  great  world 
beyond.  Idly  dreaming,  poor  fool,  that  dull  care  could 
never  penetrate  the  sacred  shades  of  this  earthly  paradise, 
so  far  removed  from  the  haunts  and  wiles  of  men. 

Along  the  white  sandy  road  that  leads  to  this  sylvan 
retreat,  on  an  afternoon  in  early  springtime  upon  which 
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our  story  opens,  a  traveling  carriage  drawn  by  two  superb 
gray  horses,  driven  by  a  black  coachman  whose  face  shone 
like  ebony  in  the  rays  of  the  declining  sun,  might  have 
been  seen  as  it  suddenly  emerged  from  the  shadowy  wood 
and  stopped  at  the  tall  gate  of  this  lovely  place. 

A  gentleman  somewhat  passed  middle  age,  dressed  in  a 
clerical  suit  of  black,  who  had  been  anxiously  looking 
from  the  carriage  window  for  the  last  ten  minutes,  ex- 
claimed, as  the  horses  bounded  up  to  the  gate  and  stopped: 

"Well,  here  we  are  at  last,  my  dear,"  and  hastily  fling- 
ing open  the  carriage  door,  he  sprang  to  the  ground  and 
assisted  the  other  occupants  of  the  carriage  to  alight. 

This  gentleman  was  Dudley  Mackenzie,  M.  D.,  and  he 
had  the  form  and  bearing  of  a  gentleman  of  the  old 
school. 

He  tenderly  assisted  his  wife,  a  white-faced,  fragile- 
looking  woman  of  perhaps  thirty- five  years  of  age,  to 
alight,  and  after  him  came  tripping  three  rosy,  rollicking 
children,  who  sprang  to  the  ground  and  clapped  their 
hands  in  delight  as  the  sight  of  this  lovely  forest  home 
fell  upon  their  eyes  which  had  been  accustomed  to  naught 
but  city  buildings  and  city  streets  all  their  short  lives. 

The  eldest  was  a  boy  of  fourteen  years  of  age  and  the 
other  two  were  girls,  aged,  respectively,  nine  and  three 
years. 

The  gentleman  addressed  a  few  words  to  the  coachman 
and  then  gave  his  arm  to  his  wife,  and  together  they 
entered  the  gate  which  had  been  flung  wide  open  by  the 
irrepressible  children,  who  with  shout  and  laughter  have 
scampered  away  and  are  stretching  their  limbs,  which  had 
grown  cramped  and  weary  from  their  long  drive,  in  the 
serpentine  walks  which  wind  about  in  this  ample  garden 
of  roses. 

A  faint  flush  of  pleasure  mounts  to  the  lady's  pale  brow 
and  spreads  over  her  weary  face  as  she  glances,  with  eyes 
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filled  with  admiration,  at  the  beauty  of  nature,  enhanced  by 
the  hand  of  art,  so  lavishly  spread  out  before  her. 

The  deep  baying  of  a  pack  of  hounds  from  their  kennel, 
near  the  stables  in  the  rear  of  the  house,  evince  that  their 
keen  scent  and  acute  ear  have  discovered  the  arrival  of  the 
newcomers  ;  and  their  noise  brings  a  cleanly-dressed  old 
colored  woman  from  her  cabin  close  by,  who  comes  forward 
to  see  who  the  visitors  may  be. 

She  is  dressed  in  a  blue  homespun  frock,  with  a  clean 
white  apron  and  neckkerchief,  and  beneath  the  folds  of 
the  red  bandana  surmounting  her  woolly  head  a  good- 
natured,  fat,  black  face  smiled  a  welcome  to  the  new- 
comers, whose  arrival  had  broken  upon  the  quiet  and  seclu- 
sion of  this  retired  spot,  and  she  advanced  to  meet  them 
with  all  the  politeness  characteristic  of  an  old  "  mammy  " 
of  ante-bellum  days. 

"  Good  afternoon,  Aunty! "  said  Dr.  Mackenzie,  politely ; 
"  are  you  the  person  left  in  charge  here  ?  " 

"  I  is,  sah,"  dropping  a  courtesy  as  she  answers. 

' ( I  am  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  this  is  my  wife,  and  these — 
pointing  to  the  little  forms  flitting  about  amongst  the  rose 
bushes — are  our  children." 

"  Fs  glad  you's  come,  sah  ;  Mr.  Logan  was  hayer  yas- 
terda  and  sed  how  he'd  dun  sold  de  young  Marse's  place 
and  dat  de  gempman  who  bought  it  would  be  hayer  soon, 
and  I  was  to  gib  him  de  keys,  sah."  So  saying  she  pro- 
duced from  the  ample  pocket  of  her  homespun  dress  a 
large  bunch  of  keys  and  presented  them  to  Dr.  Mackenzie. 

"  Keep  the  keys,  and  lead  the  way,  and  show  us  the 
rooms,  Aunty,  if  you  please  ;  my  wife  is  very  weary  from 
her  long  journey,  and  will  be  glad  of  a  rest." 

"  Certainly,  sah  " — leading  the  way  as  she  speaks — "  Mr. 
Logan  done  tole  us  how  you's  come  from  away  up  noff." 
She  ascended  the  broad  steps  with  their  fancy  iron  rail- 
ings, Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife  following  her,  and  cross- 
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ing  the  vine-clad  gallery  paused  beside  the  outside  door, 
fitted  a  key  in  the  lock ;  the  door  swung  back  upon  its 
hinges,  disclosing  a  wide  hall,  with  its  high  ceiling,  polished 
floor,  and  chimney  place,  such  as  are  seen  only  in  Southern 
dwellings. 

Still  leading  the  way  the  old  woman  stopped  before  the 
first  door  to  the  right  in  the  wide  hall,  fitted  the  key,  and 
stepped  back  as  she  opened  the  door,  saying : 

"  Dis,  sah,  am  de  parlor,  an'  right  above  dis  on  de  second 
floo'  is  what  was  my  young  missus'  room,  an'  it  am  all  aired 
an'  ready  fo'  de  lady,  sah.  Mus'  I  order  de  cook  to  git 
supper,  sah  ?" 

"If  you  please,"  returned  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  smiling 
kindly  on  the  seemingly  well-disposed  old  woman  ;  "  and  I 
think,  my  dear,"  addressing  her  husband,  "that  I  shall  go 
at  once  to  my  own  room,  for  I  am  very  tired." 

"You  does  look  tired,  pore  child;"  and  withdrawing 
the  bunch  of  keys  from  the  door  as  she  spoke,  their  guide 
led  the  way  up  the  broad  staircase. 

The  room  into  which  "Aunt  Liza"  ushers  the  new  pro- 
prietor of  this  country  place,  and  his  wife,  is  a  large  square  !• 
room  with  lofty  ceilings,  frescoed  in  lovely  tints,  and  wide, 
low  windows  reaching  to  the  floor  and  opening  upon  the 
upper  gallery,  which  was  densely  shaded  with  green  vines. 

This  room  was  tastily,  and  even  elegantly,  furnished  with 
modern  furniture.  The  floor  was  covered  with  a  rich 
tapestry  of  blue  and  gold,  and  the  same  color  appeared  in 
the  gilt  paper  which  covered  the  walls.  The  windov/s 
were  flung  wide  open,  and  the  gentle  evening  breeze  steal- 
ing in  through  the  closed  shutters,  stirred  the  fine  lace 
curtains  which  were  looped  back  from  their  burnished 
panes  with  knots  of  blue  and  gold  ribbon.  Easy  chairs 
and  hassocks  were  scattered  here  and  there,  while  upon  a 
small  work  table,  to  which  a  low  rocker  was  drawn,  rested 
a  velvet-lined  work  basket,  ladened  with  spools  of  varied 
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colored  thread,  gold  needle-case,  tiny  gold  thimble  and 
shining  embroidery  scissors.  The  chimney  place  was  cov- 
ered with  a  screen  of  decorative  art  made  by  no  mean  art- 
ist's hand,  and  on  the  high  mantel  shelf,  covered  with  a 
rich  and  handsome  lambrequin,  were  placed  rare  bric-a- 
brac,  which  must  have  come  from  over  the  seas. 

A  rare  landscape  painting,  dark  with  age,  hung  on  one 
side  of  the  wall,  while  from  the  opposite  side  a  woman's 
lovely  pictured  face  looked  smilingly  down  as  if  in  welcome 
to  the  new  arrivals.  In  the  space  between  the  front  win- 
dows a  richly  inlaid  guitar  hung  by  a  faded  blue  ribbon, 
the  strings  all  broken  and  trailing  on  the  carpet  beneath. 
In  the  western  window,  the  shutters  of  which  were  open 
admitting  the  soft  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  a  canary-bird 
hung  high  in  his  gilded  cage,  and  twitted  softly  to  himself 
as  he  shyly  eyed  the  intruders.  For  Mrs.  Mackenzie  stood 
upon  the  threshhold  of  this,  to  all  appearances,  recently 
inhabited  room,  with  much  the  feelings  of  an  intruder 
upon  the  sacred  domains  of  some  unknown  person,  and 
looked  as  if  she  expected  the  owner  to  start  from  some 
shadowy  recess  and  demand  her  business  there. 

She  was  aroused  from  this  state  of  perplexity  by  the 
voice  of  her  husband  exclaiming  by  her  side:  "  Why,  Net- 
tie, you  look  like  you  were  frightened  and  dare  not  enter 
this  room  in  our  country  home,  which  has  evidently  been 
fitted  up  for  a  lady's  boudoir,  and  charming  taste  has  been 
shown  in  its  furnishing  and  arrangement,  too;  don't  you 
think  so,  my  dear? "putting  his  arm  around  her  waist  and 
gently  drawing  her  into  the  room  as  he  spoke. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  glanced  furtively  over  her  shoulder  into 
the  hall,  where  she  had  left  the  colored  attendant  stand- 
ing, but  she  had  vanished,  and  the  lady  sat  down  on  the 
nearest  chair,  exclaiming: 

"  It  seeems  so  strange  and  unreal  to  me,  Dudley,  that 
this  is  our  home." 
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"  Nothing  strange  about  it,  my  dear,"  answered  Dr. 
Mackenzie,  laughingly;  "  the  place  was  for  sale,  and  at  a 
decided  sacrifice  to  the  owner,  who  evidently  did  not  appre- 
ciate its  worth  and  beauty,  and  I  became  its  owner  by 
right  of  purchase  and  have  the  deed  for  it,  properly  exe- 
cuted and  signed,  in  my  pocket." 

"  I  knew,  of  course,  that  the  house  which  you  had 
bought  down  here  was  furnished,  but  little  did  I  expect  to . 
see  such  elegance,  either  in  the  house  or  its  furnishing,  in 
this  remote  and  secluded  place,  as  I  have  found,  and  the 
strangest  thing  of  all  is  to  see  the  rooms  and  all  the  sur- 
roundings of  the  house  wearing  the  air  of  only  having  been 
vacated  within  the  last  hour,  when  you  have  told  me  that 
it  is  nearly  two  years  since  it  has  been  inhabited,"  and 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  looked  again  with  wondering  eyes  up  at 
the  beautiful  pictured  face  upon  the  wall,  and  from  that 
to  a  small  shrine  opposite,  with  its  picture  of  the  Cruci- 
fixion and  image  of  the  Holy  Mother,  its  waxen  tapers,  and 
silver  candlesticks,  its  rosary,  crucifix,  and  tiny  prayer 
book. 

"Come,  Nettie,"  said  her  husband,  half  impatiently, 
"don't  look  so  amazed.  You  are  not  a  Roman  Catholic  I 
know,"  and  his  eyes  rested  for  a  moment  upon  the  offertory; 
"  but  we  can  easily  remove  the  shrine  if  you  find  it  objection- 
able, and  you  will  soon  get  used  to  the  rooms  and  house  and 
feel  perfectly  at  home  here.  For  no  matter  to  whom  it 
once  belonged  it  is  now  ours,  and  I  hope  you  will  be  pleased 
with  it." 

"But  do  tell  me,"  she  urged,  with  all  a  woman's  impatient 
curiosity,"  what  you  have  heard  of  its  former  owner  and 
occupants,  for  you  must  know  something  about  them,  and 
if  you  relate  it  to  me,  it  may  dispel  this  feeling  of  mysteri- 
ous awe  which  oppresses  me  almost  like  I  was  standing  face 
to  face  with  a  tragedy." 

"  Well,  I  will  tell  you  all  that  I  have  heard  about  the 
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history  of  this  place,  and  its  former  owner,  which  is  not  a 
great  deal,  to  be  sure,  but  what  it  lacks  in  detail  may  be 
more  than  balanced  by  the  pathetic  nature  of  the  story/' 
and  Dr.  Mackenzie  walked  to  the  open  window  and  glanced 
down  upon  the  lawn  where  the  three  children  had  content- 
edly seated  themselves  beneath  the  spreading  branches  of 
a  huge  oak,  and  then  throwing  himself  in  an  easy  chair, 
while  his  wife,  after  having  divested  herself  of  bonnet, 
gloves,  and  traveling  wraps,  sat  down  on  a  low  chair  by  his 
side,  he  continued  : 

V  Mr.  Logan,  the  agent  from  whom  I  bought  the  prop- 
erty, informed  me  that  about  seven  years  since,  this  place, 
which  was  then  wild,  uncleared  forest,  was  purchased  by  a 
young  man,  evidently  of  Spanish  birth,  by  the  name  of 
Leon  De  Soto,  but  exactly  where  he  came  from  no  one  knew 
but  himself.  He  was  very  reticent,  making  none  but  busi- 
ness acquaintances,  and  not  more  of  those  than  were  actu- 
ally necessary.  To  all  appearances  he  had  abundant  means, 
and  had  the  land  cleared  and  otherwise  improved  as  we 
find  it.  The  plantation,  for  he  evidently  intended  to  turn 
the  tract  of  land  he  had  bought  into  a  plantation,  embraced 
three  hundred  acres  of  very  choice  land.  This  he  had  put 
under  cultivation  by  a  large  force  of  workmen  ;  built  the 
house,  laid  out  and  beautified  the  large  grounds,  and  set 
forty  acres  in  orange  trees.  He  spent  two  years  and  a 
half  alone  here  with  his  servants,  hard  at  work,  building, 
improving  and  beautifying,  while  the  natives  looked  on  in 
wondering  amazement  at  the  result  of  the  efforts  of  this 
silent,  morose,  and  almost  sullen,  man. 

"  "When  all  was  done,  loads  of  elegant  furniture  and  fur- 
nishings, direct  from  Savannah,  were  brought  to  the  house, 
and  with  them  came  an  upholsterer  who  arranged  every  thing 
with  scrupulous  care  and  exquisite  taste. 

"  In  the  stables  were  several  thoroughbred  horses,  and 
three  imported  eews    stood  leisurely  cropping  the  rank 
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herbage  in  which  they  waded  knee  deep,  while  from  their 
well-kept  kennels  bayed  a  pack  of  hounds,  genuine  hun- 
ters, the  sight  of  which  nearly  drove  the  old  native  marks- 
men and  hunters  mad  with  envy. 

(t  When  all  was  finished,  everything  done  for  comfort  that 
money  could  buy,  or  love  suggest,  Mr.  De  Soto,  or  Senor  De 
Soto,  as  he  was  called,  suddenly  disappeared,  going  no  one 
knew  whither,  but  after  a  few  weeks'  absence  he  returned  to 
Oak  Hurst — the  name  he  gave  his  lovely  home — accom- 
panied by  a  young  women,  who  was  as  beautiful  as  a  poet's 
dream,  whom  he  introduced  to  his  housekeeper  and  ser- 
vants as  his  bride.  But  this  wonderfully  handsome  and 
distinguished  looking  couple,  who  bore  themselves  like 
those  who  could  boast  of  the  royal  blood  that  flowed  in  their 
veins,  shunned  the  society  of  the  neighboring  gentry  abso- 
lutely, and  all  overtures  made  on  the  part  of  others  to 
become  acquainted  with  the  inmates  of  Oak  Hurst  was  so 
politely,  but  so  firmly,  declined  that  no  one  was  ever  known 
to  make  the  second  attempt. 

"  Leon  De  Soto  and  his  bride  never  left  the  plantation  of 
Oak  Hurst,  except  to  ride  or  drive  about  the  lonely  forest 
roads,  but  wonderful  stories  were  told,  by  persons  who 
met  them  by  chance  upon  the  country  roads,  or  in  the 
shady  depths  of  the  almost  trackless  forest,  of  the  lady's 
dark  entrancing  Spanish  beauty,  and  large  limpid  dreamy 
eyes;  and  of  the  gentleman's  no  less  distinguished  appear- 
ance and  evident  devotion  to  this  fair  being,  whom  he 
seemed  to  guard  with  jealous,  watchful  eyes. 

"This  couple  never  appeared  in  the  small  village,  Mag^ 
nolia  Centre,  which  adjoined  Oak  Hurst  plantation,  not "j 
even  to  attend  church.  But  twice  or  thrice  each  year,  a  I 
gentleman,  in  a  traveling  carriage,  whose  dress  and  bearing  ] 
proclaimed  him  to  be  a  Eoman  Catholic  Priest,  would  I 
visit  Oak  Hurst  and  spend  several  days  with  its  inmates,  j 
and  then  vanish  as  mysteriously  as  he  came. 
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"  The  work  of  the  plantation  was  carried  on  by  negroes, 
who  occupied  the  group  of  white  cabins  which  you  noticed 
on  the  hill,  in  rear  of  the  house,  and  the  business  was 
transacted  by  a  foreman,  or  overseer,  as  he  was  called . 

"  Over  three  years  had  passed  away  since  the  advent  of  the 
lovely  young  bride  to  Oak  Hurst,  and  not  the  slightest 
clue  had  been  discovered  by  which  the  curiously  inclined 
could  unravel  the  web  of  mystery  which  enshrouded  Oak 
Hurst  and  its  inmates .  Then  one  lovely  evening  in  early 
spring-tide,  while  the  sun  hung  low  in  the  western  hori- 
zon, and  the  giant  oak  trees  on  the  lawn  cast  long  fantas- 
tic shadows  on  the  green  sward  below,  while  the  cool  breeze, 
which  harbingered  the  close  of  day,  came  stealing  softly 
through  the  pine  trees,  laden  with  their  resinous  per- 
fume, two  superb  saddle  horses,  equipped  for  the  road, 
stood  pawing  the  ground  and  champing  their  bits  impa- 
tiently at  the  front  entrance  of  Oak  Hurst,  awaiting  the 
young  couple,  whose  custom  it  was  to  take  a  horse-back 
canter  at  this  time  in  the  afternoon .  Presently  Mrs . 
De  Soto,  dressed  in  a  rich  velvet  riding  habit,  her  face  lit 
up  by  such  a  radiantly  happy  look  as  to  give  her  an  almost 
unearthly  beauty,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  her  husband, 
came  down  the  broad  veranda  steps .  Mr.  De  Soto  placed 
her  tenderly  in  the  saddle  and  vaulted  into  his  own,  and 
the  spirited  animals  dashed  away  and  were  soon  lost  to 
view  in  the  sombre  depths  of  the  forest. 

"Two  hours  later,  when  the  beautiful  grounds  of  Oak 
Hurst  were  shadowed  by  the  dim  gloaming  of  the  spring 
day,  and  the  roses  laden  with  dew  were  sending  forth  a 
sweet  and  subtle  fragrance  on  the  quiet  air,  a  horse  and 
rider  dashed  madly  up  to  the  front  entrance .  The  gate 
stood  wide  open,  guarded  by  a  servant  whose  business  it  was 
to  attend  his  master's  return.  Through  the  open  gate 
dashed  the  galloping  horse  and  had  stopped  at  the 
[veranda  steps  before  the  startled  servants  realized  that  the 
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rider  was  their  young  master,  who  was  holding  tightly 
clasped  to  his  breast  the  unconscious  form  of  his  wife. 
Still  holding  his  light,  unconscious  burden  in  his  arms,  he 
sprang  from  the  saddle,  entered  the  house,  now  growing  dark 
in  the  fast  deepening  twilight,  made  his  way  to  his  wife's 
room,  and  laid  the  apparently  lifeless  form  on  the  bed. 
He  was  hatless,  with  his  hair  tossed  in  wild  confusion,  and 
his  face  was  as  white,  in  its  set  look  of  anguish,  as  the 
beloved  one  resting  upon  the  snowy  pillows  and  over  which 
he  hung  and  begged  in  heartbreaking  tones  for  one  word 
or  sign  from  the  blue,  speechless  lips  to  let  him  know  that . 
the  precious  life  of  his  darling  had  not  fled  from  his  sight 
forever.      The   housekeeper   had  followed  him  into  the^ 
room  and  the  other  house  servants  were  gathered  into  an] 
affrighted  group  in  the  hall  below. 

"  '  Oh,  massa,  for  de  love  of  God,  what  is  de  matter ?'j 
cried  the  old  woman,  wringing  her  hands  in  grief  and . 
alarm.  She  drew  nearer  the  bed,  as  she  asked  the  ques- 1 
tion,  and  placed  her  faithful  black  hand  upon  the  alabas-  J 
ter  brow  of  the  beloved  Mistress  of  Oak  Hurst,  upon  which 
|he  dew  of  death  had  already  gathered,  and  gazed  in  horror  j 
into  the  unveiled  sightless  eyes,  in  which  only  a  few  short  I 
hours  before  the  light  of  health,  youth  and  happiness  hadj 
shone,  and,  shrinking  back  in  terror,  cried  out  in  anguish  :  j 

" <  Oh!  Marse  De  Soto,  she's  dead!  She's  dead!  Oh!  myj 
lam,  my  beauty,  my  chile,  who  has  done  this  to  you  ? ' 

' ' '  Cease  your  noise,  woman  ! '  he  cried,  hoarsely,  with  thei 
look  of  a  madman  on  his  white,  drawn  features.  '  Go,| 
instantly,  and  send,  with  all  possible  speed,  for  the  cL.octor.i_ 
Oh  hasten  !  hasten  !  for  the  love  of  God,  hasten! ' 

"He  lifted  the  lifeless  form  to  his  breast  again,  and  the] 
servant  ran  to  do  his  bidding,  but  before  she  had  reached! 
the  lower  hall  the  sound  of  a  pistol-shot  rang  clear  and| 
sharp  through  the  shadowy  house  in  which  the  lamps  had! 
not  yet  been  lighted.      The  sound  proceeded  from  the! 
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room  to  which  the  unconscious  form  of  Mrs.  De  Soto  had 
just  been  borne  in  the  arms  of  her  distracted  young  hus- 
band. Hastening  thither,  the  terrified  servants  saw, 
through  the  dusk  of  the  room,  the  air  of  which  was  loaded 
with  the  sulphurous  vapor  of  the  shot  just  fired,  the  body 
of  the  young  master  of  Oak  Hurst  prostrated  across  the 
lifeless  form  of  his  wife,  and,  ere  the  lamps  could  be 
lighted,  the  death  throes  were  ended,  and  the  devoted 
husband  and  wife,  whom  not  even  death  could  separate, 
lay,  side  by  side,  in  the  icy  embrace  of  death. 

(<  The  servants  rushed  out  and  informed  the  neighborhood 
of  the  double  tragedy  at  Oak  Hurst,  and  soon  the  beauti- 
ful rooms  were  filled  with  a  terrified,  wondering  crowd, 
which  never  before  had  been  permitted  to  cross  the  hal- 
lowed portals  of  this  beautiful  home  of  the  proud  De  Soto. 

"  The  officers  of  the  law  came  also  and  took  possession  of 
the  house  and  the  bodies  of  the  unfortunate  young  couple, 
and  held  an  inquest,  but  nothing  whatever  could  be  elic- 
ited that  would  throw  one  ray  of  light  upon  this  terrible 
double  tragedy. 

i(  The  Coroner's  jury,  therefore,  returned  a  verdict  that 
the  lady  had  come  to  her  death  by  a  pistol-shot  taking 
effect,  fired  into  her  heart  by  some  person  unknown  to  the 
jury,  and  that  the  gentleman  had  met  his  death  by  a  pistol- 
shot  fired  by  his  own  hand,  as  was  evidenced  by  the 
tightly-clenched  weapon  in  the  hands  of  the  corpse. 

"  The  horse,  which  the  unfortunate  lady  had  ridden, 
returned  to  his  stable  covered  with  sweat  and  foam.  A 
sheriff's  posse  was  at  once  formed,  and  the  neighboring 
forest  was  scoured  to  find,  if  possible,  some  clue  to  the 
cause  of  the  lady's  death;  but,  after  several  days  spent 
in  fruitless  search,  it  was  at  length  abandoned,  and  up  to 
this  time,  two  years  since,  nothing  further  has  been  dis- 
covered to  unravel  the  mysterious  circumstances  which 
pur  round  the  death  of  the  young  Spaniard  and  his  beauti- 
ful wife. 
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(i  Search  was  made  among  the  private  papers  of  the 
deceased  to  see  if  any  address  could  be  found  of  relative 
or  friend,  but  without  avail.  Then  the  embalmed  bodies 
of  the  young  couple  were  laid  to  rest  in  one  grave  by  the 
pitying  hands  of  strangers,  in  the  village  church-yard, 
there  to  sleep  undisturbed  until  the  secrets  of  all  hearts 
are  made  known. 

' 'Advertisements  were  inserted  in  all  the  leading  journals 
calling  for  the  heirs  or  next-of-kin  of  Leon  De  Soto  or  his 
wife,  Mercedese,  but  for  over  one  year  no  answer  to  these 
advertisements  was  received,  and  it  seemed  as  though  the 
whole  affair  was  to  remain  forever  shrouded  in  mystery. 
But  at  the  end  of  thirteen  months,  after  the  tragedy  had 
occurred  at  Oak  Hurst,  an  aged  Spaniard  appeared  in  the 
village  of  Magnolia  Centre  and  claimed  to  be  the  father  of 
the  deceased  Leon  De  Soto. 

"  The  old  gentleman,  whose  aged  form  was  bending  under 
the  weight  of  eighty  years,  was  as  silent  and  reticent  about 
his  late  son's  affairs,  or  his  own,  as  his  son  had  been, 
never  once  naming  his  place  of  residence  or  deigning  to 
give  his  confidence  to  any  one,  and  was  sad,  silent  and 
morose.  But  he  had  brought  with  him  sufficient  and 
ample  evidence  to  establish  his  claim  as  father  and  heir 
of  the  deceased  master  of  Oak  Hurst.  This  was  all  the 
law  required,  and  with  this  the  inquisitive  public  of  Mag- 
nolia Centre,  that  had  had  its  curiosity  aroused  to  fever 
heat  by  the  mysterious  circumstances  connected  with  Oak 
Hurst  and  its  late  inmates,  was  forced  to  be  content.  The 
old  Spaniard  only  lingered  in  the  village  a  few  days,  and 
finally  refused  to  pay  even  one  visit  to  the  residence  of  his 
late  son,  and  could  not  be  induced  to  go  in  sight  of  the 
beautiful  but  ill-fated  place. 

"He  gave  Mr.  Logan  full  power  of  attorney  to  administer 
upon  the  estate  and  sell  Oak  Hurst  with  all  its  belongings 
and  furnishings  for  any  sum  he  might  be  able  to  get  for 
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it.  From  the  proceeds  of  the  sale  he  was  to  liquidate  all 
the  indebtedness  of  the  estate,  enclose  the  grave  of  Leon 
De  Soto  and  his  wife  with  an  iron  fence  and  erect  a 
marble  cross  bearing  simply  the  names  of  the  deceased, 
then  whatever  sum  remained  was  to  be  given  into  the 
hands  of  the  parish  priest  for  the  benefit  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  at  Magnolia  Centre. 

"When  I  came  to  Florida,"  continued  J)r.  Mackenzie, 
"and  was  looking  out  for  a  profitable  investment,  this 
place  was  pointed  out  to  me  while  at  Magnolia  Centre,  and 
in  company  with  Mr.  Logan  I  paid  the  place  a  visit  and 
fell  in  love  with  it  at  first  sight,  because  it  comes  as  near 
up  to  my  ideal  of  a  Southern  home  as  possible.  When  I 
inquired  of  the  lawyer  the  price  asked  for  Oak  Hurst  I 
was  amazed  at  the  very  low  figures  named,  and  wondered 
why  this  beautiful  place  had  remained  in  the  market  so 
long  unsold,  but  when  the  lawyer  ,gave  me  its  history, 
with  the  full  details  of  the  tragedy  and  mystery  connected 
with  it,  I  saw  at  once  why  the  place  had  remained  so  long 
unsold. 

"  The  next  day  I  made  another  visit  here  and  looked 
minutely  over  the  house  and  premises,  and  the  result  was 
that  my  first  impressions  were  so  far  confirmed  that  I 
returned  to  town  and  closed  the  bargain  at  once,  and 
became  owner  of  what  the  natives  are  pleased  to  call  *  ill- 
fated  Oak  Hurst/ 

"  Of  course  there  are,  as  is  generally  the  case  where  a 
tragedy  has  occurred,  all  sorts  of  foolish  stories  rife 
among  the  ignorant  classes  of  whites  and  negroes  about 
Oak  Hurst  being  haunted,  and  the  most  absurd  of  these 
stories  is  that  on  moonlight  nights  a  white  riderless  horse, 
wearing  a  lady's  saddle,  and  covered  with  sweat  and  dust, 
comes  dashing  up  to  the  front  entrance  and  stops  with 
wide  distended  nostrils  and  loud  snorts,  stands  still  a 
moment,  and  th©n  apparently  sinks  into  th©  ©arth  wh©r$ 
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he  stands.  But  I  never  gave  those  absurd  ghost  stories  a 
second  thought  when  I  decided  to  become  owner  of  Oak 
Hurst —  But  how  pale  you  look,  wife  !  "  he  broke  off  to 
say,  as  he  took  his  wife's  cold,  trembling  hand  within  his 
own  and  looked  at  her  with  anxious  eyes.  "  What  is  the 
matter  ?     Do  you  feel  ill  ?  " 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  grown  very  white  as  she  listened 
to  her  husband's  recital  of  the  Oak  Hurst  tragedy,  and  she 
shivered  from  head  to  foot  as  she  answered  his  anxious 
inquiry. 

"What  a  horrible  story,  Dudley.  It  fills  me  with  an 
undefinable  fear  and  dread,  and  makes  me  regret  already 
that  we  ever  came  here,  beautiful  as  the  place  is." 

"Oh,  fie!"  exclaimed  her  husband,  dropping  the  hand 
he  held  and  turning  away  impatiently.  "Am  I  to  be  dis- 
appointed after  all  these  years  of  married  life  in  the  high 
estimate  I  had  formed  of  my  wife's  courageous  nature,  and 
her  freedom  from  the  superstitious  folly  that  beset  so  many 
of  her  sex?  Why,  I  even  boasted  to  the  old  lawyer  that 
you  would  only  smile  in  incredulous  scorn  at  these  non- 
sensical ghost  stories." 

"The ghost  stories,  Dudley?"  she  repeated,  in  surprise. 
"  I  scarcely  heard  that  part  of  your  story,  and  you  wrong 
me  deeply,  indeed,  if  you  think  that  anything  so  absurd  as 
a  ghost  story,  or  that  of  a  haunted  house,  could  affect  me  ; 
I  was  thinking  wholly  of  the  sad  fate  of  the  young  couple, 
and  of  the  suicide  which  must  have  occurred  in  this  beau- 
tiful room,  and  everything  my  eye  falls  upon  makes  me 
think  of  the  lovely  young  wife  whose  life  was  cut  off  in 
her  happiness,  without  a  moment's  warning,  and  by  whose 
hand  or  for  what  purpose  we  shall  probably  never  know." 
And  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  soft  brown  eyes  were  suffused  with 
tears  as  she  looked  from  one  object  to  another  in  the 
tastily  furnished  room. 

"See  this  tiny  work  basket,  Dudley,"  she  continued, 
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touching,  with  reverent  fingers,  the  velvet-lined  basket  that 
stood  upon  the  table.  "  This  was  hers;  in  this  low  chair  she, 
no  doubt,  sat,  with  her  happy  head  bent  over  this  piece  of 
embroidery,  while  those  beautiful  vines  and  flowers  grew 
under  her  skillful  fingers — and  see  her  guitar  hanging  by 
the  ribbon  just  where  she  placed  it,  no  doubt,  when  she  left 
the  room  for  the  last  time  to  meet,  all  unconsciously,  her 
impending  fate." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  turned  from  the  window  from  which  he 
"had  been  looking  down  on  the  lawn  below,  with  a  look  of 
annoyance  on  his  features,  caused  by  his  wife's  agitation  and 
seeming  disapproval  of  his  purchase  expressed  by  her  at 
the  end  of  his  sad  recital. 

"Forgive  me,  .Nettie,"  he  said,  in  a  penitential  tone, 
"for  the  momentary  injustice  I  did  your  good  sense  and 
true  courage  in  supposing  that  your  agitation  was  caused 
by  a  superstitious  fear  and  dread  of  your  new  home  because 
it  bears  the  reputation  among  the  ignorant  country  folks 
of  being  haunted.  I  should  have  known  you  better  than 
to  have  deemed  for  one  moment  that  you  were  capable  of 
such  weakness.  No  wonder  that  your  tender  heart  is 
touched  and  that  you  are  moved  to  tears  by  the  story  of  the 
young  wife's  unhappy  fate,  but  you  will- soon  forget  the 
strange,  sad  story  of  one  you  never  knew,  my  darling,  and  one 
for  aught  we  know,  who  deserved  the  fate  which  overtook 
her,  and  learn  to  love  and  enjoy  this  beautiful  home,  and 
gain  renewed  health  and  vigor  in  this  genial  sunny  clime." 
He  took  both  his  wife's  hands  within  his  own  and  looked 
3ompassionately  down  at  the  pale  face  by  his  side,  from  whose 
ayes  pitying  tears  were  fast  falling.  "  Dry  your  tears,"  he 
added,  "and  let  us  never  mention  the  former  inmates  of 
Oak  Hirst  again,  and  we  will  soon  forget  the  tragical 
story." 

Before  Mrs.  Mackenzie  could  reply,  husband  and  wife 
were  interrupted  by  the  sound  of  restless  childish  feet  on 
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the  stairs,  and  Ernest  appeared  at  the  door  with  his  baby 
sister  in  his  arms  and  informed  his  father  that  the  baggage 
wagon  containing  the  trunks  and  nurse  had  arrived. 

■'  This  is  a  lovely  place,  mother/'  exclaimed  the  boy,  as 
his  father  quitted  the  room.  "  I  wish  you  would  come  down 
and  look  at  the  fountain  and  flowers" — then  catching  sight 
of  his  mother's  unusally  pale,  weary  face,  the  affectionate 
boy  deposited  his  little  sister  on  the  soft  carpet  and  came  to 
his  mother's  side,  stole  one  arm  around  her  neck  and 
pressed  his  warm,  ruddy  cheek  against  the  pale,  thin  one 
and  said,  gently: 

" But  you  are  too  tired  to  go  now,  I  know;  but  perhaps 
you  may  be  able  to  do  so  to-morrow,  and  I  will  take  you 
out  rowing  upon  the  clear  waters  of  Oak  Hurst  Lake. 


CHAPTER  II. 

WALMER   ANDREWS. 

Dr.  Dudley  Mackenzie,  owner  of  Oak  Hurst,  was  in  his 
forty-seventh  year  at  the  time  our  story  begins. 

He  was  of  Scotch  descent,  but  a  native  of  one  of  the 
New  England  States,  and  a  descendant  of  old  Puritan  stock 
that  dates  its  advent  into  America  with  the  landing  of  the 
"  May  Flower  "  at  Plymouth  Rock. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  had  graduated  at  Harvard  College  at  an 
early  age  in  life,  then  bidding  adieu  to  his  native  home 
and  kindred,  had  turned  his  face  Southward  to  commence 
the  practice  of  medicine,  with  no  capital  to  aid  him  in  his 
undertaking,  except  his  robust  health,  fine  constitution, 
splendid  education,  willing  hands  and  a  brave  true  heart. 

And,  after  all,  are  not  these  requisites  the  best  and  most 
to  be  desired  capital  with  which  any  young  man  can 
begin  the  battle  of  life,  and  far  better  than  a  wealthy 
inheritance,  which  often  falls  to  a  constitution  shattered 
and  broken  by  habits  of  self-indulgence,  and  a  character 
made  weak  by  long  dependence  upon  the  bounty  of  others, 
with  a  total  ignorance  of  the  worth  of  money  that  has 
never  cost  the  inheritor  one  individual  effort  to  gain. 

So,  nothing  daunted,  when  he  took  possession  of  his 
small  plainly-furnished  office  in  a  frontier  town  in  Arkan- 
sas, and  hung  out  his  cheap  modest  sign  of  "Dudley 
Mackenzie,  M.  D.,"  having  but  a  very  few  dollars  remaining 
in  his  well-worn  pocket-book,  our  young  M.  D.  set  himself 
about,  what  to  all  young  practitioners  is  a  trying  ordeal, 
and  waited  for  patients  with  what  patience  he  could  com- 
mand. 

But  fortune  ever  favors  the  brave,  and  notwithstanding 
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the  fact  that  the  young  aspirant's  first  patient,  that  came 
ere  long,  proved  to  be  naught  else  than  the  dearly- 
beloved  poodle  of  a  wealthy  old  maiden  lady,  he  so  far 
won  the  lady's  gratitude,  by  soon  restoring  her  canine  pet 
to  his  usual  health,  that  he  was  forthwith  engaged  as 
her  family  physician,  and,  as  she  had  nothing  else  to 
do  but  conjure  up  imaginary  ailments  of  both  her- 
self and  dog,  the  doctor's  services  were  in  almost  daily 
requisition,  and  through  the  influence  of  his  wealthy  pat- 
roness, he  was  introduced  and  recommended  to  some  of 
the  first-class  families  of  the  place. 

Thus  our  young  physician  was  on  the  high  road  to  com- 
petency, if  not  wealth,  when  the  shrill  terrible  tocsin  of 
war  was  sounded  from  the  Southern  border  and  went  echo- 
ing and  re-echoing  through  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
land,  startling  the  American  nation  from  its  long  dream  of 
peace,  with  the  dreadful  cry  of  "To  arms!  to  arms!" 

Dr.  Mackenzie,  true  to  the  sentiments  of  his  native 
State,  made  his  way  to  St.  Louis,  crossing  the  lines  with 
great  danger  and  difficulty,  and  took  sides  with  the  Fed- 
eral cause.  He  was  at  once  stationed  in  the  United  States' 
Hospital,  in  that  city,  as  army  surgeon,  and  remained  in 
the  same  position  until  the  close  of  the  war.  He  had  then 
married  a  young  widow,  whose  delicate  health  had,  in  a 
few  years,  made  the  fact  apparent  in  the  eyes  of  her 
devoted  husband  that  her  life  could  only  be  prolonged  by 
sojourning  in  a  semi-tropical  clime. 

Thus,  with  the  hope  of  arresting  the  hand  of  the  fell 
destroyer  that  threatened  to  hasten  his  loved  one  to  an 
early  grave,  Dr.  Mackenzie  had  sacrificed  his  brilliant  pro- 
fession and  prospects  in  the  Northern  city,  and  removed 
with      his    family    to    sunny    Florida — the    "  Italy    of  I 

America." 

- 

How  providence  had  directed  his  footsteps  to  Magnolia 
Centre^  and  how  he  became  owner  of  Oak  Hurst  planta-  j 
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tion,  the  reader  of  these  chapters  has  already  been  made 
acquainted  with. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  had  invested  nearly  all  his  life's  savings 
in  this  beautiful  Florida  home,  and  so  enamored  was  he  of 
its  charms  and  broad  fertile  acres,  that  he  decided  to 
abandon  the  practice  of  medicine  and  settle  down  to  the 
life  of  a  Southern  planter  and  fruit-grower. 

The  plantation  he  had  bought  was  well  stocked  and 
implemented  with  all  things  necessary  to  carry  on  a  planta- 
tion. Labor  was  plenty  and  cheap,  and  although  not  so 
easily  controlled  as  before  the  war,  still  the  Southern 
planter  of  to-day  is  free  from  much  responsibility  and 
vexation  which  were  incidental  to  the  life  of  a  slave-owner 
in  Ante  Bellum  days. 

Thus  life  at  Oak  Hurst  began  for  our  friends,  the  Mac- 
kenzies,  and  for  some  time  flowed  joyously  and  smoothly 
along;  Mrs .  Mackenzie's  health  was  being  rapidly  restored 
by  the  health-giving  climate  and  much  time  spent  in  out- 
of-door  exercise. 

The  great  variety  of  roses  which  had  been  planted  by 
the  young  Spaniard  and  his  beautiful  dark-eyed  bride, 
grew  and  flourished,  until  they  became  even  in  this  "  Land 
of  Flowers,"  the  wonder  and  admiration  of  all  who  saw 
them.  Pretty  little  boats  dotted  the  surface  of  Oak  Hurst 
Lake,  the  waters  of  which  lay  shimmering  under  the 
shadows  of  the  .giant  live  oaks  growing  upon  its  green 
banks,  with  their  gay  festoons  of  Spanish  moss  waving 
gracefully  with  every  passing  breeze . 

Oak  Hurst,  as  if  to  make  amends  for  its  former  owner's 
inhospitality,  became  the  center  of  attraction  for  guests 
both  young  and  old,  rich  and  poor,  and  the  whole  sur- 
rounding of  the  place  took  on  such  a  cheerful  hospitable 
look,  that  the  last  tragic  scene  in  the  life  of  its  founder 
and  builder  was  fast  being  forgotten  in  the  neighborhood. 

It  is  ever  thus  in  this  forgetful  world  of  ours.  A  beauti- 
ful and  interesting  life,  which  yesterday  ran  parallel  with 
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our  own,  is  suddenly  cut  off  with  scarce  a  moment's  warn- 
ing. We  see  the  victim  pause,  stagger  and  fall  by  our 
side  as  we  rush  on  and  on,  or  perhaps  instead  of  falling 
under  the  scythe  of  the  great  reaper  we  see  our  friend's 
earthly  possessions  crumble  and  turn  to  dust  within  his 
grasp,  and  hear  his  heart-sick  moan  of  anguish  as  he 
realizes  that  his  bread  has  turned  to  stone,  his  chalice  of 
sweet  wine  to  wormwood.  We  se,e  him  as  he  raises  help- 
less suppliant  hands  to  Heaven,  and  perchance  we  give  one 
pitying  glance  backward  as  we  leave  him  far  behind  in  the 
race,  and  we  dash  a  tear  from  eyes  which  are  looking  too 
eagerly  and  anxious  about  us  to  long  be  dismayed  by  the 
mist  of  pity  for  our  more  unfortunate  fellow-man.  "  Poor 
fellow,"  we  murmur,  as  we  dash  faster  and  more  eagerly 
onward;  then  soon,  very  soon,  our  fallen  friend  and  his 
woes  are  alike  forgotten,  and  Memory  closes  her  door 
against  the  bare  fact  that  he  ever  existed. 

Two  miles  from  Oak  Hurst  lay  the  little  village  of  Mag- 
nolia Centre,  a  sleepy  Florida  town  which  to  all  appear- 
ances was  rapped  in  a  Rip  Van  Winkle  sleep.  No  rush, 
roar  and  snort  of  the  iron  horse  had  yet  interrupted  its 
sleep  of  ages  or  disturbed  the  fat  kine  grazing  upon  hills 
growing  ever  green  beneath  sunny  skies. 

The  journey  to  the  nearest  railway  station  forty  miles 
distant  was  made  in  the  old,  time-honored  stage-coach  of 
our  fathers;  the  coming  of  which  was  heralded  by  blasts 
of  a  hunter's  horn,  from  the  lips  of  the  driver,  and  came 
each  evening  vibrating  through  the  pine  forests  surround- 
ing the  little  town,  warning  the  inhabitants  to  gather  at  the 
post-office  or  tavern  steps  to  get  the  news  of  the  day.  Yet 
the  town  was  well  situated  in  the  center  of  a  rich  agricult- 
ural and  fruit-growing  section  and  many  men  of  consider- 
able wealth  had  their  homes  there . 

But  a  lack  of  public  enterprise  pervaded  the  whole  place, 
and  its  inhabitants  seemed  content  to  jog  along  at  the 
same  snail's  pace,  which  characterized  their  forefathers . 
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The  most  pretentious  residence  of  Magnolia  Centre,  and 
the  only  one  the  owner  of  which  made  any  attempts  to 
adopt  modern  improvements  or  keep  abreast  with  the  out- 
side world,  stood  on  a  hill  in  a  grove  of  huge  magnolia 
trees  and  commanded  a  fine  view  of  the  town  and  sur- 
rounding country;  and  as  its  owner  plays  an  important 
part  in  the  pages  of  our  (e  o'er  true  tale,"  we  will  take  this 
opportunity  to  introduce  him  to  our  readers,  with  a  brief 
description  of  his  appearance  and  character. 

Walmer  Andrews,  the  richest  man  of  Magnolia  Centre, 
was  at  the  time  our  story  opens  a  man  of  perhaps  forty 
years  of  age.  In  appearance  he  was  thickset  and  stout, 
and  his  stature  was  shortened  apparently  by  a  very  short 
full  neck  and  large  head .  His  face  had  a  leering  sinister 
look  and  his  small,  glittering  gray  eyes,  surmounted  by 
heavy,  shaggy  eyebrows,  had  more  the  expression  of  those 
set  in  the  head  of  some  cunning  animal  than  those  given 
to  the  human  face  divine. 

His  arms  were  short  and  thick,  his  hands  broad  and 
brown,  and  his  fingers  had  a  nervous  trick  of  suddenly 
closing  fast  like  they  were  firmly  grasping  the  only  God 
this  man  worshiped — The  Almighty  Dollar . 

His  garments  were  ill-fitting  and  hung  about  his  stumpy 
form  ill-shapened  and  slovenly .  Walmer  Andrews'  father 
had  been  what  was  known  in  his  day  as  a  slave-trader  or 
"  nigger  speculator,"  and  Walmer  at  the  breaking  out  of 
the  late  war  had  been  a  negro  overseer  on  a  neighboring 
plantation. 

At  the  close  of  the  war,  that,  with  his  characteristic 
cunning,  he  managed  to  escape  taking  an  active  part  in, 
he  commenced  merchandising  on  a  small  scale  in  Mognolia 
Centre,  and  for  several  years  his  wTas  the  only  store  for 
general  merchandise  in  the  village. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years  he  married  a  pretty,  timid 
young  girl,  not  yet  out  of  her  teens.     The  girl  belonged  to 
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a  good  family,  which  had  become  impoverished  by  the  war, 
and  her  marriage  with  Andrews  was  a  great  surprise  to  all 
who  knew  the  respective  families  of  the  young  couple,  and 
their  great  difference  in  caste. 

It  was  whispered  about,  however,  that  this  was  not  a 
love  match,  on  the  girl's  part  at  least,  but  that  she  had 
been  actuated  in  her  choice  by  a  mistaken  sense  of  duty  to 
her  parents,  as  her  father  had  become  heavily  indebted  to 
Andrews,  who  was  threatening  to  foreclose  a  mortgage, 
which  would  render  the  old  people  homeless,  and  with  the 
hope  of  averting  the  impending  disaster  the  young  girl 
had  become  Andrews'  wife. 

So  the  story  went ;  but  be  it  true  or  false,  one  fact  remains 
to  be  told.  From  the  day  Annie  Taylor  became  Walmer 
Andrews'  wife,  all  the  light  of  hope  and  joy  went  out  of 
her  young  face  forever,  and  small  wonder,  for  as  well 
might  the  dove  attempt  to  mate  with  the  hyena  as  such  a 
nature*  as  hers  try  to  place  itself  upon  the  same  plane  as 
that  of  her  ill-assorted  husband. 

She  lived,  for — 

' '  Life  may  long  be  borne 
Ere  sorrow  breaks  its  chain." 

But  at  the  close  of  eight  years  of  misery  death  came  to 
the  relief  of  this  young  martyr,  and  she  closed  her  sad 
eyes  forever  upon  the  life  which  had  contained  in  its  clos- 
ing years  the  hidden  wailing  of  a  heart  that  broke  in 
silence. 

She  left  two  small  children,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  with  no 
one  to  guide  and  direct  their  infant  minds  but  their  coarse, 
mercenary  father.  So  the  great  mistake  of  the  young 
mother's  life  was  not  ended  and  atoned  for  when  she  laid 
down  her  own  life  as  a  sacrifice  upon  the  altar  of  filial 
duty.  But  the  punishment  of  the  sin,  for  sin  it  was,  how- 
ever unconsciously  committed,  must  descend  upon  the 
innocent  babes,,  who  were  not  guilty  of  the  sin  and  were 
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wholly  irresponsible  for  the  adverse  conditions  under 
which  they  were  born. 

Walmer  Andrews  was  a  natural-born  rascal,  with  all  the 
low  cunning  of  a  villain  of  the  first  water.  He  had  used 
this  subtle  cunning  for  his  own  benefit  so  far  that  more 
than  half  of  the  rich  landed  interests  lying  in  and  adjacent 
to  Magnolia  Centre  were  his  own  ill-gotten  gains. 

His  manner  of  procedure  was  unique  and  original,  and 
well  worthy  of  the  hard,  base  heart  that  conceived  and  car- 
ried out  the  plan,  which  was  to  keep  printed  contracts, 
with  blanks  to  fill  out  as  the  occasion  required,  in  his  pos- 
session, in  which  the  debtor  agreed  that,  if  the  sum  of 
money  named  in  the  note  given  by  himself  to  Andrews  was 
not  paid  in  full,  principal  and  interest,  od  a  given  date,  the 
debtor  waived  all  right  of  exemption  as  given  him  by  law, 
and  gave  the  creditor  fall  right,  without  previous  proceed- 
ings of  law,  to  levy  upon,  and  have  sold  at  sheriff's  sale, 
any  or  all  property,  both  real  estate  or  personal,  which  the 
debtor  might  hold  in  his  possession,  or  as  much  of  said 
property  as  was  necessary  to  cancel  the  note  and  pay  all 
cost  of  its  collection. 

Thus  ignorant  white  people  and  negroes  were  encour- 
aged to  run  up  bills  at  Andrews'  store  or  borrow  money 
from  him  at  a  ruinous  rate  of  interest,  after  the  wily 
schemer  had  himself  taken  a  silent  inventory  of  the  victim's 
property.  Then  when  a  settlement  was  called  for  and  the 
debtor  found  himself  unable  to  liquidate  the  debt,  he 
■^was  called  upon  to  give  his  note  and  sign  the  above  men- 
tioned contract . 

"  It  saves  the  trouble  of  giving  a  mortgage,  you  know, 
rmd  in  case  of  your  inability  to  ever  pay  the  note,  it 
secures  me  ;  but  I  will  never  press  you ;  ah  !  no,  you  can 
have  your  own  time  to  pay  me,  just  so  that  I  am  secured, 
that  is  all  I  want,  my  friend." 

Thus  the  confiding  victim  was  led  into  the  trap    so 
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cunningly  set  for  him,  and  when  the  note  fell  due,  if  he 
was  not  able  to  meet  its  demands — and  not  one  of  An- 
dre ws'  debtors  in  one  hundred  were— his  property,  of  what- 
ever it  consisted,  was  levied  upon  by  the  sheriff,  according 
to  the  contract  entered  into,  and  sold,  being  invariably  bid 
in  at  the  sales  by  Andrews  himself  at  a  sum  never  exceed- 
ing one-twentieth  part  of  its  value,  and  the  victim  was 
generally  left  stranded,  penniless  and  homeless,  while  the 
wealth  of  the  heartless  victimizer  increased  accordingly. 

For  several  years  after  the  close  of  the  late  war,  Mr. 
Andrews'  store  had  been  the  only  one  in  Magnolia  Centre, 
but  later  on  new  stores  and  places  of  business  were  opened, 
and  the  old  settlers,  who  by  this  time  thoroughly  under- 
stood Andrews'  heartless  designs,  had  withdrawn  their 
patronage  from  him,  and  the  indications  were  that  Wal- 
mer  Andrews  would  soon  have  to  close  his  place  of  busi- 
ness for  want  of  patronage.  But  luckily  for  him,  how- 
ever, a  "Florida  boom  "had  lately  struck  Magnolia  Centre, 
and  plenty  of  new  material  was  afforded  him  upon 
which  to  work  his  nefarious  plans. 

Did  a  newcomer,  after  having  invested  nearly  all  Ins 
ready  money  in  real  estate,  bought  at  an  exceedingly  high 
price,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  from  the  same  Andrews, 
fall  sick,  and  see  destitution  staring  himself  and  family 
in  the  face,  Mr.  Andrews  was  sure  to  come  to  the  relief  of 
the  discouraged  man,  by  appearing  very  opportunely  on 
the  scene  with  soft  words  of  sympathy  and  encouragement 
for  the  newcomer,  thereby  completely  winning  the  confi- 
dence of  the  unsuspecting  people,  who  would  make  a 
clear  breast  of  their  tangled  finances  and  pour  their  tale 
of  woe  into  their  sympathizing  visitor's  ear. 

"Without  present  means  to  buy  the  necessaries  of  life, 
eh?"  he  would  exclaim  at  the  end  of  the  sad  recital. 
"Well,  what  of  that;  you  have  property,  and  you  have 
credit ;  come  to  my  store  and  get  whatever  you  ne@d>  and  • 
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you  can  pay  me  when  you  get  well  and  get  straightened 
out  again." 

"  What  a  good  man  is  Mr.  Andrews  ! "  cries  the  pecuni- 
arily embarrassed  man5  as  he  eagerly  takes  the  bait  so 
temptingly  held  out  for  him  by  the  wily  merchant,  and 
when  the  goods  were  purchased  and  the  money  borrowed 
at  a  ruinous  rate  of  usury,  the  above  described  contract 
was  pushed  under  the  debtor's  nose  to  sign,  "Just  for 
form's  sake,  you  know,"  and  the  sequel  in  nearly  every 
case  was  one  and  the  same,  i.  e.,  that  in  a  short  time  the 
newcomer's  property  was  again  owned  by  Walmer  Andrews, 
and  by  him  thrown  upon  the  real  estate  market  at  a  much 
advanced  price  upon  which  he  had  sold  it  in  the  first 
instance. 

Did  a  member  of  a  poor  family  die  in  the  neighborhood 
of  Magnolia  Centre,  and  were  the  friends  of  the  deceased 
unable  to  defray  the  funeral  expenses,  "1  will  help  you  in 
your  distress,"  whispers  the  wily  villain,  "but  just  sign 
this  bit  of  paper  first  to  secure  me  in  case  of  accident, 
you  know."  And  the  poor  victim,  too  much  bowed  down 
by  grief  at  his  recent  bereavement  to  have  taken  in  the 
import  of  the  cunningly-drawn  document,  even  if  his  fast 
falling  tears  had  permitted  him  to  read  it,  places  his  name 
to  a  contract  which  does  not  leave  him  a  chair  to  sit  on  or 
a  bed  to  lie  upon,  if  he  fails  to  pay  the  note  when  it  falls 
due. 

Dear  reader,  do  you  think  that  the  character  called 
Walmer  Andrews,  in  my  story,  is  only  an  imaginary  one  ? 

Then  let  me  assure  you,  as  an  honest  chronicler  of  facts, 
that  the  character  of  Walmer  Andrews  is  drawn  true  to  life, 
of  one  who  carried  on  his  heartless  devices,  once  upon  a 
time,  in  our  own  fair,  sunny  Florida  ;  and  happy  are  you 
and  much  to  be  congratulated  if  you  have  had  no  acquaint, 
ance  with  him  other  than  through  the  pages  of  this  narra- 
tive. 
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That  Walmer  x\ndrews  did  not  possess  himself  of  Oak 
Hurst  and  its  beautiful  belongings,  when  it  was  on  the 
market  at  a  price  so  much  below  its  value,  was  a  matter  of 
wonder  to  all  who  knew  the  man  and  his  hard,  grasping 
character.  Perhaps,  who  knows,  his  familiar  spirit  with 
the  traditional  cloven  foot  had  whispered  to  him  to 
patiently  bide  his  time  and  Oak  Hurst  would  be  his  at  a 
far  less  cost  to  him  than  if  he  purchased  it  then  ;  or,  per- 
haps, his  ignorant,  superstitious  nature  recoiled  from  hav- 
ing anything  to  do  with  the  place  in  consequence  of  the 
tragedy  connected  with  it  and  its  subsequent  reputation 
of  being  haunted  by  unhappy  spirits.  However,  whatever 
may  have  been  the  cause,  Andrews  had  never  sought  to 
own  Oak  Hurst,  up  to  the  time  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  advent 
into  Magnolia  Centre. 

But  now  the  evil  spell  which  had  enveloped  Oak  Hurst 
was  broken,  and  the  place,  under  Dr.  Mackenzie's  careful 
management,  was  blossoming  into  new  beauty  and  revealing 
added  charms,  which  greatly  enhanced  its  value,  and  the 
covetous  eyes  of  Walmer  Andrews  began  to  turn  longingly 
toward  it  with  the  hope  that  the  good  fortune  which  had 
never  yet  forsaken  him  would  enable  him  ere  long  to  num- 
ber Oak  Hurst  among  his  vast  possessions  by  the  same  easy 
way  that  all  his  wealth  had  come  to  him. 

But  beware,  thou  cruel  usurper  of  other  men's  rights, 
thou  robber  of  defenseless  widows  and  helpless  orphans,  a 
Nemesis  is  on  thy  track  ;  and  although  thou  art  so  careful 
in  thy  cool-headed  plotting  never  to  step  from  under  the 
protecting  arm  of  the  law,  still  thou  hast  yet  to  learn  that 
though  "The  mills  of  the  gods  grind  slowly,  yet  they 
grind  exceeding  fine." 


CHAPTER  III. 

FERNANDO   DE  SOTO,    THE   SICK   SPANIARD. 

"My  dear,"  said  Dr.  Mackenzie,  one  bright  morning  in 
early  spring  a  year  after  the  family  had  taken  up  its  resi- 
dence at  Oak  Hurst,  "in  my  ride  this  morning  I  came 
upon  a  most  pitiable  object." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who,  in  broad  garden  hat  and  armed 
with  a  pair  of  clippers,  was  busy  in  the  rose  garden,  turned 
her  happy  face  upon  her  husband  who  had  just  returned 
from  his  morning  ride. 

"And  what  was  that,  Dudley  ?"she  inquired,  sympathet- 
ically . 

"  As  I  was  returning  home  from  my  ride  and  was  pass- 
ing General  Camden's  place  an  old  negro  came  running 
down  to  the  road  and  begged  me  to  come  in  and  see  a  sick 
man,"  replied  Dr.  Mackenzie;  "and  you  know,  my  dear, 
how  hard  I  try  to  escape  putting  on  one  tithe  of  the  pro- 
fessional harness  again,  so  I  answered,  somewhat  im- 
patiently: 

"  i  A  sick  man;  well,  why  do  you  not  send  to  the  Centre 
for  Dr.  Armstrong?  You  know  that  I  do  not  want  to 
take  charge  of  sick  people,  and  have  told  you  often  enough 
not  to  call  me/ 

"'But,  Marse  Doctor/  continued  the  old  man,  <dis 
pore  fellah  is  powerful  bad  off,  and  'fore  we  could  git  Dr. 
Armstrong  hyar  he'd  be  done  dead.  Jes'  step  in,  please, 
sah,  and  tell  us  what  you  t'inks  of  him/ 

"Impatient  at  the  detention  I  jumped  oif  of  my  horse 
and  crossly  tossed  the  reins  to  a  little  negro  and  told  the 
old  man  to  lead  the  way.  I  followed  him  through  the 
dewy  grass  past  the  family  residence,  which,  you  know,  has 
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been  closed  for  six  months  while  General  Camden  and  his 
family  are  traveling  in  Europe. 

"We  traversed  the  length  of  the  orange  grove  and  passed 
the  negro-cabins  situated  on  the  estate,  and  paused  before 
a  dilapidated  deserted  cabin  which  stood  on  the  edge  of 
the  pine  forest.  Upon  looking  in  I  saw  stretched  upon  a 
pile  of  straw  in  a  corner  of  the  shrunken  floor  the  form 
of  a  man  with  such  a  white  ghastly-set  face  that  at  first 
glance  I  thought  he  was  dead. 

"  But  upon  bending  over  to  examine  him  I  found  that 
he  was  still  breathing,  but  very  feebly.  Happening  to 
have  my  small  pocket-case  with  me,  I  tried  to  arouse  the 
sufferer  so  as  to  learn  something  of  his  ailment  that  I 
might  give  him  some  medicine;  but  all  my  efforts  to  arouse 
him  were  useless.  So  I  pried  open  the  set  teeth  and 
administered  a  reviving  cordial  and  directed  the  old  man 
who  was  with  me  to  loosen  the  patient's  clothing  and  vig- 
orously chafe  the  hands  and  feet  which  were  icy  cold. 

"  I  went  out  and  gathered  some  moss  to  make  a  pillow 
for  the  sufferer's  head,  and  when  I  returned  he  had  un- 
closed his  eyes  and  was  looking  wonderingly  about  him. 

"  But  to  all  my  questions  he  returned  only  feeble  inco- 
herent answers,  and  continued  to  moan  as  if  in  great  bodily 
pain;  I  now  gave  him  a  critical  examination  to  see  if  I 
could  discover  any  external  injuries,  but  found  none. 

"The  man  who  had  called  me  said  that  in  passing  the 
cabin  this  morning  at  the  break  of  day,  his  attention  had 
been  attracted  by  groans  proceeding  from  within,  end 
upon  looking  into  the  cabin  he  had  found  the  man  lying 
unconscious  as  I  had  found  him.  Evidently  this  was  a 
very  sick  man  and  could  not  long  survive  unless  promptly 
and  properly  cared  for.  I  sent  the  old  negro  out  to  see  if 
he  could  find  any  of  the  other  negroes  who  were  willing  to 
have  the  sick  man  carried  to  their  cabin;  but  he  soon 
returned  saying,  with  much  disgust,  fdat  dem  fool  niggars 
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was  all  fered  of  de  pore  sick  fellah  cause  dey  don't  know 
what  sort  of  a  complaint  he  might  hab,  and  won't  hab 
nothin'  to  do  with  him,  Marse  Doctor . ' 

"  I  then  went  myself  to  try  to  induce  the  negroes  to 
admit  the  sick  man  if  only  for  a  short  time  until  other 
provisions  could  be  made  for  him,  but  found  them  inexor- 
able as  the  old  man  had  said,  and  neither  threats  nor 
bribes  had  any  effect  upon  them,  Calling  them  a  pack  of 
cowardly  fools  I  bought  a  pillow  and  a  coarse  pair  of 
blankets  from  an  old  woman,  and  returning  to  the  cabin 

made  the  sufferer  as  comfortable  as  I  could  under  the  cir- 

« 

cumstances;  and,  leaving  the  old  negro  to  watch  over  the 
still  unconscious  man  until  my  return,  I  mounted  my  horse 
and  galloped  home  to  ask  your  advice  about  the  matter." 

"Poor  unfortunate  man,  what  a  sad  condition  to  be  in. 
What  can  be  the  cause  of  his  misfortune  ?  "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  her  kind  eyes  growing  misty  over  her  hus- 
band's sad  recital  of  the  unknown  man's  suffering. 

"  Sad  indeed,"  returned  the  doctor;  "but  the  question 
arises  now,  what  are  we  to  do  with  him  ?  The  man  from  his 
appearance  and  clothing  is  evidently  a  gentleman.  There 
is  no  hospital  in  this  vicinity  to  send  him  to  and  I  doubt 
in  his  feeble  condition  if  he  would  live  to  reach  Magnolia 
Centre  were  we  to  undertake  to  remove  him  there,  and 
the  negroes  refused  to  give  him  shelter." 

"  Dudley,"  said  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  taking  off  her  broad  hat 
as  she  spoke,  and  fanning  her  flushed  face  with  it,  "  our 
duty  in  the  case  is  plainly  apparent,  we  must  have  the 
unfortunate  man  moved  to  Oak  Hurst  and  do  what  we  can 
to  restore  him  to  health.' 

"Little  good  Samaritan,  I  knew  that  would  be  your  ver- 
dict," replied  Dr.  Mackenzie,  smiling  down  upon  the  wee 
woman  at  his  side,  whom  he  had  never  known,  in  all  the 
sixteen  years  of  his  married  life,,  to  turn  her  face  from  the 
beckoning  hand  of  duty;  "then  I  suppose  it  is  settled  and 
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we  had  best  send  for  him  at  once,  for  aside  from  his  phys- 
ical condition,  which  needs  immediate  attention,  the  man 
had  a  valuable  watch  and  chain  and  other  valuables  about 
his  person,  and  in  his  helpless  condition  is  in  great  danger 
of  being  robbed. " 

"Let  us  make  preparations  to  send  for  him  at  once," 
she  replied,  replacing  her  hat  on  her  head  and  starting 
toward  the  house.  "  Order  the  light  spring-wagon  to  be 
brought  around  to  the  door,  Dudley,  and  I  will  have  some 
pillows  and  bed  clothing  ready  to  put  in  it,"  and  she  ran 
lightly  up  the  veranda  steps  While  her  husband  took  the 
path  which  led  to  the  stables,  with  a  grave  thoughtful 
look  upon  his  face. 

An  hour  after  the  wagon,  in  which  had  been  placed  a 
comfortably  arranged  bed,  had  driven  away  with  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie and  the  driver  seated  in  it,  it  returned  with  Dr. 
Mackenzie  seated  upon  the  floor,  tenderly  supporting  the 
head  and  shoulders  of  the  sick  man  in  his  arms.  The 
wagon  drew  up  slowly  before  the  door  and  the  negro  men 
were  directed  to  carry  the  unconscious  sufferer  to  the 
room  which  had  been  prepared  for  him  by  the  gentle  hands 
of  Mrs.  Mackenzie. 

Here  his  clothing,  which  was  new  and  of  the  best  quality, 
was  removed,  and  the  patient  made  comfortable  in  a  suit 
of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  night  clothes,  his  swollen  and  blistered 
feet  kindly  bathed,  and  then  they  laid  him  gently  between 
the  clean,  fragrant  sheets. 

He  was  a  young  man,  whose  age  apparently  did  not, 
exceed  twenty-five  years,  with  clearly-cut  delicate  features, 
raven  black  hair,  and  silky  moustache  of  the  same  darl$ 
hue.  Nothing  found  about  his  person  indicated  from 
whence  the  stranger  came  or  whither  he  was  going,  but 
the  name  stamped  upon  the  linen  he  wore  when  found 
lying  unconscious  in  the  old  cabin,  li  Fernando  De  Soto," 
confirmed  what  his  appearance  seemed  to  indicate,  that 
the  man  was  of  Spanish  birth* 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie's  eyes  opened  wide  in  wonder  when  she 
read  the  name. 

"  Why,  Dudley ,"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper,  to  her  hus- 
band, { '  the  name  '  De  Soto'  is  the  same  as  that  of  the 
young  Spaniard  who  was  the  founder  and  builder  of  Oak 
Hurst. 

The  Doctor's  brows  contracted  for  a  moment  in  puzzled 
thought,  then  he  replied:  "  So  it  is,  my  dear,  so  it  is;  but 
it  may  only  be  a  coincidence,"  and  then  he  set  himself 
about  getting  a  correct  diagnosis  of  his  patient's  ailment. 

It  did  not  take  long  for  the  experienced  eye  of  the 
physician  to  determine  that  the  sick  man's  malady  was 
that  of  brain  fever  and  the  prognostications  were  very 
much  against  his  recovery.  Nevertheless,  the  Doctor  and 
his  good  wife  set  themselves  about  doing  all  that  could  pos- 
sibly be  done  for  the  poor  unfortunate  stranger  whom  fate 
had  dropped  so  helpless  upon  their  bounty. 

An  old  negro  who  had  long  been  Dr.  Mackenzie's  faith- 
ful man-servant  was  established  as  nurse  in  the  sick  room. 
The  little  children  checked  their  noisy  prattling  and  shrill 
childish  laughter  when  in  the  house,  and  came  and  went 
on  tiptoe,  with  a  mysterious  look  of  sympathy  upon  their 
bright  young  faces. 

For  nearly  two  weeks  the  battle  between  life  and  death 
going  on  in  the  guest's  chamber  was  waged — waged  so 
fiercely  that  for  days  it  was  impossible  for  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
experienced  physician  though  he  was,  to  tell  whether  life 
or  death  would  triumph. 

The  hour  of  the  crisis  arrived.  Dr.  Mackenzie  stood  by 
the  bed  of  the  sick  man,  whose  delirious  mutterings  had 
ceased,  with  his  fingers  pressed  against  the  feeble  pulse, 
watching  the  flickering  flame  of  life  as  it  trembled  in  the 
balance. 

Lower  and  lower  sank  the  feeble  quiver  at  the  emaciated 
wrist — it  has    almost    stopped —    He  is  surely  going — 
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Now  the  pulse  flickers  a  little  stronger,  and  then  sinks 
again,  until  it  is  almost  imperceptible. 

Thus  for  one  long  hour  the  Doctor  stood,  unable  to  decide 
whether  the  feeble  spark  of  life  would  be  extinguished  in 
death,  or  ignite  to  new  life.  At  last  the  closed  white  eye- 
lids began  to  quiver;  faint  dawning  color  stole  over  the 
handsome  high-bred  features,  and  a  slight  moisture  broke 
out  upon  the  thin  fingers  held  so  closely  within  the  Doctor's 
broad  warm  palm.  The  feeble  throbbing  at  the  wrist 
grew  more  steady,  and  stronger,  and  then,  as  if  with  the 
painful  birth-throes  of  a  new  and  mysterious  existence,  the 
young  Spaniard  struggled  back  to  life. 

The  deep  dark  eyes  unclosed  and  gazed  up  in  the  physi- 
cian's face,  then  wonderingly  about  the  room,  and  the 
faithful  watcher  saw  with  a  stir  of  thankfulness  at  his 
heart,  that  the  light  of  returning  consciousness  shown  in 
their  depths,  and  knew  that  life  and  youth  had  won  the 
victory. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  stole  into  the  room  on  tiptoe,  the  Doctor 
nods  his  head  approvingly  and  whispers:  (t  The  crisis  is 
passed,  he  will  live." 

So  the  long  convalescence  began,  with  every  care 
bestowed  upon  the  unknown  man  that  could  have  been 
given  him  had  he  been  of  the  same  kindred  blood  of  his 
noble  benefactors. 

By  and  by  he  was  able  to  be  lifted  from  his  bed  and 
placed  in  the  great  easy  chair  which  stood  near  the  open 
window,  from  which  he  could  look  down  upon  the  lux- 
uriant rose  garden,  that  lay  beneath,  bathed  iu  the  sweet- 
est of  fragrance,  under  a  halo  of  bright  spring  sunshine. 

For  hours  Fernando  De  Soto  would  sit  thus  with  clasped 
hands  and  sad  immovable  features,  looking  down  at  the 
lovely  quiet  scene  spread  out  before  him;  while  in  the 
dark  eyes  the  haunting  shadows  of  some  mighty  sorrow 
lingered,  telling  apathetic  story  of  suffering,  about  which 
the  closed  resolute  lips  remained  forever  dumb. 
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Every  member  of  the  household  at  Oak  Hurst,  from  the 
master  down  to  the  tiny  Eva,  vied  with  one  another  in  kind 
attentions  to  the  seemingly  unhappy  stranger  whom  the 
tide  of  fate  had  thrown  wrecked  and  helpless  at  their  feet. 
The  servants  thought  it  no  hardship  to  wait  upon  one  who 
was  so  gentle  and  appreciative  of  their  kindness;  and  won- 
derful and  exquisite  were  the  bouquets  of  wild  flowers, 
gathered  by  children's  hands,  which  freshly  decked  the 
table  in  his  room  each  day . 

"  If  he  would  only  tell  us  something  about  himself ," 
said  Mrs.  Mackenzie  to  her  husband,  "  but  he  is  so  sad 
and  silent,  and  acts  altogether  so  strangely,  that  at  times  I 
doubt  if  he  is  perfectly  sane." 

({ I  think  his  a  decided  case  of  melancholia,"  replied  the 
doctor,  laying  aside  the  microscope  with  which  he  had  been 
minutely  examining  some  small  insects  found  upon  the  leaf 
of  an  orange  tree,  and  turning  to  his  wife  : 

"  I  am  certain  from  what  I  could  gather  from  the  man's 
almost  incoherent  mutterings,  which  were  nearly  always 
spoken  in  the  Spanish  language  during  his  illness,  that  he 
is  either  suffering  from  some  wrong  perpetrated  against 
him  by  others  or  that  he  himself  has  committed  some 
crime,  the  memory  of  which  has  cast  a  shadow  over  his  life 
and  preyed  upon  his  conscience  until  his  health  is  ruined 
and  his  reason  almost  dethroned." 

"  Poor  young  man,"  sighed  the  tender-hearted  listener, 
' '  how  I  wish  that  he  would  give  us  his  confidence,  we  might 
be  able  to  help  him,  by  our  advice  at  least ;"  and  she  stood 
on  tiptoe  to  kiss  her  husband  good-bye,  who  was  drawing 
on  his  gloves  for  his  ride  to  the  village.  She  watched  him 
spring  into  his  saddle  and  go  cantering  down  the  avenue 
of  live  oaks,  on  the  magnificent  "  Black  Prince,"  whose 
satiny  coat  glistened  in  the  rays  of  the  morning  sun,  and 
then  turned  back  into  the  house,  filled  with  thoughts  of 
th,eir  unhappy  guest. 


40  THE   TRAGEDIES    OF   OAK    HURST. 

"Mother/'  said  little  Madalena,  meeting  her  mother  in 
the  hall  as  she  entered  the  house,  "I  had  promised  to  go  to 
Senor  De  Soto's  room  to  read  to  him  this  morning ;  but 
when  I  reached  the  door  it  stood  slightly  ajar  and  I  saw 
the  Senor  walking  the  floor  wringing  his  hands  as  if  in 
great  distress.  He  was  talking  low  to  himself  in  a  lan- 
guage I  did  not  understand  and  acted  so  strangely  that  I 
did  not  make  my  presence  known  to  him  but  came  away  to 
tell  you." 

She  was  a  beautiful  and  interesting  child,  this  eldest 
daughter  of  the  Mackenzies,  with  the  deep  blue  eyes  of  her 
father  and  spirituelle  face  of  her  mother  ;  surrounded  by  a 
wealth  of  golden  brown  hair  of  wonderful  quantity  and 
texture.  A  wise  little  maiden  was  she  with  a  wisdom  far 
exceeding  her  years,  which  only  numbered  ten  brief  sum- 
mers. 

The  mother  looked  into  the  anxious  upturned  face  of 
her  child  and,  pressing  a  kiss  upon  the  full  red  lips, 
replied  : 

(i  I  will  go  to  the  Senor's  room  myself,  Madalena,  and 
read  for  him  in  your  place  this  morning,  and  you  may  go 
with  the  nurse  and  Eva  for  your  morning  stroll.  But  stay, 
do  not  say  anything  to  the  others  of  what  you  saw  in  the 
Senor's  room  this  morning." 

€t  Indeed  I  will  not.  But,  mother,  what  is  the  matter 
with  the  Senor  that  makes  him  always  so  sad  V  inquired 
the"  child,  in  a  low,  sympathetic  tone. 
."I  can  not  tell,  dear,  perhaps  it  is  because  he  is  far  away 
from  home  and  has  been  so  ill."  And  again  dismissing  the 
child  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ascended  the  stairs  and  tapped 
lightly  at  Senor  De  Soto's  door. 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  young  Spaniard  from  within 
which  bade  her  enter. 

He  was  seated  upon  the  broad,  low  window-seat,  and  his 
face  in  its  ghastly  pallor  from  which  the  large,  dark  eyes 
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shone  with  an  unnatural  light  made  his  visitor  shudder  and 
shrink  back  as  he  turned  it  full  upon  her. 

"Good  morning,  Senor,"  she  said,  kindly,  her  courage 
returning  as  her  eyes  caught  sight  of  Aunt  Liza,  who,  with 
dust-brush  in  hand,  was  busily  making  the  Senor's  room 
tidy. 

He  replied  to  her  salutation  in  a  low,  melodious  voice, 
with  a  decided  foreign  accent,  and,  rising,  placed  a  chair 
for  his  visitor,  who,  after  kindly  inquiring  about  his  health, 
explained  that  as  Madalena  was  unable  to  keep  her  engage- 
ment to  read  to  him  this  morning,  she  herself  had  come 
in  her  stead  if  he  desired  it. 

"  The  Senora  is  very  kind,"  he  replied,  briefly.  li  Noth- 
ing gives  me  pleasure  like  the  sound  of  her  voice  or  that  of 
the  little  Senorita." 

He  lapsed  into  silence  and  sat  looking  down  at  his  thin, 
white  hands  which  lay  clasped  in  his  lap. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  regarded  him  in  pitying  silence  for  a 
few  moments  and  then  said,  gently : 

"Has  the  Senor  any  choice  of  what  book  we  shall  select 
for  our  reading  this  morning?" 

"No  choice  whatever,  Senora.  It  is  more  the  low, 
sweet  cadence  of  the  voice  that  soothes  and  charms  me 
than  the  words." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  arose  from  her  chair  and,  going  to  a 
book-case  which  stood  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  opened  its 
glass  doors,  and  stood  for  a  moment  before  its  goodly  array 
of  volumes,  undecided  which  to  choose.  Then  her  hand 
rested  almost  unconsciously  upon  a  volume  of  Longfellow's 
prose,  beautifully  bound  in  blue  and  gold,  and,  taking  the 
book  from  its  shelf,  she  returned  to  her  chair. 

"  Mus'  I  go,  Miss  Nettie?"  Aunt  Liza  paused  before 
her  mistress  with  broom  and  dust-pan  in  her  hand  as  she 
asked  this  question. 

"  Have  you  finished  all  the  rooms,  Aunt  Liza?" 

"  Yes,,  honey,  de  lastest  one," 
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"Well,  then,"  returned  the  lady,  "take  your  dust 
things  down-stairs,  put  on  a  clean  apron,  get  your  knitting 
and  come  back  and  sit  here,  if  the  Senor  does  not  mind," 
glancing  inquiringly  toward  De  Soto  as  she  spoke. 

ei  Oh,  certainly  not,  Senora,  let  her  return  if  it  is  your 
pleasure;"  and  he  fell  into  an  abstracted  mood  again,  from 
which  the  reappearance  of  Aunt  Liza,  who,  in  clean  apron 
and  knitting  in  hand,  did  not  arouse  him  as  she  entered 
the  room  and  seated  herself  at  her  beloved  mistress' 
feet. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  reader, 
and  ere  she  had  turned  many  pages  the  dark  eyes  of  the 
young  Spaniard  were  fixed  on  her  face  with  kindling  inter- 
est. With  a  voice  intense  with  feeling,  she  ended  the 
chapter  she  had  been  reading,  which  closed  with  these 
vords: 

' i  Welcome  disappointment !  Thy  hand  is  hard  and  cold, 
but  it  is  the  hand  of  a  friend!  Thy  voice  is  stern  and 
harsh,  but  it  is  the  voice  of  a  friend !  0,  there  is  something 
sublime  in  calm  endurance.  Something  sublime  in  the 
resolute  fixed  purpose  of  suffering  without  complaining 
which  makes  disappointment  oftentimes  better  than  suc- 
cess." 

She  raised  her  eyes  from  the  page  and  saw  the  young 
man  standing  before  her  with  pale  face  and  clasped  hands, 
listening  to  her  words  with  bated  breath. 

"Are  you  weary,  Senor?  Shall  I  cease  now?"  she 
inquired,  struck  by  his  agitation. 

"  Oh  no,  Senora;  please  read  on,"  he  pleaded.  She 
turned  the  page,  and  her  voice  trembled  slightly  as  she 
read  with  deep  pathos: 

"  Many  a  year  is  in  its  grave, 
Since  I  crossed  this  restless  wave; 
And  the  evening,  fair  as  ever, 
{Shines  on  ruin,  rock  and  river. 
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"  Then,  in  this  same  boat,  beside, 
Sat  two  comrades,  old  and  tried; 
One  with  all  a  father's  truth, 
One  with  all  the  fire  of  youth. 

"  One  on  earth  with  silence  wrought. 
And  his  grace  in  silence  sought; 
But  the  younger,  brighter  form, 
Passed  in  battle  and  in  storm. 

"  So,  when'er  I  turn  my  eye 
Back  upon  the  days  gone  by, 

Saddening  thoughts  of  friends  come  o'er  me, 
Friends  who  closed  their  course  before  me. 

"  Yet  what  binds  us,  friend  to  friend, 
But  that  soul  with  soul  can  blend  ? 
Soul-like  were  those  hours  of  yore  ; 
Let  us  walk  in  soul  once  more. 

"  Take,  O  boatman,  thrice  thy  fee  ; 
Take — I  give  it  willingly: 
For  invisible  to  thee, 
Spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me." 

"  Spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me — spirits  twain  have 
grossed  with  me,"  slowly  repeated  the  lips  of  her  listener, 
and  turning  quickly  away  he  walked  hastily  the  length  of 
the  long  room,  and  pausing  on  the  opposite  side  he  stood 
by  the  low  window  looking  out  on  the  rose  garden  beneath, 
murmuring  "spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me."- 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  closed  the  book  which  she  had  been 
reading  and  sat  looking  at  the  unhappy  young  man  with 
a  puzzled  and  sorrowful  expression  on  her  face.  Aunt 
Liza  started  up  in  alarm  from  where  she  had  been  dozing 
at  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  feet  and  whispered  : 

"Le's  go,  honey,  I  tells  you  he  ain't  right ;  Fs  knowed 
it  all  along.  Le's  go,  Miss  Nettie/'  and  the  old  negress 
rolled  the  whites  of  her  eyes  apprehensively  toward  the 
front  window  where  the  young  Spaniard  stood. 
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"  Don't  be  alarmed,  Liza/*  whispers  the  lady,  £e  he  will 
not  harm  us.  He  is  only  unhappy  ;  you  sit  still  while  I  go 
and  speak  to  him,"  and  she  crossed  the  room  and  stood  by 
the  young  man's  side. 

"  What  is  it  that  troubles  you,  my  poor  friend  ?"  she 
asks,  gently  taking  his  cold  hand  in  hers. 

"  Spirits  twain,  Senora,  spirits  twain !  Ah !  they  are 
all  '  invisible  to  thee/  but  clear  to  my  vision  ever  hover 
by  my  side  spirits  twain.  Oh !  to  escape  from  these 
haunting  spectres  that  look  at  me  with  their  sad,  reproach- 
ful eyes — that  will  not  let  me  rest  by  night  or  by  day  !  " 

He  clenched  his  hands  in  agony  of  spirit,  and,  turning 
abruptly  away,  he  began  pacing  the  length  of  the  room 
with  hurried  footsteps. 

The  lady  stood  calmly  watching  him  in  his  walk,  listen- 
ing to  the  broken  words  that  ever  and  anon  fell  from  his 
pallid  lips. 

What  could  be  the  cause  of  his  sorrow,  and  was  it  pos- 
sible for  her,  with  her  feeble  hands  and  weak  human  judg- 
ment, to  le.ad  him  to  paths  of  peace  ? 

<(  Yes,  spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me.  Oh,  Merce- 
des !  for  the  love  of  God,  turn  your  sorrowfully  reproach- 
ful eyes  away  from  me  or  I  shall  go  mad — mad — mad," 
he  groans,  stopping  not  in  his  tireless  walk  up  and  down 
the  room. 

"  Miss  Nettie,  what  you  go  read  him  'bout  sperits  for  ? 
didn't  I  don  tole  you  dat  man's  not  right?  He  always 
talkin'  low  to  hisself  'bout  sperits,  white  hosses  and  Mer- 
cedes. Mus'  be  some  dem  fool  niggars  don  tole  him  'bout 
the  young  Marse  and  Mistess,  and  scared  him  foolish  ; 
Mercedes  was  de  young  Mistess'  name,  Miss  Nettie.  Now 
lisen,  he's  done  gone  to  talkin'  dat  Dutch  talk  agin.  Oh  ! 
Miss  Nettie  !  you'd  better  take  ole  Liza's  'vice  and  git 
outen  dis  room,  or  send  for  Marse  Dr.  Mackenzie,  I  kin 
tell  you,  or  we's  gwine  to  git  hurt." 
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It  is  old  Liza  that  is  pulling  her  Mistress'  dress  and 
addressing  her  in  an  awe-struck  whisper. 

"  Don't  be  frightened,  Aunt  Liza/'  whispered  the  lady, 
reassuringly,  to  the  trembling  old  woman,  "  just  sit  down 
again  and  do  not  seem  to  notice  his  strange  conduct  and 
he  will  get  quiet  presently.-" 

Keassured  by  the  lady's  calm  tone  and  manner  the  old 
woman  resumed  her  seat  and  again  took  up  her  knitting, 
and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  seated  herself  on  the  low  window  seat 
and  waited  patiently  for  the  storm  of  grief  or  remorse 
which  was  racking  the  young  Spaniard's  soul  to  subside. 

For  nearly  an  hour  he  kept  up  his  incessant  tread  with 
an  occasional  exclamation  of  bitterness,  sometimes  spoken 
in  English,  but  more  often  in  the  Spanish  language.  Then, 
pale  and  exhausted,  he  threw  himself  in  the  great  arm  chair 
between  the  windows,  and  sat  with  closed  eyes,  with  his 
head  leaning  wearily  back  against  the  cushioned  chair. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  resumed  the  chair  which  she  had 
vacated  at  the  Senor's  outburst  of  agitation,  and  for  some 
time  silence  reigned  in  the  room,  broken  only  by  the  busy 
clicking  of  Aunt  Liza's  bright  knitting-needles  and  the 
deep  breathing  of  the  young  Spaniard. 

Then  the  lady  began  to  hum  some  sweet  old  air,  as  if 
forgetful  of  the  strange  scene  which  had  just  nassed  in  the 
room. 

By  and  by  the  young  man  opened  his  eyes  and  lifted  his 
head  from  its  resting-place  and  said,  in  a  slightly  tremulous 
voice : 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Senora,  I  did  not  intend  to  have 
thrust  my  unhappiness  upon  you — you,  who  with  your 
noble  husband  have  been  so  patient,  kind,  and  true,  to  the 
unworthy  wayfarer  beneath  your  roof.  It  is  but  poor 
gratitude  that  I  have  shown  in  return  for  your  kindness." 

"Do  not  mention  it,  I  beg,  Senor,"  she  answered  with 
much  feeling,  "  J^ou  have  only  pained  me  inasmuch  as  by 
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withholding  your  confidence  from  us  as  to  the  cause  of 
your  distress ;  you  render  us  powerless  to  aid  you,  even  if 
it  lay  in  our  power  to  do  so." 

"Ah,  Senora,"  he  replied,  sadly,  "could  I  but  confide 
the  cause  of  my  broken  heart  to  one  as  pure,  wise  and 
good  as  you  are,  then  might  I  hope  for  relief ;  "  but,  shak- 
ing his  head  sorrowfully,  "that  is  utterly  impossible,  I 
must  bear  my  burden  alone." 

"Not  alone,  my  poor  young  friend,"  she  answered, 
gently,  " for  remember,  although  your  sorrow  maybe  such 
that  you  find  it  impossible  to  confide  it  to  human  ears, 
there  is  One  who  has  said  to  all  earth's  wayfarers  :  '  Come 
unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest/  " 

"Ah,  Senora,  you  speak  with  the  voice  of  one  who  has 
the  Protestant  faith  to  lean  upon,  and  most  fortunate  for 
your  peace  of  mind  are  you  in  having  this  shield  and 
anchor.  But  alas  for  me,  I  am  denied  this  great  boon  and 
comfort,  and  am  but  a  wretched  outcast  from  the  love  and 
sympathy  of  God  and  man." 

"  Oh,  do  not  say  that,  Senor,"  she  hastened  to  say,  while 
tears  gathered  in  her  eyes  at  his  hopeless  tone. 

"  Nothing  can  debar  you  from  God's  love  and  sympathy 
but  your  own  stubborn  heart.  You  can  not  escape  from 
His  loving  kindness  and  care  even  if  you  would,  and  all 
that  is  necessary  for  you  to  do  to  realize  that  loving  care  is 
to  throw  yourself  wholly  upon  His  mercy,  and  though  your 
sins  be  as  scarlet  they  shall  become  white  as  snow." 

"  Senora,"  he  answered,  sadly,  "  to  one  of  my  faith,  God, 
the  great  fountain  of  all  good,  can  only  be  reached  through 
the  intercession  of  his  earthly  spiritual  adviser,  and,  before 
this  can  be  done,  I  must  reveal  to  him  all  the  secrets  and 
hidden  recesses  of  my  heart,  and  this  condition  I  can 
never,  never  comply  with.  So  can  not  the  good  Senora  see 
that  my  condition  is  indeed  a  helpless  one,  and  understand 


THE    TRAGEDIES    OF   OAK    HURST.  47 

now  why  I  say  that  I  must  bear  my  weary  load  of  sin  and 
sorrow  alone. " 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  sighed  heavily,,  for  well  she  knew  what 
an  almost  hopeless  task  lay  before  her  should  she  endeavor 
to  persuade  one  born  and  reared  in  implicit  faith  in  the 
teachings  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  to  believe,  as  she  did,  that 
the  vilest  sinner,  even,  needs  no  earthly  intercession  in  his 
behalf  to  obtain  pardon  and  peace  from  the  loving  Heavenly 
Father  who  knoweth  our  infirmities,  and,  remembering 
we  are  but  dust,  is  always  ready  and  willing,  mid  the 
thanksgiving  songs  of  angels,  to  welcome  the  returning 
prodigal. 

But  she  would  make  the  attempt  and  God  grant  that 
the  good  seed,  she,  with  her  feeble  hands,  was  trying  to 
sow,  fall  not  upon  stony  and  barren  soil. 

( '  Senor,"  she  gently  said,  at  length,  ■"■  with  all  respect  for 
the  religion  of  your  forefathers,  I  must  say  that,  in  my 
opinion,  the  gravest  and  most  grievous  error  inculcated  in 
their  belief  and  the  most  erroneous  interpretation  of 
Christ's  teachings,  lies  in  the  fact  that  the  adherents  of  the 
Romish  Church  are  taught  that  God's  forgiveness  for  the 
_sinner  can  only  be  obtained,  and  that  under  certain  con- 
ditions, through  the  intercession  of  his  priestly  adviser ; 
you  need  no  human  advocate  to  come  between  you  and 
your  God  to  appease  the  vials  of  Divine  wrath,  no  matter 
how  dark  your  sins  may  have  been.  All  that  is  necessary 
for  you  to  do  is  to  throw  yourself  wholly  and  entirely,  just 
as  you  are,  upon  His  loving  mercy/' 

a  Ah,  Senora,  what  heresy  you  teach,  that  I,  unworthy 
and  sin-ladened  dare  to  approach  the  Great  God  with 
a  prayer  direct  from  my  own  blasphemous  lips  and  sue  for 
forgiveness.  What  think  you,  Senora,  would  be  a  con- 
demned criminal's  chance  for  pardon  were  he  to  boldly 
approach  the  presence  of  his  king  and  ask  mercy  and 
leniency  from  his  majesty ;  would  not  his  very  presump- 
tion cut  him  off  from  all  hope  of  pardon  f" 
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"  You  reason  from  a  wholly  worldly  standpoint,  Senor. 
You  speak  of  God  as  of  an  earthly  king  and  august, 
unmerciful  ruler,  ignoring  His  Divine  attributes,  and  for- 
getting that  He  is  our  kind  Heavenly  Father  pitying  us  as 
'a,  father  pitieth  his  children/  and  just  as  ready,  yea,  far 
more  so,  to  forgive  our  waywardness  for  our  own  humble 
asking  than  earthly  father  could  be." 

' '  The  Senora  little  dreams  of  the  awful  crime  of  which 
I  stand  accused  before  God  and  my  own  conscience  when 
she  speaks  thus  hopefully,"  he  returned,  sadly. 

ei  True,  I  do  not  know  nor  I  may  never  know,  but  this  I 
do  know,  and  thank  God  for  the  comfort  that  the  knowl- 
edge has  given  me,  that  One  who  has  always  been  my  shield 
and  refuge  in  my  season  of  distress  and  sorrow  has  said  : 
'  Ask  and  ye  shall  receive,  knock  and  it  shall  be  opened 
unto  you/  And  I  beg,  Senor,  that  youwill  not  do  yourself 
the  awful  injustice  to  harden  your  heart  and  slight  this 
Divine  invitation  that  is  so  fraught  with  hope  and  comfort 
for  earth's  weary  pilgrims." 

He  made  her  no  answer,  but  sat  as  if  in  deep  thought, 
with  his  head  resting  upon  his  hand,  the  elbow  of  which 
rested  upon  the  arm  of  his  chair.  The  caroling  of  the 
birds  in  the  trees  outside  was  borne  in  through  the  open 
windows  on  the  rose-scented  air,  and  the  sunshine  falling 
through  the  leaves  of  the  grand  old  oak  growing  near  the 
house  made  quivering  shadows  of  light  and  shade  on  the 
carpet  at  their  feet. 

Old  Liza  wiped  her  eyes  on  the  corner  of  her  apron,  and 
her  knitting  lay  idly  in  her  lap  as  she  bent  forward  and 
rested  her  head  in  its  bright  turban  against  the  arm  of  her 
mistress'  chair. 

What  was  passing  in  the  mind  of  that  self-accusing 
sufferer,  as  he  sat  there  in  silence  with  bowed  head,  closed 
eyes,  and  immovable  features,  God  only  knew 

This  silent  and  impressive  scene  was  at  last  interrupted 
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by  children's  merry  laughter  and  prattle.  Little  feet  came 
bounding  through  the  hall,  the  door  was  flung  hastily  open, 
and  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  little  girls,  fresh  and  rosy  from  their 
morning  walk,  ladened  with  bright  wild-flowers,  mosses  and 
ferns,  which  they  had  gathered  to  deck  the  room  of  the 
invalid,  entered  laughingly  and  laid  their  offering  at  the 
Senor's  feet. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  rose  from  her  chair  and  giving  the  hand 
of  her  guest  a  sympathetic  pressure,  whispered  :  "Take 
courage,  think  favorably  of  my  advice,  act  upon  it,  and  all 
will  yet  be  well  with  you,"  and,  beckoning  to  Aunt  Liza, 
the  two  quitted  the  room,  leaving  the  unhappy  young  man 
to  his  own  thoughts  and  the  artless  devices  of  the  children. 
For  who  could  direct  his  thoughts  above  the  cares  of  earth 
better  than-those  guiltless  ones  of  whom  we  are  told,  "of 
such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HALCOT   CAMDEN". 

The  bright  sunny  days  sped  by,  and  each  day  brought  new 
strength  to  the  young  Spaniard  domiciled  at  Oak  Hurst. 
He  was  now  able  to  take  long  walks  and  drives,  and  the  flush 
of  returning  health  was  slowly  creeping  over  the  pale  face. 

He  had  given  way  to  no  more  open  outbursts  of  despair- 
ing grief  before  any  member  of  the  family,  but  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie had  many  long,  quiet  talks  with  him,  in  which  she 
earnestly  endeavored  to  convince  him  of  the  comforting 
truths  contained  in  the  argument  she  had  used  on  the 
occasion  of  her  first  confidential  talk  with  the  young 
stranger. 

He  listened  very  patiently  to  all  she  had  to  say,  and 
seemed  to  deeply  appreciate  the  kindly  interest  the  good 
lady  took  in  his  welfare  and  happiness.  Still  his  sad  de- 
spairing countenance  changed  not  in  a  manner  indicating 
that  he  had  followed  her  advice  and  had  thus  sought  to 
shake  his  burden  of  sorrow  off.  Soon  he. began  to  speak 
of  leaving  Oak  Hurst,  and  the  evening  before  the  day 
fixed  upon  for  his  departure,  he  had  a  long  conversation 
with  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife,  in  which  he  thanked 
them  eloquently,  with  tears  standing  in  his  fine  eyes,  for 
all  their  kindness  and  tender  care  for  him  during  his 
sojourn  beneath  their  roof. 

"  I  will  not  insult  your  generous  hospitality  by  offering 
to  pay  you  for  the  trouble  I  have  been  to  you.  Money  can 
never  discharge  my  obligation  to  you,  but  if  the  dear  Senor 
and  Senora  will  permit  me  to  place  a  small  sum  of  money 
in  their  hands  to  be  used  in  purchasing  presents  for  the 
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dear  children  and  the  servants,  they  will  place  me  under 
still  greater  obligations  to  them." 

So  saying  he  took  a  well-filled  pocket  book-from  his 
pocket  and  counted  out  three  one-hundred-dollar  crisp 
new  bank  notes  upon  Dr.  Mackenzie's  knee. 

"Oh,  Senor,  I  protest  against  such  generosity  on  your 
part,"  cried  the  Doctor,  handing  the  money  back  to  his 
guest ;  "  three  hundred  dollars  is  too  large  a  sum  to  be 
used  in  buying  presents  for  children  and  feeing  servants," 
while  Mrs.  Mackenzie  exclaimed: 

"  Indeed,  Senor,  the  Doctor  is  right,  we  can  notthink  of 
such  a  thing." 

A  crimson  tide  mounted  to  the  pale  brow  of  the  young 
Spaniard  as  he  answered: 

"Do  not  pain  me,  dear  friends,  by  refusing  the  paltry 
sum  I  have  presented.  If  you  think  it  too  much  to  be 
used  for  the  purpose  I  have  named,  then  use  as  much  of  it 
as  you  deem  best  and  keep  the  remainder  to  be  used  in 
such  cases  of  charity  as  are  sure  to  fell  in  your  way. 
Accept  this  from  me  as  a  small  thanks-offering  dedicated 
for  this  purpose." 

"Upon  these  conditions  we  will  accept  your  generous 
gift,  but  upon  no  other,  Senor,"  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  saw 
something  the  nearest  akin  to  a  look  of  pleasure  sweep 
across  Senor  De  Soto's  face  that  she  had  ever  seen  hover 
there. 

When  the  morrow  came  and  the  carriage  was  brought  to 
the  front  door  in  which  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  to  take  the 
guest  to  Magnolia  Centre  from  where  he  would  commence 
his  journey  in  the  stage  coach,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  the 
children  stood  on  the  broad  vine-draped  piazza  to  bid  the 
young  Spaniard  good-bye. 

For  a  few  brief  moments  he  held  the  lady's  hand  between 
both  his  own,  but  the  words  he  essayed  to  speak  were 
smothered  by  his  emotions* 
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Tears  fell  from  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  eyes  as  she  witnessed 
his  agitation,  and  she  said,  with  great  earnestness: 

"  Senor,  let  me  beg,  before  I  say  farewell,  that  you  will 
reflect  upon  what  I  in  my  weak  way  have  tried  to  make 
clear  to  your  mind  and  conscience." 

"If  you  have  wronged  anyone,  hasten  to  make  such 
restitution  as  may  lay  in  your  power,  and  thus  merit  for- 
giveness. Or,  if  your  unhappy  state  of  mind  is  caused  by 
injustice  and  wrong-doing  wrought  against  you  by  your  ene- 
mies, try  to  follow  the  example  set  for  us  by  One  who  for- 
gave all  things,  even  his  cruel  executioners,  and  remember 
that  to  love  our  friends  is  human,  but  to  love  and  forgive  our 
enemies  is  divine.  Nobly  strive,  with  God's  help,  Senor, 
to  do  this  last,  then  leave  your  wrongs,  whatever  they  may 
be,  in  the  hands  of  the  Almighty  God,  and  look  not  back 
into  the  past  but  wisely  improve  the  present  and  go  forth 
to  meet  the  shadowy  future  without  fear  and  with  a  manly 
heart." 

Sweet,  noble  womanhood,  how  well  you  are  pictured  in 
this  unselfish,  wise  counselor  who  stood  there  with  the  rays 
of  the  morning  sun  falling  aslant  her  golden  brown  hair 
and  earnest  upturned  face  giving  it  a  look  of  almost  celes- 
tial fairness  as  she  spoke  her  parting  words  of  advice  and 
hope  to  the  young  stranger  whose  life  path  had  so  briefly 
and  strangely  crossed  her  own. 

He  returned  no  answer,  only  pressed  the  small  hands 
still  closer  within  his  own,  then  dropping  them  he  turned 
hurriedly  away,  dashed  the  tear-drops  from  his  eyelashes, 
stepped  into  the  carriage  beside  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  was 
driven  rapidly  away  from  the  hospitable  shades  of  Oak 
Hurst  forever. 

A  young  gentleman  who  had  been  seated  with  his  news- 
paper and  cigar  in  a  retired  nook  of  the  veranda,  and  who 
nad  quietly  witnessed  this  scene  and  heard  the  parting 
words  spoken  by  Mn,-  Maokeazie,-  fi&tf  f®m  Xrotft  hm  chair 
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and,  throwing  his  cigar  away,  came  forward  to  where  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  stood  looking  wistfully  after  the  departing 
carriage,  and  laughingly  said: 

"Mrs.  Mackenzie,  it  has  just  this  moment  occurred 
to  my  mind  what  would  be  the  proper  thing  for  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie to  do." 

"What  is  that,  Halcot?"  she  replied,  smiling  back  on 
him. 

"He  should  have  a  huge  sign  painted  and  suspended 
over  the  gate  down  there,"  pointing  to  the  front  entrance 
gate  of  Oak  Hurst  as  he  spoke,  "upon  which  should  appear 
in  large  gilt  letters  on  a  dark  background — 

"  <  OAK  HUEST  INFIRMARY. 
"  '  Broken  hearts  made  whole  here. 
"  '  Dr.  Mackenzie  &  Wife, 

"  'Proprietors/" 

"How  very  absurd  you  are,  Halcot!  As  if  any  human 
aid  could  heal  a  broken  heart!"  and  she  tried  to  frown 
on  the  young  man's  bright  laughing  face  as  she  spoke. 

"There  is  nothing  absurd  about  the  proposition,  I 
assure  you,  my  dear  lady,"  he  replied,  his  face  growing 
serious.  "  Think  how  I  was  regularly  done  up  when  I  came 
down  here  last  winter,  and  was  thinking  about  committing 
suicide  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  because  I  was  suffering 
for  the  first  time  the  cruel  pangs  of  disappointed  love; 
and  thought  my  heart  broken,  and  that  all  happiness  in 
life  for  me  had  ended.  Oh,  it  makes  me  shudder  now 
when  I  think  with  what  disgust  and  weary  heartsickness 
I  turned  my  back  forever  upon  the  outside  world,  as  I 
thought,  and  made  the  journey  Southward,  enveloped 
in  a  fog  of  deathly  vapors,  intending  to  shut  myself  up 
in  my  father's  deserted  plantation  house,  and  there  shake 
off  the  mortal  coil  which  had  grown  too  heavy  for  me  to 
bear. 
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*"Ugh!  in  my  mind's  eye  I  can  even  now  see  the  hid- 
eous crossbones  and  grinning  skull  which  leered  at  me  from 
the  label  of  the  bottle  which  I  had  surreptitiously  pur- 
chased and  brought  with  me  to  aid  me  in  my  deadly  pur- 
pose, and  which  I  had  locked  up  securely  in  the  bureau 
drawer  in  my  room,  there  to  be  ready  for  me  when  I  fin- 
ished some  small  business  details,  and  gathered  courage 
to  make  the  final  plunge  into  the  dark  sea  of  death,  which 
I,  in  my  insane  misery,  assured  my  shrinking  spirit  could 
be  no  darker  than  the  dense  cloud  which  had  arose  to  for- 
ever obscure  all  the  brightness  of  my  earthly  horizon. 

"  What  a  fortunate  chance  was  that — if  chance  it  was — 
that  directed  my  unhappy  footsteps  across  the  threshold 
of  Oak  Hurst,  and  more  fortunate  yet  was  the  illness  that 
suddenly  overtook  me  and  detained  me  here,  where  I  have 
been  led  by  firm  though  gentle  hands  away  from  my  mor- 
bid selfishness  and  despairing  weakness,  and  where  my 
sore  heart  was  taught  the  lesson  of  patience — patience  to 
wait  until  God,  in  His  infinite  mercy,  should  turn  the  sable 
edge  of  the  cloud  away  and  suffer  the  light  of  its  silver 
lining  to  shine  full  upon  my  darkened  pathway." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  seated  herself  upon  the  top  step  of  the 
veranda  and  held  out  her  apron  to  receive  the  lapf ul  of 
roses  which  little  Eva  had  gathered,  with  the  morning 
dew  still  glistening  on  their  delicate  petals,  and  began 
arranging  them  into  a  boquet,  as  she  answered: 

"  Your  mother  has  written  me,  Halcot,  that  your  father, 
knowing  your  unhappy  state  of  mind,  was  in  perfect 
despair  about  your  future  when  you  refused  positively  to 
accompany  your  parents  to  Europe,  bu  t  as  for  herself  she 
said  she  felt  that  the  course  you  had  taken  would  be  for 
your  ultimate  good,  and  that  God  was  directing  your 
wandering  footsteps,  and  she  had  implicit  faith  that  He,  in 
answer  to  her  fervent  prayers  would,  in  His  own  good  time, 
lead  you  forth  from  the  fiery  furnace  of  affliction  into  the 
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effulgent  rays  of  peace  and  hope.  So,  you  see,  we  were  but 
the  humble  instruments,  in  His  hands,  to  answer  the  trust- 
ing mother's  prayers." 

The  eyes  of  the  young  man  grew  misty  at  the  mention 
of  his  dearly  beloved  mother,  between  whom  and  himself 
the  mighty  ocean  rolled,  as  he  answered: 

"But  mine  is  not  an  isolated  case,  Mrs.  Mackenzie.  Of 
those  earth- weary  ones  who  have  found  a  haven  of  rest  at 
Oak  Hurst,  witness  a  few  cases  which  have  fallen  under  my 
observation  in  the  last  few  months,  and  which  to  enumerate 
I  will  begin  with  the  young  inebriate,  Wilson  Gray,  who, 
being  the  idle  son  of  a  very  wealthy  man  in  Boston,  had 
fallen  into  such  intemperate  and  altogether  disreputable 
ways  that  his  distracted  parents  had  sent  him  to  Florida 
to  get  him  away  from  his  evil  associates,  and  who  was 
found,  a  few  days  after  his  coming  to  Magnolia  Centre, 
lying  dead  drunk  and  robbed  of  his  valuable  watch  and 
well-filled  pocket-book,  by  the  roadside  in  Oak  Hurst 
hammock,  and  in  this  condition  was  carried  into  this 
house,  and  so  cared  for,  both  bodily  and  morally,  and 
shielded  from  temptation  until  he  was  induced  to  take  a 
solemn  oath  that  he  would  reform;  and  reform  he  did,  for 
a  more  exemplary  young  man  than  he  has  been  for  the  last 
four  months  would  be  hard  to  find,  and  he  told  me  yester- 
day at  the  '  Centre '  that  he  had  no  desire  to  returfl  to  his 
old  evil  ways,  and  for  being  rescued  from  which  he  had  to 
thank  the  influence  which  was  brought  to  bear  upon  him  at 
Oak  Hurst. 

"  Case  number  three  is  that  of  the  young  widow  at  the 
fernery. "  and  Halcot  pointed,  as  he  spoke,  toward  a  white 
cottage  ust  discernable  between  the  trees  a  short  distance 
from  Oa .1  Hurst,  {<  whose  husband  came  to  Florida  in  the 
last  stage  of  consumption,  hoping,  even  then,  with  the  hope 
characteristic  of  all  victims  of  that  dread  disease,  that  the 
band  of  t  ie  fell  destroyer  might  be  turned  aside  by  our 
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mild,  invigorating  climate,  only  to  find  his  hopes  vain  and 
delusive,  and  the  catastrophe  he  had  sought  to  avert 
hastened  by  his  long  and  wearisome  journey  from  the 
North,  and  which  came  in  a  few  days  after  their  arrival,  leav- 
ing his  young  widow,  with  her  three  helpless  children,  so 
broken-hearted  and  stunned  by  her  bereavement  that  she 
turned  shudderingly  away  from  the  double  duty  devolving 
upon  her  in  the  care  of  her  children  and  prayed  and  longed 
for  death  to  end  her  grief.  I  never  had  seen  as  sad  and 
utterly  despairing  face  as  hers  when  you  brought  her  to 
Oak  Hurst.  Life  to  her  eyes  looked  as  dark  as  the  sable 
garment  of  crape  in  which  she  was  attired.  Who  was  it 
that,  with  almost  infinite  patience,  taught  her  to  take 
another  view  of  God's  visitation,  and  led  her  to  trust 
implicitly  in  the  goodness  and  wisdom  of  the  Father  of  the 
fatherless,  and  widows  of  God?  Don't  turn  your  face 
modestly  aside,  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  it  was  your- 
self and  Dr.  Mackenzie." 

(i  Oh,  Halcot,  you  are  giving  us  entirely  too  much  credit. 
You  must  remember  that  time  is  the  great  soother  of  all 
earth's  sorrows,  and  always  brings  healing  on  its  wings  to 
those  left  desolate  by  bereavement." 

"Let  me  finish  my  list,  please,"  he  replied,  smiling 
back  at  her  and  ignoring  her  comments.  "  Hardly  had 
you  got  the  little  widow's  mind  awakened  to  her  sacred 
duties  in  life  and  saw  her  snugly  settled  to  housekeeping 
at  the  fernery  with  her  children,  when  Mrs.  Jefferson,  the 
young  wife  who  had  come  to  Florida  in  search  of  a  recreant 
husband,  and  had,  upon  reaching  Magnolia  Centre,  found 
unmistakable  proof  of  his  perfidy  and  unfaithfulness; 
then,  without  one  outward  sign  or  moan,  she  c  asped  her 
baby  in  her  arms  and,  as  if  guided  by  uns  en  hands, 
wandered  out  to  Oak  Hurst  Lake,  and,  clasping  her  child 
still  closer  to  her  broken  hearty  threw  herself  into  its  deep, 
placid  waters. 
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"  How  amazed  was  I  who  witnessed  the  scene  from  the 
thick  branches  of  a  neighboring  tree,  where  I  had 
ensconced  myself  with  my  book.  I  never  knew  how  I 
reached  the  lake,  but  reach  it  I  did  in  time  to  rescue  the 
drowning,  whom  I  carried  wet,  dripping  and  apparently 
lifeless  into  the  quiet,  healing  shades  of  Oak  Hurst,  where 
she  was  cared  for,  reasoned  with  and  petted  until  the  fit 
of  lunacy  caused  by  grief  had  passed,  then  furnished 
with  money  for  the  expense  of  her  journey  and  sent  home 
to  her  parents  in  Chicago.  I  shall  never  forget  the  look 
of  unutterable  gratitude  which  shone  in  her  velvety  brown 
eyes  when  she  bade  the  family  at  Oak  Hurst  farewell,  or 
cease  to  hear  the  undying  blessings  called  down  from 
Heaven  by  her  trembling  lips  upon  her  benefactors. 

"  To  complete  my  list  comes  the  case  of  this  young 
Spaniard  who  has  just  left  us,  and  I  am  left  wondering 
who  next  will  appear  at  this  infirmary  for  broken  hearts 
to  have  their  wounds  bound  up  and  themselves  consoled, 
strengthened  and  set  right  upon  life's  journey." 

(i  You  are  very  good,  Halcot,"  she  answered,  with  tears 
standing  in  her  eyes,  "to  accord  us  such  praise  which, 
sweet  as  it  is  to  hear,  is  not  altogether  deserved,  for  what 
is  man  placed  in  this  world, for  but  to  assist  his  fellow 
creatures  whom  he  may  meet  upon  life's  highways,  in  their 
hours  of  distress,  and  by  them  be  comforted  when  his  own 
season  of  sorrow  comes.  But  as  for  the  poor  young 
Spaniard,  I  fear  it  will  take  something  more  potent  than 
human  power  to  dispel  the  dark  shadows  which  have 
gathered  so  densely  between  his  eyes  and  the  sunlight  of 
happiness/' 

"  Please,  mam,  Miss  Nettie,"  said  Aunt  Eliza,  appear- 
ing upon  the  scene  where  this  conversation  had  taken 
place,  "Uncle  Jake  has  don  come  and  say  his  ole  'oman 
is  powerful  bad  off  wid  de  rheumatics,  and  would  you 
please,  mam,  send  her  some  more  ob  de  linement,  and  & 
little  light  bread  for  her  breakfust," 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie  rose  from  her  seat  on  the  veranda  steps 
and  started  to  obey  the  summons.  She  glanced  into 
Halcot  Camden's  face  as  she  was  passing  where  he  sat, 
and  the  young  man  smiled  up  at  her  significantly  and 
said:  "  Physician  for  the  body  as  well  as  the  soul." 

After  she  had  passed  into  the  house  young  Camden 
resumed  his  newspaper  and  cigar,  and  as  he  will  from  time 
to  time  play  a  part  in  our  story,  we  will  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  further  introduce  him  to  our  readers. 

Halcot  Camden  was  a  young  man  of  perhaps  twenty- 
seven  years  of  age,  and  only  son  of  General  Camden, 
whose  plantation  and  orange  grove  joined  that  of  Oak 
Hurst .  Tn  appearance  he  was  tall  and  well  formed,  with 
dark  hazel  eyes  and  chestnut  brown  hair.  His  was  a  slow- 
going,  easy  and  almost  indolent  temperament.  He  pos- 
sessed, however,  a  bright  and  very  active  brain,  and  owing  to 
this  fortunate  circumstance,  he  had  acquired  his  education 
readily,  and  had  finished  his  collegiate  course  before  he 
had  reached  his  twenty-first  year.  He  had  then  studied 
to  fit  himself  for  the  legal  profession,  and  after  two  years 
of  close  application  had  passed  his  examination  with  high 
honors  and  been  admitted  to  the  practice  of  law. 

Thus  the  ambition  of  his  parents  for  him  was  in  part 
satisfied,  but  General  Camden  was  a  wealthy  man  and  this 
son  was  his  only  heir,  so  the  real  incentive  which  causes 
most  of  young  barristers  to  throw  their  whole  energies  into 
the  practice  of  their  profession  for  the  pecuniary  success  it 
may  bring,  was  in  Halcot  Camden's  case  wholly  lacking. 
He  was  in  no  haste,  therefore,  to  begin  the  practice  of  law, 
for  which  he  was  so  eminently  fitted,  but  had  loitered 
about  home  in  the  company  of  his  dearly  loved  mother,  or 
flitted  about  from  one  fashionable  resort  to  another  with 
no  particular  end  or  aim  in  view. 

Although  greatly  enjoying  the  charm  of  refined  female 
society,  and  always  being  considered  a  great  acquisition  in 
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whatever  fashionable  circle  he  made  his  appearance,  still 
Halcot  Camden  did  not  fall  an  easy  or  ready  victim  to 
cupid's  darts,  as  witness  the  fact  of  his  still  being  heart 
whole  at  the  close  of  three  years  spent  in  the  best  society  of 
New  York  and  Boston. 

At  the  end  of  this  time,  however,  he  had  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly  met  his  fate  in  the  person  of  a  young  girl 
whom  he  had  accidentally  met  in  an  out-of-the-way  country 
town  in  Maine,  whither  he  had  gone  to  transact  some  busi- 
ness for  his  father. 

The  young  lady  belonged  to  a  good  but  obscure  family, 
and  had  nothing  to  recommend  her  to  the  aristocratic 
family  of  her  lover  but  her  lovely  face,  sweet  disposition, 
good  breeding  and  sound  good  sense.  But  as  these  goodly 
qualifications  were  all  below  par  in  the  circle  of  moneyed 
aristocrats  in  which  Halcot  Camden  and  his  parents  were 
wont  to  move,  great  was  the  mother's  dismay  and  the 
father's  wrath  when  it  came  to  their  knowledge  that  their 
idolized  son  had  so  skillfully  avoided  all  snares  laid  to 
entrap  him  into  matrimony  within  the  charmed  circle  of 
his  friends  and  associates,  and  had  fixed  his  choice  for  a 
wife  upon  the  unknown  daughter  of  a  country  farmer. 

It  was  but  the  old  story,  after  all,  of  the  intervention  of 
cruel  parents  who  ruthlessly  meddled  with  this  affair  of 
'the  heart  of  their  son,  and,  while  thinking  they  were  but 
acting  for  his  greatest  and  highest  good,  took  his  happiness 
into  their  own  hands  and  with  dry  tearless  eyes  cruelly 
laid  it  upon  the  a'  ;ar  of  their  own  worldly  ambition  and 
watched  it  consur  3  slowly  to  ashes. 

Alarmed  then  3,t  the  result  of  their  cruelty  upon  their 
son,  a  trip  to  Europe  had  been  hastily  planned.  Ah  me! 
As  though  forsooth  miles  of  distance  and  change  of  scene 
could  right  the  wrong  they  had  perpetrated  against  their 
only  son  and  the  sweet  being  whom  he  had  chosen  from 
amongst  all  women  to  be  his  wife. 
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But  upon  the  eve  of  their  departure  to  Europe,  Halcot 
had,  in  a  fit  of  frenzy,  bidden  his  parents  an  eternal  farewell, 
and  wildly  broke  away  from  their  presence,  declaring  that 
they  should  see  him  no  more  upon  earth  ;  and  all  search 
made  by  them  for  him  had  been  futile. 

"  Let  him  go,"  said  the  angry  father ;  "  time  and  want 
of  money  will  bring  him  to  his  senses.  We  will  go  on  our 
proposed  journey  without  him,  ingratethat  he  is." 

And  the  weeping  wife  and  mother  could  but  wring  her 
hands  in  agony  of  grief  for  her  son,  and  obey  her  stern 
husband's  commands. 

With  what  intent  and  purpose  he  had  turned  away  from 
his  parents'  presence  and  from  the  fashionable  world,  and 
turned  his  weary  face  and  heartsick  footsteps  toward  his 
father's  lonely  plantation  house  in  the  wilds  of  Florida, 
and  how  his  guardian  angel  had  led  him  to  the  home  of 
the  Mackenzies  the  reader  is  already  aware. 

Through  the  kindly  ministrations  of  this  noble  family 
Halcot  Camden's  moral  and  mental  equilibrium  had  been 
restored.  He  had  been  induced  by  his  benefactors,  who 
realized  the  fact  that  employment  alone  will  bring  allevia- 
tion for  heartsickness,  to  open  a  law  office  at  Magnolia 
Centre.  His  talent  was  soon  recognized  and  business  fairly 
poured  in  upon  him,  and  he  had  little  time  left  to  himself 
in  which  to  brood  over  his  sorrow. 

But  Halcot  Camden  had  not  forgotten.  Oh  no.  To 
one  of  his  temperament  so  slow  to  be  moved  by  any  great 
passion,  when  once  that  passion  is  lighted  it  burns  forever 
with  undying  intensity. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  FAILURE   OF   "  MYERS   &   BROTHER." 

The  golden  summer  days  lingered  over  the  green  earth, 
the  sun  hung  like  a  huge  globe  of  yellow  lire  in  the  brazen 
sky,  and  the  summer  fruit  swayed  ripe  and  luscious  on  the 
bending  boughs,  or  lay  blushing  on  the  green,  velvety  turf 
beneath  the  trees. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  had  taken  very  kindly  to  his  new  avoca- 
tion of  Southern  planter  and  fruit-grower,  and  notwith- 
standing that  the  last  year's  profits  from  the  plantation 
had  nob  nearly  balanced  the  expenses,  still  the  Doctor  set 
down  his  failure  in  this  respect  to  his  inexperience,  and 
pressed  bravely  and  cheerfully  on,  hoping  for  better  success 
this  year. 

Nothing  occurred  to  mar  his  confidence  in  his  success 
until  one  day  about  the  middle  of  August.  He  had  gone, 
as  was  his  custom,  early  one  Saturday  morning  to  Magnolia 
Centre,  at  which  place  he  had  a  small  bank  account  to  his 
credit,  to  draw  a  sum  of  money  with  which  to  pay  his 
hired  help  on  the  plantation,  and  had  returned  at  the  end 
of  two  hours  with  his  usually  cheerful  face  clouded  with 
vexation  and  disappointment. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who  was  flitting  about  amongst  the 
rose  bushes  looking  at  the  luxuriant  new  growth  which 
they  were  putting  on,  and  gathering  and  arranging  a  fra- 
grant bouquet  of  the  flowers  to  send  to  a  sick  neighbor, 
hearing  the  shout  of  the  children  that  "papa  is  coming," 
walked  down  to  the  gate  to  meet  her  husband. 

One  glance  at  his  pale  face  was  enough  to  tell  the 
faithful  wife  that  he  wai  either  ill  or  the  bearer  of  bad 
mews* 

IS 


62  THE   TRAGEDIES   OF   OAK   HTJRST. 

H>  sprang  from  the  saddle,  threw  his  horse's  reins  to  his 
son,  Ernest,  and  walked  in  at  the  gate,  which  his  wife  had 
opened  for  him,  without  speaking  to  the  children,  who 
looked  up  into  their  father's  face  in  wondering  surprise  at 
his  unusual  silence. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Dudley?"  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
inquired,  anxiously,  as  he  reached  her  side. 

"  Come  with  me  into  the  house,  and  I  will  tell  you,"  he 
answered,  briefly,  and,  taking  his  arm,  the  two  walked  in 
silence  up  the  flower-bordered  walk,  for  the  first  time 
without  noticing  or  remarking  upon  the  beauty  and 
fragrance  of  the  flowers. 

She  led  the  way  into  the  cool,  dimly-lighted  parlor,  and 
he  sank,  pale  and  weary,  into  the  nearest  chair. 

"What  is  it,  Dudley?  For  pity's  sake,  do  not  keep  me 
in  suspense."  She  had  grown  very  white  at  the  sight  of 
her  husband's  deeply  troubled  countenance,  and  stood  with 
one  hand  tightly  pressed  to  her  left  side,  as  if  to  quell  the 
loud  throbbing  of  her  heart. 

"  The  firm  of  Myers  &  Brother  has  failed,"  he  replied, 
almost  gruffly. 

"Has  failed?"  She  echoed  his  words  with  trembling 
incredulity. 

"Yes,  failed,  and  their  doors  are  closed,  and  the 
business  is  in  the  hands  of  the  officers  of  the  law." 

"  Oh,  Dudley,  is  it  possible?  And  everyone  thought  their 
bank  and  merchandising  business  so  sound.  How  sad,  how. 
sad,  how  sad!"  she  exclaimed,  thinking  more  of  others' 
loss  than  their  own . 

"Sad  it  is  for  us,  Nettie,"  he  replied,  despairingly, 
"for  every  dollar  we  have  on  earth,  except  what  we  have 
invested  in  Oak  Hurst,  was  deposited  in  that  bank,  and 
they  say  all  is  swept  away  and  that  the  depositors  and  cred- 
itors have  nothing  to  hope  for.  For  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I  had  to  turn  the  poor  fellows  who  have  worked  for  me 


THE  TRAGEDIES  OF  OAK  HURST.  63 

away  without  their  just  dues,  aud  I  owe  nearly  all  my  men  a 
month's  wages,  and  they  all  stand  in  sore  need  of  their 
money." 

"What  are  the  poor  men  to  do?"  she  asked,  with  great 
concern. 

"What,  indeed?"  he  returned,  helplessly;  "and  what 
are  we  to  do,  ourselves?  "  And  husband  and  wife  gazed  into 
each  other's  pale  faces,  all  unable  to  find  an  answer  to  their 
troubled  questions. 

The  firm  of  Myers  &  Brother,  private  bankers  and 
dealers  in  general  merchandise,  had  commenced  business 
at  Magnolia  Centre  three  years  prior  to  the  time  of  the 
failure  of  the  firm. 

The  firm  had  been  greatly  respected,  and  had  won  the 
confidence  of  the  whole  community  by  its  fair  dealing  and 
the  spirit  of  public  enterprise  manifested  by  its  members, 
and  up  to  the  time  of  its  sudden  failure  not  one  breath  of 
suspicion  had  even  tarnished  the  business  reputation  of  the 
firm,  which  seemed  to  prosper  and  bid  fair  to  attract  all 
the  better  class  of  customers  from  the  establishment  of 
Walmer  Andrews,  over  the  way,  who  had  for  so  many  years 
swindled  his  patrons  right  and  left  without  mercy. 

An  unlucky  venture,  however,  made  by  the  junior 
member  of  this  firm,  it  was  said,  had  caused  the  sudden 
disaster,  and  now  the  banking  and  business  house  of  Myers 
&  Brother  was  closed,  leaving  the  depositors  and  creditors 
standing  outside,  helplessly  staring  at  the  locked  and 
doubly-bolted  doors,  cursing  their  luck  and  the  unfortunate 
merchants  all  in  one  breath. 

As  Walmer  Andrews,  from  the  door  of  his  store  over  the 
way,  viewed  the  passing  scene,  his  cunning  features  took  on 
a  diabolical  grin  which  a  fiend  might  well  have  envied. 

"Ah  ha!  my  hearties,"  he  said,  talking  to  himself  in 
his  delight;  "I  knew  that  your  time  would  be  short. 
Thought  that  you'd  run  old  Andrews  out,  did  you,  and 
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make  him  close  his  doors  for  want  of  patronage  ?  Whose 
doors  is  it  that  are  closed  now,  I  wonder  ?  "  And  he  went 
behind  the  counter,  fairly  patting  himself  in  exultation,  to 
wait  upon  customers  that  long  since  had  forsaken  him  to 
transact  their  business  with  Myers  &  Brother. 

So  the  first  cloud  had  arisen  upon  the  horizon  of  Oak 
Hurst  since  it  had  been  inhabited  by  its  present  owner. 
At  first  the  cloud  did  not  appear  much  larger  than  a  man's 
hand  or  the  passing  shadow  caused  by  the  wing  of  a  swal- 
low in  its  flight.  But,  alas,  alas  !  it  will  gather  in  darkness, 
volume  and  intensity,  until  it  bursts  in  fury  upon  the  quiet, 
peaceful  scene  and  leaves  chaos  and  ruin  in  its  wake. 

In  consequence  of  the  failure  of  Myers  &  Brother,  Dr. 
Mackenzie  found  himself,  with  his  half-grown  crops  upon 
his  hands,  without  money  to  pay  for  further  labor  or  to 
settle  his  arrears  with  his  workmen  for  what  had  already 
been  done,  or  to  defray  his  household  expenses. 

But  one  way  remained  open  for  him  out  of  this  difficulty, 
and  that  to  borrow  money  to  bridge  himself  over  until  his 
cotton  and  other  crops  were  marketed. 

Accordingly,  with  a  heavy  heart,  he  repaired  to  Magnolia 
Centre  to  see  what  he  could  do  to  relieve  his  present  finan- 
cial embarrassment,  and  turned  his  footsteps  toward  the 
business  establishment  of  Walmer  Andrews,  as  the  only 
moneyed  business  place  in  the  town  since  the  failure  of 
Myers  &  Brother. 

i(  Good  morning,  Doctor,"  said  the  wily  merchant,  who 
was  standing  at  the  door  of  his  place  of  business,  as  Dr. 
Mackenzie  approached.  "  Glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  extending 
his  hand  in  cordial  greeting  ;  "  come  in,  come  in,  I  have 
missed  you  so  much,  I  have  been  wondering  lately  why  you 
never  dropped  in  now-a-days  for  a  friendly  chat  like  you 
used  to." 

The  Doctor  muttered  something  about  having  been 
detained  at  home  by  business,  and  after  the  fashion  of  the 
spider  to  the  fly  in  the  old  fable  Andrews  continued : 
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"  How  is  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  those  beautiful  children  ? 
Ah  !  Doctor,  what  healthy  looking  beauties  those  children 
of  yours  are.  And  ohat  boy  Ernest — bright  as  a  new  dol- 
lar ;  I  tell  you  he  will  make  a  business  man,  and  no  mistake 
about  it.  You  must  let  him  come  in  and  spend  a  few  days 
at  our  house  with  Wallace,  before  you  all  go  to  the  sea  side. 
Come  back  into  the  private  office,  Doctor,  and  have  a 
cigar." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  followed  his  polite  and  voluble  friend 
into  his  private  office  and  dropped  wearily  into  the  prof- 
fered chair. 

**  So  pleased  that  you  called  this  morning,  Doctor.  1  was 
feeling  quite  dull.  You  see  business  is  not  pressing 
enough  ever  in  this  quiet  sleepy  place,  even  in  business 
hours,  to  keep  a  fellow  from  having  more  time  upon  his 
hands  than  he  knows  what  to  do  with."  Andrews  reached 
down  a  box  of  cigars  from  the  top  of  the  desk,  as  he  spoke, 
and  offered  them  to  his  caller. 

"Try  one  of  these  cigars,  Doctor;  they  are  extra  fine 
Mid.  have  a  most  delicious  flavor.  They  are  the  genuine 
Havana,  I  bought  them  myself  when  I  was  in  Havana 
last." 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  kind,"  replied  Dr.  Macken- 
zie, in  a  low  voice,  as  he  took  a  cigar  from  the  box  and 
mechanically  bit  off  the  end . 

•  "But  what  is  the  matter,  Doctor?"  inquired  Andrews, 
his  careless  tone  lapsing  into  one  of  anxious  concern,  as  he 
handed  his  visitor  a  box  of  matches.  ' '  You  don't  feel 
well,  do  you?  Perhaps  you  have  been  working  too  hard, 
or  have  a  touch  of  malaria." 

"Oh,  I  am  well  enough,  Andrews,  physically  speaking," 
answered  Dr.  Mackenzie,  as  he  lighted  his  cigar  and  began 
to  smoke;  "but,  to  tell  the  truth,  this  unfortunate  affair 
of  the  failure  of  Myers  &  Brother  has  played  the  very 
4euce  with  my  plans." 
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"Ah!  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,  Doctor.  Hope  that  you 
did  not  lose  any  money  by  the  failure/' 

"Lost  all  I  had,  which  was  not  a  great  sum  after  all, 
but  sufficient  to  have  carried  me  over  the  year  very  com- 
fortably." 

"How  unfortunate,  and  what  a  shame,"  returned  Mr. 
Andrews,  sympathetically.  "Myers  &  Brother  ought  to 
be  shot;  the  scoundrels." 

"I  do  not  think  they  intended  to  wrong  anyone  or  that 
they  are  so  much  to  blame;  it  was  but  the  result  of  an 
unfortunate  speculation,  which,  had  they  been  wiser  or 
more  experienced  men  of  business,  they  would  have 
avoided,"  returned  Mackenzie,  mildly.  Andrews  made  no 
reply,  and  the  doctor  continued: 

"But  in  spite  of  all  the  extenuating  circumstances 
which  appear  in  their  behalf,  the  hard  fact  remains  that 
their  want  of  business  forethought  has  terribly  embarrassed 
me  as  well  as  many  others." 

Both  men  puffed  away  at  their  cigars  in  silence  for  a 
short  time,  which  Andrews  at  length  broke  by  saying: 

"Well,  Doctor,  can  I  do  anything  for  you  to  help  you 
out  of  this  tight  place?" 

"If  you  can  favor  me  with  a  small  loan  for  a  short  time 
you  will  place  me  under  great  obligations  for  your  kind- 
ness," replied  Dr.  Mackenzie,  somewhat  hesitatingly,  for 
he  disliked  very  much  asking  this  favor  of  anyone. 

"  Certainly,  Doctor,  certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Andrews, 
heartily;  "  very  glad  to  oblige  you.  How  much  do  you 
want?" 

"I  should  like  to  get  about  two  hundred  dollars  this 
morning,  but  I  shall  probably  need  more  before  I  get  upon 
my  feet  again." 

"Very  well,  you  shall  have  it,  and  as  much  more  as  you 
need,"  answered  the  friendly  merchant,  going  towards  a 
safe  which  stood  in  a  corner  of  the  office  as  he  spoke. 
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He  soon  returned  with  the  desired  amount  and  placed  it 
upon  the  desk  at  Dr.  Mackenzie's  side. 

"You  may  simply  give  me  a  due  bill,  Doctor,  for  this 
amount,"  he  said;  "and  when  you  go  home  you  can  make 
an  estimate  of  how  much  more  you  will  require  to  take 
you  through  the  season,  and  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to 
accommodate  you." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  looked  up  into  "VValmer  Andrews'  face, 
who  met  his  gaze  with  steady,  unflinching  eyes,  and 
thought: 

"How  this  man  has  been  maligned  by  his  fellow-men 
who  have  given  him  the  reputation  of  being  selfish,  avari- 
cious and  dishonest." 

Then  he  drew  paper,  pen  and  ink  toward  him  on  the 
desk  afc  his  side,  dashed  off  a  due  bill,  signed  and  tore  it 
off  and  pushed  it  toward  the  merchant,  who  counted  the 
bills  out  to  him,  saying: 

"All  right,  Doctor,  come  in  again  in  a  few  days  and  we 
will  fix  it  up  about  the  balance  you  may  need." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  pocketed  the  two  hundred  dollars,  shook 
hands  with  the  obliging  merchant  and  bade  him  good 
morning,  then  turned  his  face  homeward  with  a  lighter 
heart  than  he  had  known  since  the  failure  of  Myers  & 
Brother. 

Ah,  could  he  have  heard  the  deep  chuckle  of  satisfaction 
which  came  from  the  throat  of  Mr.  Andrews  as  he  watched 
the  retreating  form  of  his  visitor  as  his  horse  cantered 
down  the  shady  street  and  turned  into  the  road  which  led 
to  Oak  Hurst,  and  have  heard  him  mutter  gleefully  under 
his  breath:  "Ah,  ha!  I  have  got  him  at  last!  "his  heart 
would  have  sunk  lower  than  ever  before,  and  he  would 
quickly  have  wheeled  his  horse  about  then  and  there,  gal- 
loped back  to  the  office  of  Walmer  Andrews  and  given  him 
back  his  accursed  money,  demanded  and  tore  up  the  due 
bill  bearing  his  signature^  and  then  turned  his  back  forever 
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upon  the  deadfall  which  wary  hands  had  set  for  his  finan- 
cial ruin. 

But,  as  it  was,  he  went  blindly  and  happily  forward,  lit- 
tle dreaming,  poor  man,  that  this  day  would  date  for  him 
i,he  beginning  of  years  of  suffering. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  watching  for  her  husband's  coming 
at  the  gate  of  Oak  Hurst,  and,  as  soon  as  she  caught  sight 
of  his  horse  through  the  leafy  foliage,  walked  down  the 
road  to  meet  him.  As  soon  as  he  drew  near  enough  for 
her  to  get  a  glimpse  of  his  ever-expressive  face,  she  knew 
that  he  had  found  some  way  out  of  his  difficulty. 

He  sprang  from  his  horse  when  he  met  her,  and  they 
walked  slowly  up  the  shady  avenue  of  oaks  leading  to  the 
stables,  the  Doctor  leading  "  Black  Prince  "  after  him. 

"It  is  all  right,  Nettie,"  he  said,  joyfully;  "I  have 
made  arrangements  to  get  all  the  money  I  shall  need  for 
the  season,  so  this  loss  from  the  failure  has  only  occasioned 
us  temporary  embarrassment  after  all.  We  will  soon  make 
up  the  loss,  and  in  a  very  short  time  will  forget  all  about 
it.  You  must  cheer  up  now,  little  mother,  for  it  cuts  me 
to  the  heart  to  see  you  wearing  a  troubled  face  over  my 
business  blunders." 

"It  makes  me  very  happy  to  hear  you  speak  so  cheei- 
fully,  Dudley,"  she  answered,  her  face  brightening  from 
the  reflection  of  his  own.  "I  have  felt  very  much  dis- 
tressed for  you,  and  could  not  see  how  you  were  to  ever 
surmount  this  difficulty  without  a  great  deal  of  trouble 
and  serious  loss.  How  did  it  happen  that  you  were  enabled 
to  get  help  with  such  little  delay?" 

"  I  went  directly  to  Walmer  Andrews,  told  him  of  my 
embarrassment  and  asked  the  loan  of  him,  and  he  accom- 
modated me  without  one  moment's  hesitation  or  one  word 
of  demur." 

"Walmer  Andrews,  Dudley?"  she  cried,  in  consterna- 
tion, dropping  her  husband's  arm,  and,  stopping  short  in 
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her  walk,  stood  looking  at  him  with  eyes  whose  happy 
light  of  a  moment  before  was  quenched  in  a  look  of  dismay. 
"  Walmer  Andrews !  Oh,  Dudley,  how  could  you?  How 
could  you  go  to  him  for  a  loan?" 

"Why,  easy  enough,  my  dear;  and  why  shouldn't  I, 
when  he  is  the  only  moneyed  man  in  Magnolia  Centre  that 
would  be  at  all  likely  to  accommodate  me?" 

ie  But  think  of  the  dreadful  stories  we  have  heard  of  his 
hard-heartedness  and  dishonesty  and  unjust  dealings  with 
others,  Dudley." 

s<  Stories?  Oh,  fudge! "  exclaimed  the  Doctor,  with  grow- 
ing impatience.  "  You  just  listen  to  all  the  stories  and 
'die  tittle-tattle  that  are  afloat  in  a  country  village  and 
neighborhood,  where  the  most  interesting  topic  of  conver- 
sation consists  in  talking  about  the  sins  and  short-comings 
of  one's  neighbors,  and  I  assure  you  that  you  will  not  find 
a  family  in  Magnolia  Centre  or  vicinity  with  which  you 
would  care  to  associate.  Walmer  Andrews  is  a  kind- 
hearted  and  honorable  gentleman,  the  scandal- mongers 
notwithstanding,  and  I  am  sure  you  would  say  so  yourself 
were  you  acquainted  with  him.  The  stories  which  we 
have  heard  detrimental  to  his  character  as  an  honest, 
upright  man,  owe  their  origin,  no  doubt,  to  the  tongues  of 
some  dishonest  persons  whom  Andrews  has  in  self-defense 
compelled  to  pay  their  honest  debts." 

"  Well,   I  hope  that  you  are  not  mistaken  in    you  • 
estimate  of  the  man's  character,    Dudley,"  she  answered 
faintly. 

"  Of  course  I  am  not  mistaken,"  he  answered,  stoutly; 
"you  just  trust  to  my  judgment  in  this,  my  dear;"  and 
the  wife,  with  a  vague  sense  of  danger  lurking  in  her 
heart,  took  her  husband's  arm  again,  and  they  resumed 
their  walk. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  sent  a  summons  to  the  fields  for  his 
workmen  to  report  to  him  promptly  at  two  o'clock  that 
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afternoon,  on  the  back  veranda  of  his  dwelling,  and  when 
the  hour  named  had  arrived  the  men  found  the  master  of 
Oak  Hurst  seated  in  the  shady  depths  of  the  broad,  vine- 
covered  veranda,  with  a  small  table,  upon  which  were 
placed  a  time-book  and  a  roll  of  bank-notes  before  him. 
One  after  another  the  name  of  each  was  called,  and  as  the 
men  came  forward  in  answer  to  their  names,  the  sullen 
look,  which  they  had  worn  since  the  usual  day  for  them 
to  receive  their  wages  had  passed  not  bringing  them  their 
dues,  was  replaced  by  a  broad  smile,  as  the  time  of  each 
man  was  called  and  the  wages  paid  to  the  last  cent. 

"A  friend  in  need,  is  a  friend  indeed,"  quoted  Dr. 
Mackenzie  to  his  wife,  as,  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  he  leaned 
back  in  his  chair  and  watched  the  last  pleased,  black  face  of 
his  gang  disappear  down  the  winding  path  which  led  back 
to  the  fields.  * ( How  relieved  I  am  at  being  able  to  pay 
the  men  their  too-long  delayed  dues,  and  this  I  could  not 
have  possibly  done  so  soon  but  for  the  kindness  of  Mr. 
Andrews." 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  you  have  been  able  to  settle  with 
them,  Dudley,"  she  answered,  laying  aside  the  book  she 
had  been  reading,  and  coming  up  behind  her  husband's 
chair  as  she  spoke.  "  Poor  fellows,  their  earnings  are  all 
they  have  to  depend  upon  to  keep  themselves  and  families 
from  actual  want,  and  no  wonder  they  were  growing  rest- 
less and  sullen,  for  it  is  over  six  weeks  since  they  have 
received  any  money  for  their  work." 

The  Doctor  made  no  reply;  he  was  busy  working  out 
some  mathematical  problem,  and  his  wife  returned  to  her 
chair,  silently,  and  resumed  her  reading. 

By-and-bye,  the  problem,  whatever  it  was,  was  solved, 
and  Dr.  Mackenzie  looked  up  from  his  paper,  and  again 
called  his  wife's  attention  from  the  pages  of  her  book  by 
saying: 

"I   shall  have  to  borrow  six  hundred  dollars  more, 
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Nettie,  to  carry  us  comfortably  along  until  the  crops  are 
sold/' 

"  As  much  as  that?  "  she  asked,  uneasily,  and  with  some 
surprise  in  her  tone. 

"  Why  that  will  only  be  eight  hundred  dollars  in  all, 
which  I  have  to  borrow,  and  only  half  the  amount  that  I 
lost  by  the  failure,  and  not  more  than  one-third  of  the  net 
profits  which  I  expect  to  realize  from  my  plantation  this 
year/'  he  returned,  hopefully. 

"You  understand  all  about  such  things  a  great  deal 
better  than  I  do,  of  course,  and  must  use  your  own  judg- 
ment in  the  matter,  but  I  have  a  strong  prejudice  against 
doing  business  upon  borrowed  money.  It  almost  seems  to 
me  like  the  forerunner  of  bad  luck." 

"  Our  bad  luck  came  before,  my  dear,  or  we  should  not 
have  known  the  necessity  of  borrowing  money,"  laughed 
the  Doctor,  and  the  subject,  between  them,  was  dropped. 


CHAPTEK  VI. 

WEAVING  THE   FIRST  STRANDS   OF  THE  WEB. 

A  few  days  after  the  incidents  related  in  our  last  chap- 
ter had  transpired,  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  again  closeted  with 
Walmer  Andrews,  in  the  latter's  private  office,  and  the  two 
men  were  engaged  in  earnest  converse. 

"  After  having  made  a  careful  estimate  of  my  expenses 
for  the  balance  of  the  season,  Mr.  Andrews,  I  find  that  I 
shall  need  six  hundred  dollars,  besides  the  two  hundred 
which  you  have  already  accommodated  me  with,"  Dr. 
Mackenzie  is  saying. 

"  Six  hundred  dollars,  eh?  Well,  I  think  I  can  accom- 
modate you  for  a  short  time  with  that  amount.  How  long 
a  time  do  you  think  you  will  need  the  money,  Doctor? " 
returned  Mr.  Andrews,  pleasantly. 

<(  Not  longer  than  three  months,  I  hope.  Have  you 
decided  upon  the  rate  of  interest  upon  the  loan?" 

The  merchant  did  not  reply  immediately,  but  sat,  for  a 
few  moments,  chewing  the  end  of  his  cigar  between  his 
teeth,  meditatively. 

"Well,  Doctor,"  he  said,  at  length,  "I  can  very  easily 
get  18  per  cent,  upon  all  loans  which  I  am  willing  to  make 
upon  short  time,  and  can  have  the  money  secured  by  first- 
class  security;  but,  as  you  are  a  newcomer  to  this  place, 
and  have  already  had  some  bad  luck,  I  do  not  feel  disposed 
to  be  hard  upon  you,  or  take  advantage  of  your  necessity; 
so  I  will  let  you  have  the  sum  named  at  15  per  cent.,  and 
take  your  individual  note  for  it." 

"  Even  this  looks  like  a  most  exorbitant  rate  of  usury  to 
me,  Mr.  Andrews,  who  have  recently  come  from  a  city  where 
loans  can  easily  be  obtained  at  five  or  six  per  cent.     But, 
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of  course,  things  are  different  in  a  newly  settled  place  like 
this,  where  the  loan  of  money  is  hard  to  get  at  any  price  ; 
and  I  appreciate  your  kindness  in  accommodating  me  v/ith 
the  loan  at  a  reduction  from  what  you  could  get  from 
other  parties,  and  if  you  have  the  money  on  hand  this 
morning,  I  will  give  you  my  note  for  it. 

Mr.  Andrews  made  no  answer,  but  went  to  his  safe  in 
the  office,  unlocked  it,  and  soon  returned  to  the  desk, 
where  the  Doctor  was  seated,  and  counted  out  six  hundred 
dollars  on  the  table  before  him. 

"  There,  Doctor,  is  the  amount,  I  believe. " 

The  Doctor  counted  the  bills  over  carefully.  i(  Yes,  this 
is  quite  right ;  and  you  said  that  you  would  take  my  indi- 
vidual note  without  further  indorsement  for  the  amount, 
and  without  other  security?"  he  said,  interrogatively. 

For  reply  the  merchant  reached  up  and  took  down  a 
packet  of  papers  neatly  tied  together,  from  a  caddy  in  the 
desk,  above  the  Doctor's  head,  and  drawing  out  one  of 
the  papers  from  the  packet,  said : 

"  Doctor,  I  have  a  form  of  note  or  agreement  here, 
which  I  have  found  to  be  very  convenient  for  all  parties 
in  such  cases  as  this.  It  saves  a  great  deal  of  trouble  and 
expense,  and  I  am  f  ally  secured,  so  that,  in  case  the  worst 
should  happen  to  the  borrower,  and  he  should  be  una- 
ble to  liquidate  the  debt,  or,  being  able,  should  refuse  to 
do  so  when  payment  is  demanded,  I  am  enabled  to 
proceed  without  further  conforming  to  the  technicali- 
ties of  the  law,  and  collect  my  just  dues.  I  must  say, 
however,  that  I  have  never  had  occasion  to  make  use  of 
the  privileges  given  me  in  this  agreement,  except  in  two 
or  three  instances,  and  then  in  cases  of  improvident  and 
dishonest  negroes,  who  would  make  not  the  slightest  effort 
to  repay  the  debt.  Just  glance  over  this,  and,  if  you  are 
agreed,  we  will  fill  out  the  blank  for  you  to  sign/'  and  he 
spread  the  paper  on  the  desk  beside  the  money. 
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The  Doctor  glanced  hurriedly  over  the  document  spread 
before  him,  and  then  said: 

"  This  is  a  most  unusual  form,  indeed.  I  never  saw 
anything  like  it  before.  The  signer  of  this  voluntarily 
waives  all  the  rights  of  exemption  provided  for  him  by  law, 
and  gives  you  the  right  to  render  him  utterly  destitute, 
unless  the  debt  is  paid  in  a  given  time/' 

"  Well,  you  see,  Doctor/'  Andrews  replied,  soothingly, 
"  it  is  only  as  a  mere  matter  of  form  that  I  ask  you  to  sign 
this  agreement,  just  a  conforming  to  strict  business  rules, 
don't  you  see?  Of  course,  I  shall  never  have  occasion  to 
make  use  of  the  privilege  this  document  gives  me,  in  your 
case;  but,  as  all  my  other  debtors  have  signed  a  paper  like 
this  one  without  demur,  in  a  business  point  of  view,  I 
can  not  do  less  than  to  request  you  to  do  the  same." 

Where  was  Dr. Mackenzie's  guiding  angel,  that  it  did  not 
whisper,  "  beware,  beware?"  Perhaps  the  angel  did  sound 
a  note  of  warning  in  the  Doctor's  ear,  as  he  sat  in  that 
dingy  office,  listening  to  the  persuasive  voice  of  the 
tempter,  which  caused  him  to  hesitate  so  long  before  affix- 
ing his  signature  to  what  he  had  justly  termed  "a  very 
unusual  form  of  agreement." 

But  "  he  who  hesitates  is  lost." 

Mr.  Andrews  was  not  slow  to  notice  the  hesitancy  and 
apparent  unwillingness  on  the  part  of  his  visitor  to  sign 
the  document,  and,  after  watching  the  Doctor's  face 
closely  for  a  few  moments,  he  said,  with  apparent  uncon- 
cern: 

"  But,  if  you  would  rather  not  sign  this  paper,  Doctor, 
there  is  no  harm  done,  whatever.  Undoubtedly,  you  can 
easily  get  the  loan  from  some  other  party;"  and  he  began 
gathering  up  the  bills  from  the  table  with  the  utmost  non- 
chalance. 

Ah,  well  the  wily  money-lender  knew  that  it  was  not  in 
the  least  probable  that  the  loan  could  be  effected  with  any 
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person  in  Magnolia  Centre,  other  than  himself,  and  he 
knew  that  his  customer  must  have  the  money;  thus  he 
could  well  afford  to  assume  indifference. 

" Hold!"  cried  Dr.  Mackenzie,  as  the  merchant  took  up 
the  last  bill  from  the  table.  "  Fill  out  the  blanks  on  the 
paper.     I  will  sign  it." 

And  sign  it  he  did,  and  he  tried  hard  to  smother  down 
all  his  uneasy  misgivings  as  he  rode  back  to  Oak  Hurst 
in  the  purple  twilight  of  that  summer  day. 

"I  will  not  say  anything  to  Nettie  about  the  conditions 
under  which  I  borrowed  the  money;  I  might  not  be  able 
to  make  her  understand  all  about  it,  and  she  has  enough 
care  of  her  own  without  worrying  about  my  business, 
poor  little  thing,"  he  thought,  as  his  wife  came  out  through 
the  shadows  of  the  gloaming  to  meet  him  on  his  return 
home. 

So  the  first  strands  of  the  web  were  slowly  weaving 
around  the  unconscious  victim,  and  would  ere  long  close 
in  about  him,  and  leave  him  financially  wrecked  and 
stranded,  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land. 

The  hot  summer  sun  beat  down  upon  the  earth  with 
an  intensity  only  felt  in  a  tropical  or  semi-tropical  climate. 

The  season  known  in  Florida  as  the  rainy  season,  lin- 
gered over  field  and  grove.  Brief,  copious  showers  fell  sud- 
denly upon  the  hot  earth,  and  would  as  suddenly  cease, 
while  the  sun  would  burst  from  behind  the  thin  clouds 
and  kiss  the  steaming  earth  with  hot  blistering  rays. 

It  was  the  season  which  generally  made  old  settlers  in 
extreme  Southern  counties  hie  themselves  away  from  the 
interior  to  the  sea  shore,  to  enjoy  the  benefit  of  the  invig- 
orating sea  breezes,  knowing  full  well  that  did  they  fail  to 
do  so  there  was  danger  of  being  prostrated  by  the  poison- 
ous miasmatic  vapors  which  floated  upon  the  still  air. 

This  season  last  year  had  been  spent  by  the  Mackenzies 
at  St.  Augustine,  that  historic  town  of  the  Union,  and 
modern  Newport  of  Florida. 
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But  this  year  economical  motives,  made  necessary  by 
the  unsuccessful  farming  venture  last  year  and  the  more 
recent  loss  by  the  failure  of  Myers  &  Brother,  caused  Dr. 
Mackenzie  and  his  wife  to  overlook  the  more  prudential 
and  necessary  ones  in  regard  to  health,  and  they  decided 
to  remain  at  the  plantation  house  of  Oak  Hurst,  during 
the  whole  year,  notwithstanding  the  friendly  admonitions 
of  neighbors  who  knew  the  risk  which  the  family  incurred 
by  so  doing. 

True  to  the  predictions  of  the  wise  ones,  the  hot  Sep- 
tember days  found  every  member  of  the  family  remaining 
at  Oak  Hurst  prostrated  upon  beds  of  illness. 

After  weeks  of  suffering,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  the  chil- 
dren slowly  recovered,  and  emerged  from  their  sick-rooms, 
looking  thin,  wan  and  exhausted,  and  but  the  shadow  of 
their  former  selves. 

But  the  bright  and  invigorating  days  of  the  sunny 
December  found  Dr.  Mackenzie  still  prostrated  and  too 
weak  to  leave  his  bed. 

Walmer  Andrews  had  returned  to  Magnolia  Centre  in 
the  first  days  of  November  from  his  summer  vacation,  and 
since  that  time  had  been  unremitting  in  his  kindness  and 
friendly  solicitude  for  the  unfortunate  master  of  Oak 
Hurst.  He  completely  won  Dr.  Mackenzie's  confidence 
by  his  kindness  of  heart  and  apparently  disinterested 
friendship;  and  nothing  would  ruffle  the  Doctor's  usually 
patient  temper  like  one  word,  dropped  in  his  presence  by 
the  tongue  of  a  friendly  gossip,  detrimental  to  the  business 
or  social  character  of  Walmer  Andrews. 

This  confidence  in  Mr.  Andrews,  it  must  be  said,  was  not 
shared  by  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who,  strive  as  she  might,  could 
never  overcome  the  feelings  which  this  man's  presence  ever 
evoked  in  her  heart,  that  he  was  a  treacherous  and  danger- 
ous man. 

She  would  tell  herself  that  in  the  face  of  all  Mr.  Andrews' 
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kindness,  these  unbidden  thoughts  which  arose  in  her 
heart  were  but  the  result  of  prejudice,  and  would  take 
herself  right  loyally  to  task  for  her  want  of  that  "  Chris- 
tian charity  which  thinketh  no  evil." 

But  still  the  uncharitable  feelings,  or  whatever  it  was, 
would  not  down;  but,  like  "  Banquo's  ghost  at  the  feast," 
would  rise  again  and  again  to  torment  her  with  strange 
forebodings,  and  make  her  wish  that  Walmer  Andrews 
had  never  crossed  her  own  or  her  husband's  pathway. 

She  had  long  since  ceased  to  speak  to  Dr.  Mackenzie  of 
her  strange  dislike  to  Mr.  Andrews,  and  had  given  up  in 
despair  of  ever  making  him  share  her  suspicions  in  regard 
to  him. 

Had  she  succeeded  in  arousing  feelings  in  her  husoand's 
breast  akin  to  those  of  her  own,  this  story,  this  true  illus- 
tration of  "  Man's  inhumanity  to  man,"  would  never  have 
been  written. 

To  tell  the  truth,  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  convictions  in  regard 
to  the  true  character  of  Mr.  Andrews  were  more  the  result 
of  intuitive  womanly  instinct  than  that  of  deep  reasoning 
power  or  prejudice  caused  by  things  she  had  heard  in 
regard  to  his  injustice  and  heartlessness  to  others. 

Woman  has  not  as  a  rule  the  deep  reasoning  power  of 
man,  but  that  subtle  sense  of  instinct  of  which  she  is  pos- 
sessed is  more  powerful  and  unerring  than  that  given  to 
the  stronger  sex.  .  A  women  will  have  implicit  faith  in  her 
impressions,  and  trust  her  silent  convictions,  when  she  can 
give  no  adequate  or  logical  reason  why  she  does  so,  and,  in 
nine  cases  out  of  ten,  the  end  will  prove  that  her  deep 
intuitive  promptings  were  correct  in  the  main. 

With  men,  a  man  must  see  and  know  the  reason  for 
belief  before  he  will  give  it  credence ;  and  all  the  silent 
promptings  which  may  arise  in  his  breast  to  warn  him  of 
danger,  are  by  him  frowned  down,  unless  based  upon 
-something  tang ible  and  m&terial . 
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Dr.  Mackenzie's  physicial  condition  improved  very 
slowly.  Indeed,  for  days  at  a  time,  there  would  be  no 
perceptible  change  for  the  better  in  the  invalid,  and  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  was  the  victim  of  harassing  and  anxious  care 
on  account  of  her  husband's  long  enervated  and  depressed 
condition.  Often  she  feared  the  worst,  and  would  give 
way  to  long  hours  of  despair,  lest  death  should  rob  her  of 
the  loved  one's  presence. 

One  morning  she  was  sitting  by  the  bedside  of  the  suf- 
ferer, after  he  had  passed  an  unusually  restless  night,  her- 
self feeling  worn  and  depressed,  when  the  door  of  the  room 
softly  unclosed,  and  the  faithful  face  of  Aunt  Liza  ap- 
peared in  the  doorway,  and  looked  toward  her  mistress  with 
inquiring  eyes. 

The  lady  beckoned  the  servant  to  enter,  who  tiptoed 
softly  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  side,  and  whispered : 

"  Dars  a  genman  in  de  parlor,  honey,  'quiring  for 
Marse  Doctor,  and  when  I  tole  him  dat  de  Marse  was  too 
sick  to  see  comp'ny,  he  say  he  mus'  see  de  lady  den,  as 
he'd  come  on  'portant  business,"  and  Aunt  Liza  rolled  the 
whites  of  her  eyes  in  mysterious  wonder. 

"  Who  is  the  gentleman,  Liza,  do  you  know  ?" 

"No,  honey,  I  don't  know;  hits  nobody  I  eber  seed 
afore.  He's  a  big  tall  man,  all  dress  up,  wid  a  high  shiney 
hat  on,  and  gold-headed  cane.  I  'spects,  Miss  Nettie, 
dat  he's  a  preacher." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  glanced  toward  the  bed,  and  saw  that 
her  husband  was  still  sleeping  peacefully,  and  said: 

"  Well,  you  sit  down  here,  Liza,  and  be  sure  that  you 
do  not  make  the  slightest  noise  to  disturb  your  master. 
But  if  he  should  awake  and  ask  for  me,  come  to  the  par- 
lor for  me  directly,"  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  stepped  lightly 
to  the  dressing-case,  smoothed  down  her  silky  brown  hair, 
adjusted  the  collar  of  her  neat  morning  robe,  and  left  the 
sick-room. 
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When  she  reached  the  parlor  door,  and  first  glance^ 
within,  she  thought  that  the  room  was  bare  of  an  occupant ; 
but  the  noise  made  by  her  entrance  caused  a  tall,  gentle- 
manly-looking man,  dressed  in  a  clerical  suit  of  black,  to 
leave  the  deep  embrasure  of  the  bay  window,  where  he 
had  been  standing,  hat  in  hand,  looking  out  upon  the 
lawn  that  lay  bathed  in  a  flood  of  sparkling  winter  sun- 
light. At  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  approach  he  started,  sud- 
denly, like  one  interrupted  in  a  deep  reverie,  and  came 
forward  to  meet  the  lady,  whose  first  glance  at  the  caller's 
face  had  revealed  to  her  the  fact  that  he  was  unknown  to 
her. 

\(  Have  I  the  honor  of  addressing  Mrs.  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
of  Oak  Hurst?  "inquired  the  stranger,  in  a  deep  rich  voice, 
and  bowing  politely  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  am  Mrs.  Dr.  Mackenzie,"  she  answered,  eyeing  him 
curiously. 

"I  am  L.  D.  Pyatt,  of  Havana,  madam,  and  I  have 
called  to  see  Dr.  Mackenzie  on  important  business,'* 
returned  the  stranger. 

"lam  happy  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Pyatt.  Please  be 
seated." 

The  gentleman  took  the  proffered  chair,  and  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  seated  herself  upon  a  sofa  near  by. 

"I  regret  exceedingly  to  hear  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  ill- 
ness, madam-  I  hope  that  he  is  not  seriously  ill,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Pyatt,  depositing  his  hat  and  gloves  on  the 
carpet  by  the  side  of  his  chair  as  he  spoke. 

"Thank  you.  My  husband,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  suf- 
fering from  prostration,  which  is  the  result  of  a  long  and 
serious  attack  of  a  fever  which  is  incidental  to  this  cli- 
mate, I  believe.  We  have  every  reason  to  hope,  however, 
that  he  will  soon  regain  his  usual  health.  Has  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie the  honor  of  your  acquaintance,  Mr.  Pyatt  ?" 

"1  have  not  the  pleasure  of  being  personally  acquainted 
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with  jour  husband,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and  my  business 
hither  is  of  a  wholly  business  character.  But  as  I  have 
come  some  distance,  and  my  time  is  limited,  if  you  will 
permit  me  to  do  so,  I  will  relate  my  business  to  yon,  as 
Dr.  Mackenzie's  state  of  health  will  not,  at  present,  admit 
of  a  business  interview." 

"Please  proceed,  Mr.  Pyatt,"  the  lady  answered,  won- 
dering deeply  what  her  caller  could  have  to  say. 

Mr.  Pyatt  cleared  his  throat,  and  commenced,  somewhat 
nervously : 

"My  mission  here,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  is  not  a  pleasant 
one,  as  I  fear  that  it  may  be  a  disagreeable  surprise  to 
yourself  and  husband  to  learn  that  I  have  in  my  pos- 
session, as  given  me  four  years  and  a  half  since  by  the 
former  owner  of  Oak  Hurst,  an  uncanceled  mortgage 
against  the  property  you  now  own  and  occupy." 

t(  Impossible,  sir  ! "  she  cried,  starting  to  her  feet  in 
her  astonishment  at  this  startling  announcement.  "The 
estate  of  Oak  Hurst  was  free  from  all  indebtedness  when 
purchased  by  my  husband  nearly  two  years  since." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam  ;  I  have  not  the  least 
doubt  but  that  your  husband  thought  this  to  be  the  case. 
But  when  he  is  well  enough  to  investigate  my  claim,  he 
will  find  that  he  was  wrongly  informed,  and,  therefore, 
deceived.  The  mortgage  which  I  hold  against  the  estate 
of  Oak  Hurst  was  given  me  by  Senor  Leon  De  Soto, 
deceased,  six  months  prior  to  his  sudden  death,  and  was 
to  secure  the  sum  of  five  thousand  dollars  of  money  bor- 
rowed from  myself  by  the  owner  of  Oak  Hurst.  The 
interest  upon  this  sum  was  paid  in  full  up  to  the  first  of 
the  now  approaching  month,  at  which  time  the  note,  the. 
amount  of  which  is  secured  by  this  mortgage,  falls  due, 
and  as  I  need  the  money  very  much,  I  shall  expect  the 
prompt  payment  of  the  same,  or  I  shall,  in  duty  bound, 
be  compelled  to  foreclose  the  mortgage  against  Oak 
Hurst." 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  grown  very  white,  in  the  soft  rose- 
colored  light  of  the  pretty  parlor,  as  she  listened  to  this 
startling  revelation  made  by  Mr.  Pyatt  in  all  earnestness 
and  candor. 

"But  my  husband  did  not  borrow  the  money,  nor  give 
the  mortgage,  Mr.  Pyatt ;  nor  did  he  know  anything  of  its 
existence  at  the  time  he  became  the  owner  of  Oak  Hurst. 
How,  then,  can  he  be  held  responsible  for  another  man's 
debts  ?  "  she  asked,  womanlike. 

A  slight  smile  hovered  for  an  instant  around  Mr  Pyatt's 
moustached  mouth,  but  he  answered,  sympathetically  : 

"I  am  very  sorry  to  distress  you  with  the  facts  in  this 
case,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  which  are  only  as  they  would  be  in 
all  similar  cases,  and  that  property  is  always  held  good 
for  the  payment  of  a  mortgage  against  it,  no  matter  how 
long  a  time  may  have  elapsed  since  it  was  given  (though 
in  this  State  it  is  limited  to  twenty  years)  nor  by  how 
many  different  parties  it  has  been  owned  since,  who  may 
have  purchased  it  in  good  faith,  wholly  unconscious  of  the 
existence  of  the  mortgage." 

6 •  But,  Senor  De  Soto's  father — his  heirs — can  they  not 
be  made  to  pay  it  ?'.'  she  gasped. 

"  Unfortunately,  no.  They  did  not  borrow  the  money, 
and  knew  nothing  of  this  business  transaction  between 
Senor  De  Soto  and  myself,  but  which  fact  they  could 
easily  have  discovered  had  they  searched  the  county  records, 
where  the  mortgage  is  duly  recorded.  I  myself  have  been 
traveling  in  Europe  since  a  month  subsequent  to  this  busi- 
ness transaction  between  Leon  De  Soto  and  myself,  and 
only  returned  home  three  weeks  since.  I  did  not  even 
know  of  young  De  Soto's  death,  until  my  arrival  home. 

11  Allow  me  to  repeat  again,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  my  deep 
regret  at  this  unfortunate  combination  of  circumstances 
by  which  your  husband  becomes  the  loser  of  five  thousand 
dollars.     But  business  is  business,  and  I  can  see  no  way 


82  THE   TRAGEDIES    OF   OAK    HURST. 

out  of  the  present  difficulty  but  for  Dr.  Mackenzie  to  pay 
the  face  of  the  note,  and  thus  cancel  the  mortgage  held 
against  his  beautiful  home.  It  is  a  beautiful  place,  and 
very  valuable  also,  I  should  judge,  with  its  broad  fertile 
acres  and  thrifty  young  orange  grove  that  will  soon  come 
into  full  bearing.  It  is  a  fortunate  thing  that  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie will  not  have  a  sum  of  accumulated  interest  to  pay, 
besides  the  face  of  the  note,"  Mr.  Pyatt  added,  consol- 
ingly. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  listened,  with  hands  tighly  clasped 
in  her  lap,  to  Mr.  Pyatt's  long  speech,  like  one  who  hears 
a  voice  in  a  troubled  dream. 

What  new  misfortune  was  this  that  had  suddenly  con- 
fronted her  husband  and  herself,  when  they  thought  they 
already  had  so  much  to  bear  in  the  way  of  sickness  and 
loss  ? 

"  I  shall  not  detain  you  longer,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and  I 
thank  you  for  your  patient  hearing.  Will  you  place  me 
under  still  further  obligations  to  your  kindness  by  relating 
the  object  of  my  visit  to  Dr.  Mackenzie,  as  soon  as  he  is 
strong  enough  to  hear  the  business  details  ?  "  Mr.  Pyatt 
picked  up  his  hat  and  gloves  as  he  spoke,  and  rose  to  his 
feet. 

"It  is  impossible  for  me  to  say  how  soon  my  husband's 
physical  condition  will  warrant  his  taking  upon  himself 
any  business  care,"  she  answered,  rising  also  ;  "  and  for  the 
present  I  can  only  refer  you  to  his  business  agent  or  solici- 
tor, Mr.  B.  F.  Logan,  whose  office  you  will  find  at  Magno- 
lia Centre." 

"Thank  you,"  he  replied,  placing  his  hat  upon  the 
table  and  taking  a  memorandum  book  from  his  coat 
pocket  and  scribbling  the  address.  Then,  bidding  the 
lady,  whose  white  face  and  anxious  eyes  caused  a  throb  of 
pity  even  in  hk.hard,  callous,  business  heart,  "Good 
morning,"  he  bowed  himself  out,  and  the  sound  of  his 
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departing  buggy  wheels  were  soon  heard  upon  the  gravelly 
drive  outside. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  started  back  to  her  husband's  sick-room, 
and  met  old  Liza  in  the  hall,  who  was*  coming  to  tell  her 
mistress  that  the  Doctor  had  awakened,  and  was  inquiring 
for  her. 

"But,  good  Lawdy,  honey!  Miss  Nettie — chile!  Has 
you  don  seed  a  ghost?  "  cried  the  old  nurse,  aghast,  as  she 
caught  sight  of  the  lady's  white  troubled  face.  "Your 
face  has  got  de  blue-white  look  of  the  dead,  and  you  looks 
all  fainty  like.  Do  let  me  run  and  git  the  campfire  for 
you,  honey?" 

"Never  mind,  Aunt  Liza,"  replied  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
trying  to  speak  calmly.  "It  was  onjy  a  sudden  faintness 
which  came  over  me.  I  shall  get  over  it  presently.  Go 
back,  and  stay  in  the  room  with  Dr.  Mackenzie,  and  tell 
him  that  I  shall  be  with  him  in  a  short  time." 

"But  let  old  Liza  get  you  some  wine,  honey?"  she 
pleaded,  anxiously. 

"  No,  no,  I  do  not  need  any  wine.  I  will  go  out  into 
the  fresh  morning  air,  that  will  soon  revive  me,  Go  back 
to  your  master's  room,  quietly;  but  do  not  tell  him  that  I 
do  not  feel  well.  Stay  thereuntil  I  come" — then  taking, 
out  her  watch,  and  glancing  at  its  face — "and  when  the 
clock  strikes  eleven  give  him  a  teaspoonful  of  his  tonic 
from  the  large  blue  bottle  on  the  table."  Then,  taking 
down  her  hat  and  mantle  from  the  hall  hat-stand,  she 
passed  out  into  the  bright  sunshine  and  fresh  air  of  the 
winter  day,  hoping  to  recover  her  color  and  composure 
before  reappearing  before  her  sick  husband. 

Such  a  lovely  picture  that  lay  spread  out  before  her,  as 
she  paused  on  the  top  step  of  the  veranda,  and  took  in  the 
scene  with  eyes  that  were  aching  and  heavy  with  unshed 
tears. 

The  rosebushes  that  spread  out  from  each  side  of  the 
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broad  walk  were  laden  with  full- blossomed  flowers  and 
buds,  winter  though  it  was  in  this  fair  sunny  clime,  and 
the  rose-perfumed  morning  air  stirred  the  bright  glisten- 
ing foliage  of  the  old  oak  trees  above  her  with  a  caressing 
touch,  and  came  sighing  from  the  lofty  pine  grove  lying  to 
her  right  with  a  low,  murmuring  sound,  not  unlike  the 
melancholy  cadence  of  the  sad  sea  waves. 

On  a  grassy  knoll,  in  the  distance,  she  caught  sight  of 
her  children  happy  in  their  care-free  childish  sport,  and 
stood  for  a  moment  listening  to  the  sound  of  their  distant 
prattle  and  joyous  laughter  as  they  flitted  about,  their  gay- 
colored  frocks  making  a  bright  bit  of  coloring  against 
the  dark  green  background  of  the  low  young  growth  of 
pines.  9 

Thankful  to  escape  the  observation  of  the  inquisitive 
young  eyes,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  passed  slowly  down  the  broad 
walk,  and  laid  her  hand  on  the  latch  of  the  gate,  intending 
to  walk  down  to  Oak  Hurst  lake.  The  sound  of  horses' 
hoofs  fell  upon  her  ear,  and,  looking  down  the  woody  road, 
she  saw  a  horse  and  rider  approaching  at  a  lively  canter. 
Presently,  the  rider  drew  rein  before  her,  and  a  tall  young 
man,  dressed  in  a  neat  tweed  suit,  dismounted  from  the 
fat  sorrel  pony  and  doffed  his  hat  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  as 
he  exclaimed,  gleefully,  ' '  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
I  am  in  luck  to  have  met  you  alone,  for  I  have  a  bit  of  jolly 
good  news  that  I  am  dying  to  confide  to  your  ears,  so  that 
you  may  rejoice  with  me —  But,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  my 
thoughtlessness,  how  is  Dr.  Mackenzie  this  morning? 
Better,  I  sincerely  trust." 

"  Thank  you,  my  husband  is  resting  very  quietly  this 
morning,  and  we  think  his  condition  is  improving.  But 
tell  me  of  the  good  news,  Halcot,  for  I  am  all  impatience 
to  hear." 

In  answer,  Halcot  Camden  drew  a  letter,  bearing  a  for^ 
eign  postmark,  from  his  pocket,  and  said : 
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"1  received  this  letter  this  morning,  which  is  from 'my 
father,  and  the  first  I  have  received  from  him  since  we 
parted  in  anger  nearly  a  year  since.  Just  read  the  closing 
portion,  here,"  pointing  with  his  ringer  to  the  last  page  of 
the  unfolded  letter  in  his  hand,  "and  see  if  you  do  not 
agree  with  me  that  this  is  good  news,  and  a  great  concession 
for  the  Governor  to  make." 

With  characteristic  unselfishness,  Mrs,  Mackenzie  forced 
the  brooding  shadow  of  her  own  grief  into  a  silent,  remote 
corner  of  her  aching  heart,  and,  with  a  face  lighting  up  in 
sympathy  with  the  young  man's  happiness,  read  : 

"I  have  been  thinking  a  great  deal  of  late,  my  son,  over 
the  unfortunate  affair  which  caused  the  first  unkindly 
feelings  that  ever  existed  between  us,  the  painful  happen- 
ing of  which  has  caused  both  your  dear  mother  and  myself 
the  deepest  and  most  heartfelt  sorrow  we  have  ever  known ; 
and  from  some  circumstances  which  have  fallen  under  our 
observation  of  late,  which  it  is  not  necessary  to  relate  here, 
we  have  decided  to  let  you  have  your  own  way  in  this  mat- 
ter, being  fully  convinced  that  if  a  man  should  have  his 
liberty  in  choosing  in  any  matter  of  vital  importance  which 
concerns  his  life's  happiness,  that  liberty  should  be 
accorded  to  him  in  the  choice  of  a  wife.  Therefore, 
although  you  have  not  chosen  in  this  as  your  parents  would 
have  chosen  for  you,  we  withdraw  our  objections,  and  I 
shall  hasten  upon  our  return,  which  we  hope  will  not  he 
later  than  the  loth  proximo,  to  make  the  amende  honor- 
able to  the  young  lady,  by  begging  her  forgiveness  and 
formally  asking  of  her  parents  her  hand  in  marriage  with 
our  son." 

Tears  of  thankfulness  stood  in  the  lady's  eyes  as  she 
looked  up  from  the  written  page,  and,  grasping  Mr. 
Camden's  hand,  she  said,  with  much  feeling  : 

"Let  me  congratulate  you,  dear  Halcot,  at  this  happy 
issue  out  of  what  you  once  thought  was  to  be  the  great 
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and  lasting  sorrow  of  your  life;  and  may  your  fond  new- 
found hopes  "be  more  than  realized,  and  your  sun  of  happi- 
ness shine  all  the  brighter  in  contrast  with  the  dark  cloud 
of  despondency  and  disappointment  from  which  you  have 
emerged.  Thank  God,  that  you  have  lived  to  see  this 
happy  day." 

"Which  I  never  should  have  done,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  tender,  patient  kindness  of  yourself  and  husband, 
who  saved  me  from  myself,  and  taught  me  that  there  were 
other  things  to  live  for  besides  one's  own  selfish  happi- 
ness/' Then,  noticing  for  the  first  time,  in  his  excitement, 
her  pale,  worn  face,  he  hastened  to  add  in  a  tone  of  self- 
reproach  . 

"How  thoughtless  lam  to  keep  you  standing  here  all 
this  time,  when  you  must  be  ready  to  faint  from  fatigue. 
I  believe  I  am  a  regularly  selfish,  hard-hearted  fellow,  any- 
how, and  do  not  half  deserve  such  good  fortune  and  such 
good  friends.  Just  wait  a  moment  until  I  tie  Nellie  to  the 
post,  and  you  shall  lean  on  my  arm  back  to  the  house. " 

".No,  thank  you,  Halcot,  a  walk  will  do  me  more  good 
than  rest.  You  go  up  to  the  house,  and  sit  awhile  with 
the  Doctor,  and  I  will  return  soon,"  she  hastened  to  say. 

"  Very  well,  and  if  Doctor  Mackenzie  is  asleep  I  will  not 
disturb  him,  but  have  a  little  quiet  ease  in  the  library,  and 
then  gallop  back  to  my  office  and  answer  my  good  father's 
kind  letter,  and  send  the  joyful  tidings  to  my  true-hearted 
Millie,"  And  the  young  man  put  on  his  hat  and  walked 
briskly  toward  the  house,  while  Mrs.  Mackenzie  took  the 
well-worn  path  which  led  through  the  trees  to  the  lake. 
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When  Mrs.  Mackenzie  reached  the  green  banks  of  Oak 
Hurst  lake,  she  paused  beside  the  still  waters,  and,  remov- 
ing her  hat,  let  the  refreshing  breeze  fall  upon  her  fevered 
brow. 

Soft,  silent  and  beautiful  lay  the  blue  waters  at  her  feet, 
with  the  dancing  shadows,  made  by  the  foliage  overhead 
playing  hide  and  seek  upon  its  placid  surface. 

A  gray  squirrel,  startled  by  her  approach,  left  his  place 
upon  a  fallen  log  and  frisked  up  a  neighboring  tree,  where 
he  sat  snugly  ensconced,  looking  down  at  her  with  his 
bright  eyes  blinking  in  the  sunshine. 

Sweet-voiced  birds  darted  here  and  there  through  the 
branches  of  the  trees,  calling  to  their  mates  or  twittering 
forth  glad  songs;  fat  cattle,  browsing  on  the  tender  herb- 
age which  grew  near  the  lake,  paused  and  looked  at  her, 
their  great,  meek  eyes  filled  with  contentment. 

Everything  in  nature  was  so  bright,  so  smiling,  so  happy 
and  serene.  While  to  man  alone,  that  glorious  being 
made  in  God's  own  image,  came  the  harassing  care,  the 
turmoil,  the  rush  and  roar  of  life's  great  battle  plain,  the 
bearing  of  sickening  suspense,  the  torturing  sense  of  fail- 
ure, the  wearing  upon  an  anguished  brow,  withered,  scent- 
less garlands  of  dead  hopes  along  the  hot,  dusty  road  of 
life,  until,  weary  and  worn,  he  gives  up  the  chase  after 
happiness,  and  sinks,  with  arms  folded  across  a  pulseless 
breast,  into  the  bosom  of  dear  mother  earth,  who,  with 
pitying  tenderness,  covers  up  all  the  sorrow  and  all  the 
faults  and  failures  of  her  weary  child. 

Ah,  blessed,  thrice  blessed  are  they  who  can  look  with 
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the  undimmed  eye  of  faith  toward  that  beautiful  life  beyond 
the  grave;  who,  like  that  tired  wanderer  in  that  far-off  land, 
can  discern  through  all  the  blinding,  bewildering  storms 
of  life  the  ladder  that  reaches  from  earth  to  Heaven,  and 
feel  the  fanning  of  invisible  wings,  even  in  their  darkest 
hour  of  woe. 

A  merry  tune,  whistled  by  boyish  lips,  fell  upon  Mrs. 
Mackenzie's  ear,  and,  looking  up  from  the  blue  depths  of 
the  transparent  water  into  which  she  had  been  gazing 
wrapt  in  deep  thought,  she  saw  her  son  Ernest  vault 
lightly  over  the  wooden  fence  and  push  his  way  through 
bramble  and  briar  toward  where  she  was  sitting.  When 
the  boy  reached  the  cleared  land  adjoining  the  lake,  he 
stopped  short  in  his  walk  as  he  caught  sight  of  his  mother 
seated  upon  the  rustic  seat  which  stood  upon  the  bank  of 
the  lake. 

"  Why,  mother! "  he  exclaimed,  coming  forward  joyfully; 
"I  did  not  know  that  you  were  here.  Now  you  will  go 
with  me  for  a  row  in  my  new  boat,  I  know.  '  She  is  a  daisy 
and  no  mistake/  She  just  skims  over  the  water  like  a 
bird/'  and  he  began  unfastening  a  handsome  row-boat  from 
her  moorings  as  he  spoke. 

"  No,  my  son,  no;  you  will  have  to  excuse  me  this  morn- 
ing," she  pleaded,  laying  a  detaining  hand  on  his  arm. 
"  I  only  came  out  for  a  little  walk  and  have  been  gone  too 
long  already  and  must  return  immediately  to  your  father." 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  sorry.  You  never  have  time  to  go  out 
rowing  or  driving  with  me  now,"  he  answered,  half  petu- 
lantly. 

"Well,  you  must  be  patient,  my  boy.  We  are  to  have 
pleasant  times  together  again  when  father  gets  well." 

She  took  his  arm  as  she  spoke,  and  they  walked  together 
up  the  gentle  incline  which  led  to  the  house.  The  lad  is 
taller  than  the  tiny  mother,  who  is  leaning  upon  his  arm, 
glad  of  the  support  of  the  strong,  young  footsteps  in  her 
walk. 
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He  is  a  manly  and  studious  boy,  with  the  deep  brown 
eyes  arid  refined  cast  of  features  of  his  mother.  He  is  well 
advanced  in  his  studies,  and  shows  a  decided  aptitude  for 
business  as  well,  and  great  are  the  hopes  entertained  for 
this  only  son  by  his  doting  parents. 

They  reach  the  gate,  Ernest  kisses  his  mother  and 
goes  whistling  back  to  the  fields  where*  the  negroes  are 
at  work,  and  she  quickens  her  footsteps  and  soon  stands 
beside  the  bed  of  her  sick  husband.  She  finds  young 
Camden  seated  by  the  bed,  trying  in  vain  to  ouiet  the 
restless  patient . 

"  Where  were  you  so  long,  Nettie?  I  thought  you  would 
never  return.  Do  you  know  that  the  clock  has  just  struck 
one,  and  you  have  been  absent  from  the  room  since  half 
past  nine  ?  "  he  said,  querulously. 

"Do  you  feel  worse,  Dudley? "  placing  her  hand  on  his 
hot  forehead  as  she  spoke. 

"  No,  only  the  hours  are  so  long,  and  I  am  so  tired  of 
iiebed," — fretfully. — '■'  But  what  makes  your  hand  so  cold 
and  trembling,  and  your  face  as  pale  as  ashes?  Has  any- 
thing happened  to  vex  you,  or  are  you  ill  again?" 

"I  am  a  little  nervous  and  tired  this  morning,"  she 
answered,  evasively. 

"You  are  confining  yourself  too  closely  to  the  sick- 
room," he  said,  thoughts  of  his  own  suffering  giving  place 
to  anxiety  for  his  wife's  health.  "You  must  leave  me 
more  to  the  care  of  others,  or  we  shall  have  you  prostrated 
again." 

"  Let  me  take  care  of  the  Doctor  to-day,  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie, and  you  rest  for  a  few  hours,  and,  perhaps,  you  will 
feel  better,"  put  in  Mr.  Camden,  kindly. 

"  No,  thank  you,  Halcot,"  she  answered,  thinking  of  his 
unwritten  letters;  "  I  shall  do  nicely,  now  that  I  have  had 
a  walk." 

She  smiled  to  herself  as  she  shook  up  the  invalid's  hot 
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pillows,  at  the  thought  of  leaving  him  to  the  care  of  others, 
when  he  could  not  endure  her  absence  for  the  space  of  a 
few  hours,  without  fretting  himself  into  a  return  of  fever. 

Mr.  Camden,  finding  that  he  could  be  of  no  further  use, 
took  his  leave,  promising  to  call  again  on  the  morrow,  and1 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  after  having  administered  nourishment 
and  a  quieting  cordial  to  the  invalid,  sat  down  to  watch 
by  him  the  rest  of  the  day. 

Meanwhile,  the  painful  business  intelligence  which  she 
had  received  from  Mr.  Pyatt  that  morning  was  running 
through  her  busy  and.  troubled  brain.  Only  two  weeks 
remained  until  the  note  aiid  mortgage  fell  due,  and  where 
were  they  to  raise  the  money,  or  how  to  meet  its  demands 
on  such  short  notice? 

In  her  helplessness  and  distress,  she  even  thought  of 
appealing  to  Walmer  Andrews  for  aid,  but  the  warning 
monitor  within  her  breast  whispered  " beware." 

What  could  she  do?  She  knew  that  to  impart  this  new 
trouble  to  her  husband  in  his  weak  state,  the  shock  thus 
given  him  might,  nay  undoubtedly  would,  result  seriously. 
Still  something  must  be  done  to  avert  the  impending 
disaster.  She  would  drive  to  Magnolia  Centre  on  the 
morrow  and  consult  Mr.  Logan  herself  as  to  the  best  course 
to  be  pursued  under  the  trying  circumstances. 

A  light  tap  at  the  door  of  the  sick-room  interrupted  her 
painful  and  perplexing  reverie.  It  was  only  the  young  rector 
of  St.  John's  church  at  Magnolia  Centre,  who  had  called 
to  make  his  daily  inquiry  concerning  the  sick  master  of 
Oak  Hurst. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  was  sleeping  quietly,  and  fearing  the 
sound  of  their  voices  might  disturb  him  from  his  refreshing 
slumber,  she  pressed  her  finger  upon  her  lips  as  a  sign  of 
silence,  and  leaving  the  sick-room  in  charge  of  Aunt  Liza, 
who  sat  on  a  stool  nodding  over  her  knitting  near  the  open 
&re  which  blazed  brightly  on  the  hearth,  she  led  the  way 
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to  the  sunny  parlor,  and  when  there,  exerted  herself  to  try 
and  maintain  a  cheerful  conversation  with  the  caller,  but 
the  young  clergyman  noticed  the  effort  this  cost  her,  and 
kindly  inquired  if  she  were  ill. 

"  No,  not  ill,  only  perplexed  and  annoyed  by  some  bad 
news  she  had  heard  that  day,"  she  told  him.  Then  yield- 
ing to  a  sudden  impulse,  she  informed  her  visitor  of  Mr. 
Pyatt's  visit,  the  import  of  which  had  sorely  distressed 
and  perplexed  her,  to  know  what  was  the  best  course  for 
her  to  pursue  under  the  painful  circumstances. 

Mr.  Wells  was  very  much  concerned  and  troubled  over 
this  painful  news,  which  had  come  to  add  new  difficulties 
and  loss  to  this  highly  esteemed  family  of  his  parishioners, 
but  agreed  with  the  lady  that  it  would  be  exceedingly 
injudicious,  and  wholly  dangerous,  to  impart  the  intelli- 
gence to  Dr.  Mackenzie  in  his  enfeebled  condition. 

The  minister  walked  the  floor  for  several  minutes  with 
his  head  bent  in  troubled  thought  and  then  said. 

"  I  think,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is 
to  consult  Mr.  Logan  immediately.  Had  I  better  not, 
upon  my  return  to  town,  summon  him  to  attend  you  here 
at  once?    His  advice  now  will  be  invaluable  to  you." 

Accordingly,  when  the  evening  sun  was  sinking  out  of 
sight  in  the  western  horizon  behind  a  bank  of  crimson  and 
golden  clouds  which  reflected  a  soft  mellow  radiance  over 
the  earth,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  looking  from  the  win- 
dow of  his  sick-chamber,  resting  his  weary  eyes  upon  the 
glorious  scene  of  a  Florida  sunset,  which  for  beauty  and 
grandeur  and  wealth  of  exquisite  tints  stands  unrivaled  in 
all  countries  and  all  climes,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  received 
her  third  visitor  for  that  day,  and  sat  in  the  parlor 
engaged  in  an  earnest  and  low-toned  conversation  with  Mr. 
Logan,  her  husband's  attorney. 

<(  The  nature  of  Mr.  Pyatt's  visit  was  indeed  a  painful 
surprise  to  me,"  Mr.  Logan  is  saying,  as  we  look  in  upon 
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the  two  and  pause  to  catch  the  import  of  their  low-spoken 
words;  "and  not  only  the  existence  of  the  mortgage 
troubles  me,  Mrs .  Mackenzie,  but  Mr.  Pyatt,  who  is  an  old 
and  widely  experienced  lawyer  himself,  leads  me  to  believe 
that  the  estate  of  Leon  De  Soto  was  not  legally  settled  as  ifc 
should  have  been,  and  that  when  the  father  of  Leon 
De  Soto  dies,  which  event  may  occur  at  any  time  now,  as 
he  is  very  old  and  feeble,  his  heirs  can  contest  the  validity 
of  your  husband's  title  to  Oak  Hurst  and  make  us  no  end 
of  trouble/' 

"  This  is  the  whole  matter  in  a  nutshell,  my  dear 
madam,  without  wearying  you  with  details  as  to  what  was 
amiss  in  the  matter,  or  what  was  left  undone  which  should 
have  been  done  before  closing  the  estate  of  young  De 
Soto,  and  transferring  it  to  another  party/' 

"Mr.  Pyatt  therefore,  very  wisely,  I  think,  too,  advises 
us  to  allow  him  to  foreclose  this  mortgage,  and  then  bid 
Oak  Hurst  in  at  sheriff  sale,  and  thus  secure  an  incontest- 
able title ;  and  the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  I  am 
inclined  to  his  opinion,  that  this  is  the  only  safe  way  ouf 
of  the  difficulty." 

"Dr.  Mackenzie  is  bound  to  lose  the  five  thousand  dol- 
lars in  spite  of  all  we  could  do  to  prevent  it,  but  we  must 
see  to  it  that  he  does  not  lose  more  than  this  amount,  and, 
after  all,"  continued  the  old  lawyer,  cheerfully,  "when  we 
consider  at  what  very  low  figures  your  husband  bought 
this  plantation,  he  will  not  lose  anything  if  we  can  make 
the  title  secure,  and  this  we  can  more  easily  do  by  the 
plan  proposed  than  even  after  the  extra  five  thousand  dol- 
lars are  paid, — why  then  Dr.  Mackenzie  will  have  bought  his 
plantation  for  five  thousand  dollars  less  than  its  actual 
cost.  So  you  see,  my  dear  madam,  that  things,  after  all, 
are  not  so  bad  as  they  might  be." 

Then  somewhat  soothed  and  comforted,  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
bade  Mr.  Logan  good  evening,  and  returned  to  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie's room. 
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"You  have  had  a  good  many  callers  to-day ,"  the  Doctor 
remarked,  as  his  wife  was  lighting  the  softly  shaded  lamp, 
which  stood  on  the  table.  i(  I  shall  be  glad  when  I  can  see 
company,  too,  for  I  am  getting  deucedly  tired  of  this  iso- 
lation, my  dear." 

"  You  will  be  well  enough  in  a  few  days  to  see  your 
friends,  I  hope,"  she  answered,  gently,  and  then  thinking 
of  the  weary  load  of  care  about  to  be  thrust  upon  him, 
added,  mentally,  "  and  your  business  tormentors  also." 

A  few  days  later  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  able  to  leave  his 
bed  and  take  to  an  easy  chair,  which  was  drawn  before  the 
sunny  south  window,  and  the  pale  visage  of  illness  was 
giving  place  to  the  returning  glow  of  renewing  life  and 
health. 

Mr.  Andrews  was  his  daily  caller  ;  no  rush  or  hurry  of 
business  ever  prevented  the  merchant  from  making  his 
kindly  visit  to  the  invalid  at  Oak  Hurst,  whose  confidence 
he  had  completely  won  by  his  apparently  disinterested 
friendship. 

"  Walmer  Andrews  is  setten  some  sort  of  a  trap  for  the 
newcomer  at  Oak  Hurst,"  remarked  one  old  Floridan  to 
another,  as  the  two  were  jogging  home  from  the  Cen- 
tre, seated  upon  their  lank,  long-haired  horses,  and  noticed 
Mr.  Andrews'  horse  and  buggy  as  usual  standing  at  the 
gate  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  residence. 

The  speaker  stopped  to  eject  a  mouthful  of  tobacco- 
juice,  and  continued: 

il  Fve  been  knowen  Walmer  Andrews  ever  since  he  was 
knee-high  to  a  duck,  and  let  me  tell  you,  gentlemen,  when 
he  shows  great  friendship  and  interest  in  any  body,  he  sees 
his  way  clear  to  line  his  pockets  with  money  by  hit.  That's 
as  fur  as  his  friendship  goes." 

"You're  right,  Bill,"  answered  Floridan  No.  2.  "  I've 
knowed  all  along  that  thare's  a  nigger  in  the  wood-pile,  as 
the  old  savin'  is>  and  that  Andrews  was  trying  somehow  to 
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work  one  of  his  old  tricks  on  Mackenzie,  and  I  even  went 
so  fur  as  to  hint  my  opinion  to  the  Doctor  hissel,  but, 
lawd,  man,  didn't  he  flare  up  though,  and  as  good  as  told 
me  to  mind  my  own  business." 

"  Well,  it's  none  of  our  business,  Joe,"  returned  the  first 
speaker;  "  them  durned  Yankees  are  so  smart  that  you 
can't  learn  'em  anything,  and  it's  no  use  tryin.'  Ga  lang, 
Jinny,"  and,  putting  spurs  to  their  bony  nags,  the  two 
men  disappeared  in  the  pine  forest. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  MORTGAGE. 

A  week  subsequent  to  Mr.  Pyatt's  visit  to  Oak  Hurst, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  preparing  to  drive  to  Magnolia  Centre 
with  her  son  Ernest,  to  transact  some  business,  and  Mr. 
Andrews,  who  was  present  when  she  was  ready  to  start, 
kindly  offered  to  remain  with  Dr.  Mackenzie  during  his 
wife's  absence. 

'[  For  you  know,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  if  we  leave  him  alone 
with  no  one  but  the  nurse  to  entertain  him,  he  will  think 
the  time  long,  and  be  sure  to  fret  and  worry  himself  into 
one  of  those  painful  attacks  of  nervous  headache.  So  I 
will  remain  with  him  and  cheer  him  up  a  bit  while  you 
are  gone,"  Mr.  Andrews  had  said,  as  he  assisted  the  lady 
into  the  carriage,  which  stood  at  the  door  ready  to  take 
her  to  town. 

"  I  appreciate  your  kindness,  Mr.  Andrews,  and  I  will 
return  as  soon  as  possible,  and  not  keep  you  waiting." 

Mr.  Andrews  bowed  politely  and  waved  her  an  adieu, 
and  then,  whistling  a  little  air  softly  under  his  breath, 
went  back  to  the  room  of  the  invalid. 

"Mother,"  said  Ernest,  thoughtfully,  after  the  carriage 
had  turned  out  of  the  avenue  and  was  bowling  along  the 
hard  forest  road  that  led  to  the  'Centre/  "do  you  like 
Mr.  Andrews?" 

The  mother  looked  for  a  moment  into  the  thoughtful 
eyes  of  her  boy  by  her  side  and  answered,  evading  the 
direct  question: 

"He  is  a  very  kind  neighbor,  Ernest,  and  seems  to  be 
very  much  attached  to  your  father.  Indeed  the  attach- 
ment is  mutual,  for  your  father  is  equally  as  fond  of  him, 
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and  has  looked  forward  each  day  since  his  illness  to  Mr. 
Andrews'  daily  visits  with  as  much  pleasure  almost  as 
though  he  were  his  own  brother/' 

"  It  is  very  strange/'  resumed  the  lad,  ' '•'  how  father 
can  like  him  so  much.  To  me  he  is  the  most  disagreeable 
man  I  ever  knew,  and  although  he  always  tries  to  be  so 
pleasant  when  I  meet  him,  I  have  all  that  I  can  do  to 
answer  him  politely,  and  when  he  shakes  hands  with  me 
it  gives  me  the  same  feeling  that  it  gave  me  the  day  I  let 
that  huge  black-snake  crawl  over  my  bare  hand.  I  do 
wish  that  papa  did  not  like  him,  and  that  he  would  cease 
his  visits  to  Oak  Hurst." 

"Ernest,  Ernest5  you  must  not  speak  so  unkindly  of 
your  father's  friend,"  she  said,  reprovingly. 

"I  would  not  to  anyone  else  but  you,  mother,  but  to 
you  I  must  confess  that  I  hate  the  sight  of  Mr.  Andrews 
so  much,  that  I  have  even  secretly  wished  that  father 
would  sell  Oak  Hurst,  and  that  we  might  go  away  where 
we  could  never  see  Mr.  Andrews  again,"  said  the  boy, 
almost  passionately. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  made  no  reply,  bat  fell  into  a  painful 
train  of  thought  aroused  by  her  son's  words: 

A  weird  overshadowing  or  presentiment  that  would  have 
baffled  great  physicians  to  explain,  had  taken  a  tremendous 
hold  of  her  mind,  that  Walmer  Andrews  was  her  husband's 
evil  genius,  and  was  in  some  inexplicable  way  to  work  his 
financial  ruin. 

After  the  carriage  had  driven  away  with  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
and  Ernest,  Mr.  Andrews  had  drawn  his  chair  nearer 
to  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  said: 

"I  am  glad  of  this  opportunity  to  speak  to  you  alone, 
Doctor,  for,  if  you  think  you  are  strong  enough  to  bear 
it,  I  want  to  tell  you  some  news  concerning  your  business 
which  I  think  you  ought  to  know.  But  you  must  prom- 
ise to  keep  cool,  and  not  get  excited,  or  I  shall  not  dis- 
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close  anything  to  you,  although  I  do  not  think  that  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  and  Lawyer  Logan  are  acting  wisely  in  keep- 
ing this  affair  from  you  so  long.  ° 

' 'What  is  it,  Andrews?  Speak  out,  man!  I  am  not  a 
child,  even  if  I  have  been  ill.  What  is  it  that  my  wife 
and  the  lawyer  are  keeping  me  in  ignorance  of  that  I 
ought  to  know?"  replied  Dr.  Mackenzie,  uneasily. 

Whereupon,  Mr.  Andrews,  in  his  kindest  and  most 
insinuating  manner,  began  and  told  his  eager  listener  of 
Mr.  Pyatt's  visit  to  Magnolia  Centre,  together  with  the 
fact  of  the  mortgage  which  the  stranger  held  against  Oak 
Hurst,  and  the  doubts  entertained  as  to  the  validity  of 
Dr.  Mackenzie's  title.  In  short,  giving  the  facts  in  sub- 
stance as  they  had  been  given  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  by  Mr. 
Logan. 

At  the  first  disclosure  of  the  news,  Dr.  Mackenzie's 
face,  if  possible,  had  grown  a  shade  paler  than  before,  and 
his  feeble  strength  had  almost  given  way  under  the  shock, 
but  Mr.  Andrews,  who  seemed  to  possess  a  strong  mag- 
netic influence  over  the  man,  soothed  and  comforted  him, 
and  soon  succeeded  in  making  him  regard  this  mortgage 
more  in  the  light  of  a  blessing  than  otherwise. 

"But  for  this — what  I  call  lucky — accident,  Doctor, 
you  would  never  have  known  that  your  title  to  Oak  Hurst 
.was  not  incontestible  until  the  heirs  of  old  De  Soto  had 
pounced  down  suddenly  upon  you  where  there  was  no 
loophole  of  escape,  and  you  would  have  lost  all,"  said  Dr. 
Mackenzie's  philosophical  friend,  Mr.  Andrews. 

"But  I  shall  never  be  able  to  raise  the  amount  required 
for  the  mortgage  by  the  day  of  sale — never,"  returned  the 
Doctor,  gloomily. 

"  Well,  have  you  no  friend  who  will  stand  by  you  in 
this  tight  place  and  see  you  through  safely, "said  Andrews, 
insinuatingly. 

fS I  Can  not  say>"  answered  the  invalid,  peevishly. 
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"  Well,  I  can,"  replied  his  friend,  warmly;  then  added, 
half  playfully: 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you,  old  fellow,  that  you 
talk  so  gloomily?  Do  you  suppose  that  I  am  going  to 
stand  idly  by  and  see  you  go  to  the  wall  for  the  need  of  a 
little  help?  I  thought  you  had  more  confidence  in  my 
friendship  than  this  doubt  implies,"  finishing  his  remarks 
in  a  half-injured  and  half-reproachful  tone. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  turned  his  clear,  honest  blue  eyes  full 
upon  the  face  of  his  visitor,  and  the  clearness  of  their 
vision  was  dimmed  by  a  mist  that  swam  between  them 
and  Mr.  Andrews'  face,  and  effectually  shut  out  the  cun- 
ning look  which  lurked  there. 

"Forgive  me,  Andrews/' he  said,  penitently,  extend- 
ing his  hand;  <(I  ought  to  be  ashamed,  I  confess,  to  doubt 
your  willingness  to  help  me  after  all  the  kindness  you  have 
shown." 

Mr.  Andrews  grasped  the  proffered  hand  warmly,  and 
said: 

"  That's  all  right,  Doctor,  don't  say  anything  more 
about  it.  You  will  be  throwing  yourself  into  a  fever  again 
directly.  Just  calm  yourself  and  rest  assured  that  you 
have  a  backer  who  is  ready  and  able  to  stand  by  you  in 
this  emergency  and  all  others." 

Judge,  then,  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  surprise,  when,  that 
evening  after  tea,  as  she  sat  alone  with  her  husband,  sad 
and  silent,  with  her  troubled  face  bent  low  over  her  sew- 
ing, trying  to  devise  some  plan  or  frame  words  with  which 
to  break  the  news  gently  to  him  of  this  threatened  disaster, 
to  hear  him  commence  in  a  cheerful  tone  of  voice  and 
relate  the  whole  circumstance  to  her  as  given  him  by  Mr.  I 
Andrews  that  afternoon,  ending  with  the  confidently 
expressed  hope  of  a  happy  issue  out  of  this  trouble  that  had  : 
threatened  to  engulf  their  beautiful  home  in  ruin. 

u  I  think  I  can  see  the  silver  lining  to  this  cloud,  my 
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d  *ar,"  he  continued ;  "  for,  while  it  is  unjust  and  very  hard 
upon  me  to  have  to  raise  five  thousand  dollars  with  which 
to  cancel  the  mortgage;  still,  if  it  had  not  been  for  this 
late  discovery  of  its  existence,  we  might  never  have  known 
that  it  was  in  the  power  of  the  De  Soto  heirs  to  make 
trouble,  until  it  was  too  late  to  right  matters  and  we 
should  have  lost  all  we  possess."  She  did  not  answer 
immediately,  and,  after  a  slight  pause,  he  said: 

"And  we  must  not  forget  that,  even  after  we  have  paid 
the  matter  of  five  thousand  dollars  to  cancel  the  mortgage, 
we  have  not  then  paid  an  extraordinarily  high  price  for 
Oak  Hurst." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  hard  work  to  smother  a  sigh 
from  escaping  her  lips,  for,  glad  as  she  was  of  the  cheerful 
view  which  her  husband  was  disposed  to  take  of  this  mat- 
ter, she  could  not  help  wondering  where  the  five  thousand 
dollars  necessary  to  meet  the  demand  of  the  mortgage  was 
to  come  from,  or  understand  in  the  least  how  they  were  to 
manage  this  perplexing  business. 

She  wisely  held  her  peace,  however,  and  did  not  say  any- 
thing that  might  depress  his  spirits,  and  tried  hard  to  hope 
that  all  would  yet  be  well. 

The  days  slipped  by,  as  all  days  will,  whether  freighted 
with  happiness  or  laden  with  care,  and  by  the  time  Dr. 
Mackenzie  was  able  to  leave  his  room  and  walk  about  the 
grounds,  or  take  short  drives  in  the  bracing  air  and  bright 
sunshine  of  the  short  winter  days,  Mr.  Pyatt's  mortgage 
had  been  foreclosed,  and  Oak  Hurst  advertised  to  be  sold 
at  sheriff  sale. 

The  day  set  for  the  sale  was  fast  approaching  and 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  whose  health  still  remained  feeble,- 
decided  to  leave  the  business  of  the  sale  entirely  in 
the  hands  of  his  lawyer  and  Mr.  Andrews,  and  go  to 
Boston  at  once  to  make  arrangements  to  get  the  loan  of 
the  money  lie  would  require  at  a  more  reasonable  t a'fe  oi 
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usury  than  he  would  have  to  pay  if  he  borrowed  it  of  Mr. 
Andrews,  of  Magnolia  Centre. 

Soon  after  arriving  in  the  land  of  his  birth,  he  was  again 
prostrated  by  illness,  and  two  weeks  elapsed  ere  he  was  able 
to  attend  to  the  business  which  had  brought  him  hither. 

In  the  meantime,  Oak  Hurst  had  been  sold  at  public 
sale  and  had  been  bid  in  by  Mr.  Andrews,  according  to 
the  agreement  made  between  himself  and  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
and  the  following  telegram,  received  by  Dr.  Mackenzie  on 
the  evening  of  the  day  of  the.  sale,  had  lulled  all  his  fears 
to  rest  concerning  this  troublesome  business. 

Magnolia  Centre,  Jan.  30,  18-^-. 
Oak  Hurst  sold  at  sheriff  sale  to-day  at  five  thousand  three  hun- 
dred dollars;  was  bid  in  by  myself.     Have  written  full  particulars. 

Walmer  Andrews. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  remained  a  few  days  longer  in  Boston 
with  old  friends,  then,  having  made  arrangements  with  a 
friend  of  his  boyhood,  who  had  become  a  wealthy  man,  to 
furnish  him  with  means  necessary  to  pay  the  amount  of 
the  mortgage,  and  take  a  mortgage  on  Oak  Hurst  to 
secure  thesame,  turned  his  face  toward  his  Southern  home, 
with  his  mind  much  relieved  of  its  recent  burden  of 
business  care. 

When  the  old  jolting  stage-coach  set  the  traveler  down 
at  Magnolia  Centre,  he  found  Ernest  with  the  pony  and 
carriage  awaiting  his  father's  coming. 

The  Doctor  greeted  his  son  affectionately,  and  when  he 
had  taken  his  seat  beside  the  delighted  boy  in  the  pony 
carriage,  he  said: 

"Drive  around  to  Mr.  Logan's  office,  Ernest;  I  want  to 
speak  to  him  a  moment." 

They  found  Mr.  Logan  in,  and  he  shook  hands  warmly 
with  his  friend  and  client,  cordially  welcoming  him  back 
to  Magnolia  Centre,  and  congratulated  him  upon  the 
favorable  turn  which  his  business  affairs  were  taking. 
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"  Now,  Doctor,  your  new  title  will  be  indisputable,  and 
your  beautiful  plantation  home  will  not  cost  you,  all  told, 
but  $15,000,  and  it  is  worth  at  least  $30,000;  so  you  see, 
after  all  the  trouble,  you  have  still  secured  a  great 
bargain." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  thanked  the  old  lawyer  for  his  kind 
words,  then  added  : 

"Mr.  Andrews  was  on  hand  to  bid  the  place  in  as  he 
promised  he  would  be.  What  a  true-hearted  friend  that 
man  is." 

The  lawyer  winced  under  this  last  observation;  his 
previous  knowledge  of  many  of  Mr.  Andrews'  heartless 
deeds  effectually  prevented  him  from  seconding  the 
Doctor's  warm  eulogy  of  his  friend,  still  he  did  not  have 
the  heart  to  attempt  to  breed  distrust  in  the  warm  heart 
of  his  client.  Perhaps,  after  all,  Mr.  Andrews  might 
prove  true  to  this  new  friendship;  perhaps  there  was 
something  in  Dr.  Mackenzie's  nature  that  drew  out  the 
better  spirit  of  the  man,  and  put  his  old,  hard,  cruel 
selfishness  to  shame.  Other  men  have  reformed  from  evil 
ways,  and  why  not  Walmer  Andrews,  as  well? 

All  this  flashed  through  Mr.  Logan's  brain,  as  he  stood 
for  a  moment  looking  into  the  honest  eyes  of  his  visitor; 
he  then  said: 

"Yes,  there  were  very  few  bidders  at  the  sale,  and 
Andrews  bid  the  place  in  for  $5,300.  The  sheriff  has 
given  him  a  deed  of  Oak  Hurst,  and  as  soon  as  you  are 
rested  from  your  journey  you  can  repay  Mr.  Andrews  the 
amount  he  has  paid  to  cancel  the  mortgage  and  pay  costs, 
and  have  the  deeds  transferred  to  yourself  and  wife." 

"  Yes,  I  shall  be  down  town  to-morrow  or  the  next  day 
and  attend  to  it;"  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  bade  his  lawyer  good- 
day,  and,  returning  to  the  carriage,  where  Ernest  still  sat, 
he  sprang  lightly  in,  and  they  were  soon  flying  along  the 
smooth,  gray    road,  through   the   lengthening   evening 
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shadows,  while  the  bright,  many-hued  leaves  of  the  trees, 
dressed  in  their  gay  winter  livery,  came  pelting  down  upon 
them  with  every  passing  breeze,  or  lay  in  bright  drifts  by 
the  roadside. 

Presently   the   balconies    and   bay-windows   and   many 
chimney-tops  of    Oak  Hurst  gleamed  through  the  half- 
naked  trees,  and  the  last  mellow  rays  of  the  departing 
sun,   which  was  slowly  sinking  beneath   a  mass  of  rosy 
clouds  piled  high  in  the  western  horizon,  fell  athwart  the 
commodious  dwelling,  with  its  surroundings  of  shrubber 
and  vines  lighting  the  scene  as  with  the  finger  of  enchant 
ment,  and  softening  each  rugged  outline  into  beauty,  until 
the  whole  resembled  a  picture  grown  under  the  skillfu 
fingers  of  some  grand  old  master  of  art,  rather  than  a  rural 
scene  in  real  life. 

To  the  weary  eyes  of  the  returning  traveler  this  picture 
of  home,  with  wife  and  children  standing  at  the  gate  with 
smiles  and  outstretched  arms,  eager  to  welcome  him  home 
with  kisses  and  tears  of  joy,  was  especially  pleasing,  and 
he  remarked  to  the  young  son  seated  by  his  side  that  in 
all  his  travels  he  had  seen  no  place  for  which  he  would 
willingly  exchange  this  lovely  Southern  home. 

Weary  and  worn  with  his  journey,  being  still  weak  from 
his  recent  illness,  Dr.  Mackenzie  concluded  not  to  go  to 
Magnolia  Centre  the  next  day,  but  to  stay  at  home  and 
take  one  day  of  m;-  eh  needed  rest  before  he  again  took  up 
business  details. 

He  sent  a  note  by  a  negro  boy,  telling  Mr.  Andrews  of 
his  return  and  asking  him  to  call  and  see  him  during  the 
day.  Mr.  Andrews  had  sent  back  word,  verbally,  by  the 
boy,  that  he  would  come  if  he  had  time;  but  the  day  wore 
away,  softened  into  twilight  and  deepened  into  night, 
without  bringing  a  visit  from  Dr.  Mackenzie's  friend,  the 
merchant. 

"  Will  this  business  detain  you  at  town  all  day,  dear ?" 


_ 
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It  was  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  voice  asking  the  question  of  her 
husband,  who  stood  on  the  veranda  steps  drawing  on  his 
gloves,  preparatory  to  leaving  home  next  morning  to  keep 
his  engagement  with  Mr.  Logan,  at  Magnolia  Centre. 

"1  hope  not,  pet,"  he  answered,  drawing  out  his  watch 
and  glancing  at  it  as  he  spoke.  "  It  is  now  9  o'clock,  and 
I  think  I  shall  be  back  by  3.  Come,  Eva,"  to  the  little 
toddler  busy  in  her  "wosedarden,"  "  come,  kiss  papa  good- 
by." 

"  Is  you  doin'  to  Basen  aden,"  she  lisped,  wiping  the  wet 
sand  from  her  hands  upon  her  pinafore  as  she  came  up. 

"No,  not  to  ' Basen '  this  time,  only  down  town,  dar. 
ling;"  lifting  up  the  fairy  form  and  kissing  the  scarlet 
lips.  "There,  run  back  to  your  garden  and  nursie,  papa 
will  be  home  to  dinner."  He  bent  his  head,  kissed  his 
wife  and  two  elder  children,  sprang  into  the  saddle  of  his 
waiting  horse  and  galloped  away. 

Alas!  alas!  Many  a  weary  day  will  wing  its  flight  into 
eternity  before  that  fond  wife,  left  standing  there  with  the 
glorious  halo  of  sparkling  winter  sunshine  falling  upon  her, 
will  again  see  that  look  of  happiness  and  contentment 
resting  upon  her  husband's  brow. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE   PERFIDY   OF  WALMER  ANDREWS. 

When  Dr.  Mackenzie  reached  Mr.  Logan's  office  he 
found  the  old  lawyer  seated  in  his  office  chair,  with  his 
heels  elevated  on  the  desk,  while  through  a  cloud  of  smoke 
from  the  cigar  in  his  mouth  he  was  trying  to  read  the 
morning  paper. 

He  turned  his  head  lazily  at  the  sound  of  his  caller's 
voice,  and,  seeing  Dr.  Mackenzie  standing  in  the  doorway, 
said,  heartily: 

"Good  morning,  Doctor.  Come  in,  come  in.  Glad  to 
see  you  looking  so  well  after  your  long  journey.  Ah, 
there  is  nothing  like  travel  and  change  of  scene  to  bring 
the  color  back  to  an  invalid's  cheek.  It  is  better  than  all 
the  drugs  in  the  apothecary's  shop,"  laughed  the  old  gen- 
tleman. 

"  It  certainly  seems  to  be  just  what  I  needed  to  restore 
my  health,"  answered  the  Doctor,  pleasantly;  "and  now 
to  business.  Send  over  for  Andrews,  and  let  us  have  this 
tiresome  affair  settled  as  soon  as  possible." 

ff  All  right,  Doctor,  take  a  chair.  Jo  " — to  an  office  boy 
engaged  in  making  a  pretense  ol  cleaning  up  the  office — 
*$  take  this  note  over  to  Mr.  Andrews'  store  and  wait  for 
an  answer." 

He  scribbled  a  line,  tore  it  off,  and  gave  it  to  the  boy, 
who  ran  off  to  do  his  master's  bidding;  and  the  lawyer  and 
his  client  engaged  in  pleasant  conversation  concerning  the 
latter's  recent  visit  to  the  North. 

"  Mr.  Andrew  say,  sah,  he'd  be  ober  directly,  sah,"  said 
Jo5  returning  in  a  few  minutes  from  his  errand. 

104 
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But  the  office  clock  on  the  wall  ticked  nearly  two  hours 
away  before  Mr.  Andrews  made  his  appearance. 

Then  he  came  in  looking  nervous  and  hurried,  and  had 
the  appearance  of  having  swallowed  something  stronger 
than  coffee  to  brace  him  up  for  the  occasion. 

He  shook  hands  with  Dr.  Mackenzie,  who  had  advanced 
with  a  pleased  air  to  greet  his  friend;  but  the  great  cordi- 
ality and  heartiness  of  manner  which  had  characterized 
Mr.  Andrews''  treatment  of  Dr.  Mackenzie  before  the  lat- 
ter's  few  weeks'  absence,  were  lacking. 

He  quickly  withdrew  his  cold  hand  from  the  Doctor's 
warm  grasp,  and  turned  toward  the  lawyer,  saying,  hur- 
riedly and  coldly: 

(<  Sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,  gentlemen,  but  I  am 
unusually  pressed  for  time  to-day,  and  should  have  begged 
to  have  been  excused  until  I  had  more  leisure,  only  I 
reflected  that  what  we  had  to  do  would  not  consume  much 
time." 

His  very  visible  effort  to  rally  a  spirit  of  bravado  did 
not  pass  unheeded  before  the  astonished  eyes  of  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie, who  stood  staring  at  the  merchant  as  though  he 
could  not  believe  the  evidence  of  his  own  senses.  Was 
this  the  same  warm-hearted  friend  from  whom  he  had 
received  so  many  protestations  of  undying  friendship  and 
regard  only  a  few  short  weeks  since?  This  man  who  does 
not  give  him  one  word  of  welcome,  or  vouchsafe  to  him 
the  most  common  words  of  courtesy? 

He  is  aroused  from  his  momentary  dazed  condition  by 
the  voice  of  the  lawyer  saying: 

"Very  well,  Mr.  Andrews,  if  you  are  in  a  hurry  we  will 
proceed  to  business  at  once."  He  turned  briskly  to  his 
desk  as  he  spoke,  and  drew  pen  and  ink  and  legal  cap 
before  him. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  propose  to  do?"  asked 
Andrews,  in  a  brisk,  dry,  business  tone. 
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Dr.  Mackenzie's  eyes  opened  still  wider  in  amazement 
at  the  merchant's  words  and  manner,  and  the  lawyer 
looked  up  inquiringly  with  his  pen  poised  above  the 
unwritten  page  left  before  him. 

"Propose  to  do,  Andrews?"  the  latter  replied,  repeat- 
ing the  merchant's  words  in  astonishment;  "I  thought 
that  was  all  understood.  We  propose  to  return  you  the 
money  which  you  paid  to  cancel  the  mortgage  on  Oak 
Hurst,  and  have  you  transfer  the  deed  which  was  given 
you  by  the  sheriff  to  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  wife,  of  course." 

' ( The  amount  I  paid,"  exclaimed  Andrews,  with  a  scorn- 
ful sneer;  "the  amount  I  paid,  really!  Then  you  do  not 
intend  to  pay  me  anything  for  my  trouble?  Well,  this  is 
cool  I  must  say  !" 

"  How  much  money  do  you  want  for  your  trouble,  Mr. 
Andrews?"  quietly  spoke  Dr.  Mackenzie,  coming  for- 
ward, his  face,  which  a  moment  before  had  paled  with  sur- 
prise and  pain  at  the  great  change  manifest  in  his  friend, 
was  now  suffused  with  a  crimson  tide,  caused  by  the 
merchant's  insulting  tone. 

"  I  want  all  that  the  bargain  I  hold  is  worth  to  me,"  he 
answered,  sullenly. 

"Andrews!"  exclaimed  the  lawyer,  impatiently,  rising 
to  his  feet;  "  you  remarked  a  few  moments  since  that  you 
were  pressed  for  time.  If  such  is  the  case  let  us  not  waste 
words,  but  come  directly  to  the  question  at  issue.  How 
much  do  you  want  over  and  above  the  amount  you  paid  at 
sheriff's  sale  for  Oak  Hurst,  to  indemnify  you  for  your 
trouble?" 

"  I  want,"  answered  the  merchant,  now  throwing  off  all 
attempt  at  disguise,  and  fixing  his  small,  soulless  eyes 
upoB  Ms  interlocutor,  "all  that  the  plantation  of  Oak 
Hurst  is  worth  to  me  as  its  present  owner;  all  that  I  should 
ask  for  it,  in  fact,  were  the  would-be  purchaser  a  total 
stranger  to  me  instead  of  Dr.  Mackenzie." 
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"  Business  is  business,  gentlemen,"  he  continued,  as 
neither  the  lawyer  nor  Dr.  Mackenzie  could  reply  for 
the  space  of  a  few  moments,  so  taken  aback  were  they  by 
astonishment,  but  stood  staring  at  the  merchant  in  speech- 
less amazement. 

The  lawyer  was  the  first  to  find  his  voice. 

"What  huge  joke  is  this  that  you  are  playing  upon 
us,  Andrews?  Come,  have  done  with  nonsense  and  state 
your  terms  like  a  man." 

"  I  have  already  stated  my  terms,  gentlemen,  and  I  beg 
that  you  will  understand  me.  The  plantation  of  Oak 
Hurst  now  belongs  to  me  by  right  of  lawful  purchase,  and 
if  Dr.  Mackenzie  wants  the  place  he  can  have  it  and  a  per- 
fect title  to  it  for  the  sum  of  thirty  thousand  dollars!" 

"My  God!"  groaned  the  victimized  man,  as  the  extent 
of  Andrews'  heartless  perfidy  burst  full  upon  his  benumbed 
brain.  He  sank  limp  and  faint  into  the  nearest  chair,  and 
covered  his  face  with  his  cold  hands,  as  if  to  shut  out  the 
sight  of  the  heartless  villain  standing  with  a  triumphant 
smile  upon  his  evil  face  before  him. 

The  sight  of  his  client's  despair  brought  back  Mr. 
Logan's  scattered  senses,  and  he  turned  upon  Andrews  all 
his  power  of  eloquent  pleading  to  try  to  move  the  hard 
heart  of  the  man  from  its  dastardly  purpose.  But  all 
unavailing  were  his  eloquent  and  pathetic  words.  As  well 
might  they  have  fallen  upon  the  cold  hard  stone  lying  out- 
side beneath  his  office  window.  He  then  resorted  to 
threats,  but  they  were  alike  in  vain.  "Andrews,"  at 
length  spake  the  white  lips  of  Mackenzie,  and  he  rose  to  his 
feet  and  walked  toward  his  false  friend,  "  answer  me  this 
one  question:  Are  you  really  in  earnest  in  what  you  have 
just  said  ?" 

"  Never  more  in  earnest  in  my  life,  Doctor,"  he  replied, 
with  bold  effrontery. 

"  Then  you  have  perjured  your  soul  under  the  guise  of 
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a  great  and  disinterested  friendship — that  holy  bond  the 
meaning  of  which  your  false  soul  -knows  nothing .  You 
gained  my  esteem  and  confidence  for  but  one  purpose,  and 
that  to  defraud  me  of  all  my  worldly  possessions  ;  and  now, 
having  accomplished  your  vile  object,  the  hellish  schem- 
ing of  which  might  even  make  a  fiend  of  darkness  blush 
for  very  shame,  you  name  such  terms  that  you  know  full 
well  are  impossible  for  me  to  comply  with,  and  your  next 
move  will  be  to  turn  my  wife  and  children  penniless  and 
homeless  into  the  street. " 

"  I  have  done  only  what  any  other  man,  with  one  grain 
of  business  sense,  would  have  done,"  he  replied,  doggedly. 
"1  bought  Oak  Hurst  at  sheriffs  sale  and  secured  a  great 
bargain,  and  I  do  not  propose  to  fool  this  bargain  away; 
and  as  for  your  soft  sentimentalism  about  your  wife  and 
children,  that  is  all  bosh,  and  will  not  deter  me  from  my 
purpose,  I  warn  you.  Take  care  of  your  own  wife  and 
children  like  any  other  man  who  has  a  spark  of  manhood 
does" 

With  a  wild  cry,  like  some  infuriated  animal  driven  to 
madness  by  cruel  pain  inflicted  upon  it  by  its  tormentors, 
Dr.  Mackenzie  sprang  upon  the  cool,  hard-hearted  vil- 
lain, and,  clutching  his  fingers  on  his  throat,  bore  him 
heavily  to  the  floor. 

Both  men  writhed  and  struggled  in  deadly  combat,  the 
lawyer  in  vain  trying  to  separate  them,  while  the  office 
boy  fled  into  the  street  with  wild  cries  of  "murder  ! " 

Mr.  Logan  at  length  succeeded  in  loosening  Dr.  Mac 
kenzie's  hands  from  their  grasp  on  the  merchant's  throat 
and  with  great  difficulty  drew  him  from  off  the  form  of  the 
prostrate  man,  who  sprang  to  his  feet,  drew  a  pistol  from 
his  pocket,  and,  pointing  it  toward  Dr.  Mackenzie,  whom 
Mr.  Logan  was  trying  to  hold  back  from  making  a  second 
attack  upon  Andrews,  fired. 

The  shot  went  close  to  its  mark,  and  the  ball  whizzed 
past  Mr.  Logan's  ear  and  buried  itself  in  the  office  wall. 
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The  noise  had  by  this  time  attracted  the  passers-b}',  and 
a  crowd  of  men  rushed  in  from  the  street  just  as  Dr. 
Mackenzie  had  freed  himself  from  the  lawyer's  grasp  and 
made  another  spring  at  his  would-be  murderer,  knocking 
the  pistol  from  the  coward's  hand  as  he  did  so . 

Strong  hands  caught  and  held  the  infuriated  Doctor 
back,  while  the  merchant,  bruised  and  bleeding,  made  his 
way  into  the  street  and  back  to  his  private  office . 

When  the  excited  crowd,  which  had  gathered  around 
Mr.  Logan's  office  door,  heard  the  cause  of  the  disturb- 
ance, the  indignation  expressed  against  Andrews  was  loud 
and  deep. 

"Well,  of  all  that  man's  vile  scheming  to  get  unjust 
possession  of  others'  rights,  this  may  well  be  called  his 
master-piece  of  villainy,"  said  the  old  school-master,  who, 
returning  to  school  from  his  mid-day  meal,  had  paused  a 
moment  in  the  crowd  to  learn  the  cause  of  this  unwonted 
excitement.  Just  then  the  sound  of  the  distant  school- 
bell  came  floating  to  his  ears,  and  he  walked  on  shaking 
his  head  sadly  over  this  fresh  evidence  of  oppression  from 
man  to  his  brother  man. 

"I  say,  fellers,"  said  a  burly  teamster,  in  the  crowd,  as 
the  form  of  the  school-master  disappeared  from  the  street, 
"  let's  catch  Andrews  and  duck  him  in  Miller's  pond  until 
we  fetch  him  to  terms." 

"  Or  tar  and  feather  him  and  ride  him  on  a  rail,"  said 
another. 

"All right ;  I'll  buy  the  tar  and  feathers,"  said  a  third 
voice  in  the  crowd.     "  Come  on,  fellers  !  " 

The  officers  of  the  law,  who,  unfortunately,  are  nearly 
always  late  at  scenes  of  threatened  riot,  now  appeared 
upon  the  scene,  and,  with  threats  of  arrest,  dispersed  the 
angry  men,  who  departed  with  low  mutterings  and  signifi- 
cant looks  and  gestures,  which  boded  no  good  for  Walmer 
Andrews. 


CHAPTER  X. 

DR.  MACKENZIE'S  DESPAIR. — MR.  LOGAN. 

When  the  lawyer's  office  had  been  cleared  of  the  crowd, 
and  the  door  was  softly  locked  against  further  intrusion, 
Mr.  Logan  went  to  a  small  side  closet,  and  unlocking  the 
door  took  out  a  decanter  of  wine,  and  pouring  a  portion  of 
it  into  a  wine-glass,  took  it  to  Dr.  Mackenzie,  who  sat  pale 
and  exhausted  in  a  high-backed  office-chair. 

"Drink  this  wine,  Doctor/'  he  said,  kindly,  "and  then 
you  had  better  lie  down  upon  the  lounge.  This  exciting- 
scene  has  been  too  much  for  you  in  your  enfeebled  condi- 
tion." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  took  the  proffered  wine,  mechanically, 
and  swallowed  it  hastily,  then,  wiping  the  beads  of  cold 
perspiration  from  his  brow,  said,  huskily  : 

"  Am  I  hopelessly  within  this  villain's  toils,  Logan  ?  Is 
it  possible  that  there  is  no  way  by  which  we  can  force  him 
to  terms,  and  make  him  relinquish  the  hold  he  has  on  my' 
property  ?  Think  well  before  you  answer  ;  remember  what 
is  involved.  All  my  life-time  savings  are  lost  to  me,  if  we 
can  not  find  some  way  to  circumvent  the  plot  of  this  per- 
fidious wretch.  My  God  !  what  a  blind  fool  I  have  been." 
And  the  unhappy  man  sprang  up  from  his  chair  and  paced 
the  floor,  wringing  his  hands  in  agony  of  mind. 

"Calm  yourself,  Dr.  Mackenzie,"  said  the  kind-hearted 
lawyer.  '"Everything  possible  shall  be  done  to  restore 
your  valuable  property  to  you,  and  surely  we  can  find  some 
way  to  force  this  scoundrel  to  do  the  fair  thing  by  you.  I 
knew  that  Walmer  Andrews  was  an  uncompromising, 
seheming  villain.     But  bad  as  I  knew  him  to  im9 1  never 

no 
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deemed  him  quite  capable  of  such  dastardly  and  low  cun- 
ning as  this.  And  all  accomplished  under  a  mask  of  dis- 
interested friendship.  Hanging  would  be  too  good  for 
such  a  man,"  the  lawyer  exclaimed,  indignantly. 

A  half -hour  more  was  spent  by  the  two  men  in  earnest 
converse,  and  then  they  separated,  the  lawyer  bidding  his 
client,  whom  he  pitied  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  not 
to  give  way  to  despair,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  threw  himself 
into  the  saddle  upon  Black  Prince  and  galloped  madly 
away. 

He  did  not  take  the  road  leading  to  Oak  Hurst.  How 
could  he  face  his  trusting  and  fragile  wife  with  this 
terrible  news  of  disaster  which  had  been  brought  upon 
fchem  by  his  own  blind  folly  ?  He  took  a  cross-road  and 
plunged  into  the  depths  of  a  great  forest  lying  dim  and 
shadowy  to  his  right,  hoping  to  calm  his  agitated  spirit, 
and  gain  strength  from  above  becoming  his  manhood,  be- 
fore he  dare  face  the  inquiring  eyes  at  Oak  Hurst.  For 
miles  he  rode  on  and  on,  knowing  not,  caring  not,  which 
way  or  whither  he  went,  so  that  he  escaped  all  human 
eyes,  and  got  beyond  the  sound  of  human  voices.  At 
length  he  drew  rein  on  the  banks  of  a  clear,  lovely  lake, 
whose  limpid,  almost  fathomless,  depth  mirrored  back 
patches  of  deep  blue  sky,  which  shone  through  the  over- 
hanging foliage  of  the  magnolia  and  cypress  trees  growing 
upon  its  banks.  He  dismounted  from  his  horse  and  led 
him  down  the  gentle  declivity  to  the  water's  edge,  and  let 
the  weary  animal  bow  his  sweat  and  foam-covered  neck 
and  slake  his  thirst  from  the  great  fountain  at  his  feet. 

A  terrible  temptation  came  into  the  soul  of  the  man  as 
he  stood  there  looking  into  the  transparent,  peaceful  water 
lying  spread  out  before  him  with  scarce  a  ripple  upon  its 
smooth  surface. 

He  was  long  past  the  hey-day  of  youth,  when  the  smil- 
ing goddess  of  Hope  sits  royally  enthroned  in  the  human 
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heart,  drives  out  grim  despair  and  whispers  to  the  weary 
spirit  drooping  under  a  sense  of  loss  and  failure,  that s<  lost 
fortune  can  be  easily  regained,"  that <e  to  try  is  but  to  suc- 
ceed," that  "courage  and  perseverance  must  soon  over- 
come all  obstacles." 

Ah!  too  well  did  Dr.  Mackenzie  realize,  looking  out 
upon  life  through  the  vision  of  experience  of  a  man  past 
middle  age,  that  for  him  this  loss  of  home  and  fortune 
could  have  but  one  terrible  sequel — that  of  seeing  his 
dependent  family  plunged  into  a  depth  of  poverty  from 
which,  with  all  his  efforts,  he  might  never  be  able  to  extri- 
cate them. 

How  can  he  bear  this  torturing  ordeal?  He  will  not.  It 
was  from  his  own  simplicity  and  short-sightedness  that 
this  calamity  had  come  upon  them.  He  will  not  face  the 
shame  and  disgrace  of  it.  His  life  is  insured  for  a  sum 
that  will  at  least  place  his  wife  and  children  above  want. 
He  will  write  a  note  to  his  wife,  pin  it  securely  to  the  sad- 
dle blanket  of  Black  Prince,  and  turn  the  animal  toward 
home.  He  will  then  come  back  and  lie  himself  down  in 
the  peaceful  waters  of  the  lake,  and  let  the  waves  close 
above  him,  and  thus  end  a  life  he  can  find  no  courage  to 
endure  the  trials  of  longer. 

"Coward,  coward,  coward,  "came  softly  from  the  whisper- 
ing leaves  overhead,  down  to  his  anguished  brain. 
"  Coward,  coward,  coward,"  echoed  the  bright-plumaged 
birds,  frightened  from  their  leafy  bowers  by  his  approach. 

Even  the  huge  bull-frogs,  which  had  their  home  in  the 
pretty  lakes,  took  up  the  refrain  and  croaked>  "Coward, 
coward,  coward,"  dismally  in  the  listener's  ears. 

Then  thoughts  of  his  feeble,  dependent  wife  and  help- 
less children,  whom  he  would,  by  yielding  to  this  mad 
temptation,  deprive  of  their  only  earthly  protector,  came 
floating  to  his  half -crazed  brain,  and  he  said  aloud,  as  if  in 
answer  to  his  accusers: 
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' '  Yes,  coward  I  should  certainly  be  to  forsake  them 
now,  just  because  the  way  is  growing  dark,  and  the  path 
steep  and  thorny. 

"  God  give  me  fortitude  to  face  this  trial  with  the  true 
courage  becoming  a  man,  and  strength  to  begin  the  battle 
of  life  anew,  for  the  sake  of  the  dear  ones  dependent  on 


me 


!" 


He  removed  his  hat  reverently  from  his  head  as  he 
uttered  this  prayer,  and  the  balmy  breezes  which  a 
moment  before  had  murmured  through  the  leaves  with  a 
voice  shaming  him  for  his  weak  folly,  now  descended  and 
rested  upon  his  throbbing  brow  like  a  heavenly  benedic- 
tion. 

Black  Prince,  finding  his  reins  lying  loosely  upon  his 
neck,  gazed  at  his  master  a  moment  with  great  pathetic 
eyes,  with  a  look  almost  human  in  their  depths,  and  then 
began  contentedly  to  nibble  the  short  green  grass  about 
his  feet. 

Long  Dr.  Mackenzie  stood  there,  with  arms  folded  above 
his  aching  heart,  communing  with  himself,  with  nature 
and  with  the  great  God  above  all.  The  shadows  on  the 
bosom  of  the  lake  began  to  lengthen,  warning  him  that 
night  was  approaching.  He  gathered  up  his  horse's  reins, 
seated  himself  in  the  saddle,  and  feeling  strangely  com. 
forted  he  turned  away  from  the  charming  spot  where  the 
fiercest  battle  of  his  life  had  been  fought  and  won. 

The  sun  was  hanging  low  in  the  western  horizon  when 
he  reached  Oak  Hurst.  Little  Eva  saw  him  coming  and 
ran  down  the  gravel  walk  to  meet  him. 

"  Let  me  wide,  papa/'  piped  the  baby  voice. 

He  stooped  from  the  saddle,  caught  up  the  baby  form 
and  sat  her  before  him,  and  put  the  reins  in  her  tiny  hands. 

Black  Prince  slowed  his  impatient  footsteps,  as  he  real- 
ized the  precious  burden  added  to  his  care,  and  walked 
demurely  up  the  avenue  of  trees  which  led  to  the  stables. 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie  looked  up  from  her  sewing,  and  smiled 
at  the  pretty  picture  as  she  saw  them  pass  the  window 
where  she  was  sitting,  and  folding  up  her  work  walked 
out  toward  the  barnyard  gate  to  meet  her  returning  hus- 
band. 

He  was  walking  slowly  toward  the  house  with  the  golden- 
haired  Eva  clasped  close  to  his  heavy  heart,  and  the  happy 
child  laughed  and  prattled  on,  all  unconscious  of  her 
father's  suffering. . 

"  What  a  baby  you  make  of  her,  Dudley,"  laughed  the 
wife,  as  she  came  face  to  face  with  the  two  on  the  rose- 
bordered  walk. 

She  gave  one  hurried  glance  to  the  dear  face  which  she 
learned  to  read  like  the  pages  of  an  open  book,  and  the 
smile  died  upon  her  lips,  for  well  she  knew  by  what  she 
saw  written  there,  despite  his  efforts  at  concealment,  that 
for  some  cause  his  feelings  were  wofully  disturbed. 

She  took  his  arm  silently,  and  turned  again  to  the  house. 
The  silence  was  only  broken  by  the  prattling  child,  and 
when  they  reached  the  veranda  her  father  put  her  down 
out  of  his  arms  and  bade  her  run  and  play  with  the  kitten, 
and  then  he  turned  his  weary  footsteps  toward  his  own 
room . 

With  a  heart  which  had  grown  heavy  with  a  dim  fore- 
shadowing of  evil,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  followed  her  husband. 
He  had  dropped  into  a  chair,  folded  his  arms  across  the 
edge  of  the  table,  and  was  resting  his  head  against  them 
in  an  attitude  of  deep  dejection. 

His  wife  stood  regarding  the  bowed  figure  a  moment  in 
silence,  and  then,  in  a  calm  voice,  said: 

' '  What  is  it,  Dudley?  Tell  me  at  once.  I  can  bear  it — 
can  bear  anything  but  suspense." 

He  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  her  with  hot,  dry  eyes. 

' '  You  say  that  you  can  bear  anything,  my  precious  wife? 
Can  you  bear,  then,  to  know  that  our  beautiful  home,  of 
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which,  we  have  been  so  justly  proud,  and  all  the  savings  of 
years  have  been  swept  away  from  us  by  my  own  blind  folly, 
in  placing  implicit  trust  in  a  man  against  whom  I  had  been 
repeatedly  warned  ?" 

Sho  grew  almost  ghastly  pale  at  his  words  and  manner, 
but,  rallying  her  courage,  replied,  calmly; 

"  Ycs5  darling,  I  can  bear  even  this  with  God's  help5  ac 
long  as  you  and  our  children  ere  spared  fto  me,p; 

He  reached  out  Ms  hand,  which  was  cold  an^uS^utouq, 
and  drew  her  upon  his  knee,  his  own  despairi^r;  voclsness 
shamed  by  her  courageous  words.  He  sat  silent  for  some 
moments  passing  his  hand  lovingly  over  the  luxuriant 
bands  of  her  soft  brown  hair.  Then,  in  a  voice,  the  calm- 
ness of  which  astonished  his  own  ears,  he  told  her  all — 
everything  from  the  occasion  of  his  first  visit  to  Andrews' 
office  early  in  the  spring,  until  the  scene  which  had  trans- 
pired in  the  lawyer's  office  that  day. 

Silently,  and  with  outward  calmness,  she  listened  as  he 
spoke  until  he  related  his  visit  to  the  lake,  and  told  her 
even  of  the  mighty  temptation  which  had  assailed  him 
there,  to  coward-like  seek  peace  and  rest  in  the  oblivion 
of  death,  leaving  her  to  face  the  trials  of  poverty  alone 
and  unprotected. 

Then  the  bowed  head  of  the  wife  sank  lower,  until  it 
rested  upon  his  shoulder,  and  sobs  and  tears  came  to  the 
relief  of  the  over-burdened  heart,  and  the  threatened 
disaster  of  loss  of  home  and  fortune  was  completely  lost 
sight  of  in  view  of  the  more  terrible  calamity  which  had 
thus  menaced  her  neace  and  happiness  for  all  time  to 
come. 

The  sound  of  the  dinner-bell  echoing  through  the  hall 
fell  unheeded  upon  the  ears  of  husband  and  wife,  who  sat 
there  trying  to  comfort  one  another  and  gain  courage  to 
face  the  worst,  if  the  worst  must  come. 

A  tiny  rap  fell  upon  the  door  of  the  room.  A  child's 
weet  voice  called  from  Without: 
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u  Mamma — papa,  are  you  there?  Is  papa  ill  again,  or 
why  do  you  not  come  down  to  dinner?  The  bell  rang 
long  ago,  and  cook  says  that  dinner  will  be  spoiled  by 
waiting." 

it  was  the  voice  of  Madalena,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
whispered  to  her  husband: 

"Take  courage,  Dudley,  for  the  poor  children's  sake  be 
brave.  Things  may  not  turn  out  so  badly  as  we  fear. 
Andrews  may  yet  relent.  At  all  events  we  must  not 
frighten  the  children,  or  cloud  their  young  lives  with  a 
sorrow  they  are  too  young  to  understand.  Let  us  shield 
their  young  hearts  from  the  waves  of  troublous  care  as 
long  as  possible.  Then  raising  her  voice,  she  said  to  the 
waiting  petitioner  in  the  hall: 

"Go  down,  Madalena,  and  tell  cook  that  we  shall  be 
down  in  a  few  moments." 

The  sound  of  the  girl's  departing  footsteps  was  heard 
descending  the  stairs,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  arose,  bathed 
her  swollen  eyelids,  and  made  some  little  addition  to  her 
dress,  then  husband  and  wife  descended  the  stairs  arm-in- 
arm, and  joined  their  waiting  children  in  the  dining- 
room. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  exerted  all  the  power  she  possessed  to 
appear  cheerful,  but  something  of  the  troubled  spirit  of 
the  parents  must  have  pervaded  the  usual  cheerful  meal, 
for  Madalena  sat  quiet  and  pale,  and  played  with  her  fork 
instead  of  eating  her  dinner,  and  baby  Eva's  lips  trembled 
and  her  eyes  rilled  with  tears  as  she  displayed  a  tiny 
scratch  on  her  chubby  hand,  which  "naughty  kitty"  had 
made,  while  Ernest  remarked  that  he  was  very  sorry  they 
had  ever  left  their  old  home  and  come  to  live  in  Florida. 
"For,"  said  he,  "at  home  papa  never  looked  sick  and 
troubled  as  he  does  now." 

"Ah,  Ernest,"  answered  his  mother,  "when  our  time 
comes  for  trouble*  it  will  find  us  wherever  we  are.    W@ 
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need  not  try  to  escape  what  falls  to  the  common  lot  of 
man,  but  rather  seek  courage  and  grace  from  God,  to  bear 
all  our  earthly  trials  with  fortitude  and  Christian  resigna- 
tion/' 

Dr.  Mackenzie  gave  his  wife  a  grateful  look  from  his 
end  of  the  table,  and  just  then  Aunt  Liza  made  her 
appearance  and  said  that  Mr.  Logan  was  waiting  in  the 
parlor  to  see  her  master. 

Glad  of  an  excuse  to  escape  from  the  presence  of  his 
wife  and  children,  Dr.  Mackenzie  excused  himself  to  them, 
and,  pushing  back  his  almost  untasted  dinner,  he  left  the 
dining-room  and  joined  the  lawyer  who  was  waiting  for 
him  in  the  parlor. 

"I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  are  not  prostrated  from 
your  intense  excitement  this  morning,  Doctor, "  said  the 
old  gentleman,  kindly,  after  greetings  between  the  two 
were  exchanged.  li  I  felt  so  very  uneasy  about  you,  know- 
ing that  you  are  still  weak  from  your  recent  long  illness, 
that  I  drove  out  to  see  how  you  were.  The  look  which 
you  had  upon  your  face  when  you  left  my  office  this  morn- 
ing has  haunted  me  all  day." 

The  tell-tale  blood  mounted  to  Dr.  Mackenzie's  brow, 
but  he  replied,  calmly  : 

ie  Thank  you,  I  shall  not  forget  your  kindness,  Mr. 
Logan." 

"  I  went  over  this  afternoon  to  see  Andrews,"  continued 
the  lawyer,  "and  found  him  lying  upon  the  sofa  with 
his  head  bound  up  and  his  right  arm  in  a  sling.  He 
said  that  he  had  made  a  very  narrow  escape  of  being  mur- 
dered by  you  this  morning.  I  told  him  I  thought  so 
myself,  and  asked  him  what  else  he  could  have  expected, 
under  the  circumstances,  but  that  you  would  try  to  kill 
him,  'for  you  know  that  you  deserve  killing,  Andrews/ 
said  I,  '  if  you  persist  in  this  terrible  injustice  toward 
Dr.  Mackenzie/" 
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f? '  Well,  the  fool  deserves  to  lose  his  property  for  ever 
having  put  so  much  confidence  in  any  man  as  he  did  in 
me/  he  answered,  coarsely,  '  and  would  have  lost  his  prop- 
erty sooner  or  later,  and  I  may  as  well  have  the  benefit 
of  his  want  of  business  sense  as  for  some  other  man  to 
get  it.  At  any  rate,  I  have  got  the  whip  hand  of  him  in 
this  matter,  and  I  mean  to  keep  it/ 

"I  have  known  Walmer  Andrews  all  his  life,"  continued 
Mr.  Logan,  "and  many  is  the  thrashing  I  have  given  him 
for  his  meanness  when  I  was  a  young  man  teaching  school, 
which  he  attended,  for  he  was  the  most  unprincipled  lad, 
and  had  more  low  cunning  than  any  boy  I  ever  knew. 

' '  His  insolent  and  boastful  words  made  me  so  angry, 
that  I  heartily  wished  I  might  again  make  use  of  my  pre 
rogative  as  a  school-master  upon  him  ;  but,  as  it  was,  I 
gave  vent  to  my  feelings  by  telling  him  then  and  there 
what  I  thought  of  him  and  his  cowardly,  dishonest  con- 
duct, in  terms  more  forcible  than  elegant. 

"  He  did  not  resent  what  I  said  by  either  word  or  ges- 
ture, only  grinned  with  a  self-satisfied  air  over  what  he 
considered  the  'sharp  trick  in  trade''  which  he  had  played 
upon  us. 

"  Then  i  changed  my  tactics,  and  tried  to  buy  him  off, 
offering  him  a  large  bonus  if  he  would  relinquish  his  deed 
to  Oak  Hurst.  As  well  might  I  appeal  to  that  hearth- 
stone to  dissolve  itself  into  ashes  as  to  have  hoped  to 
move  the  heart  of  that  cruel,  mercenary  wretch  by  either 
persuasion  or  threats. 

11 '  You  will  go  too  far,  some  day,  Walmer  Andrews,  in 
your  cruelty  to  others/  I  said,  as  I  arose  to  leave  him, 
'  and  will  be  found  by  the  roadside  with  a  bullet  in  your 
brain,  sent  there  by  the  hand  of  some  one  whom  you  have 
victimized ;'  and  I  left  the  room,  slamming  the  door 
angrily  behind  me." 

A  dangerous  and  determined  light  crept  into  the  hag- 
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gard  eyes  of  Dr.  Mackenzie  as  the  lawyer  related  his  part- 
ing words  with  Andrews,  and  his  lips  set  themselves  into 
a  firm,  hard  line  that  was  not  good  to  see,  but  the  dusky 
shades  of  night  had  gathered  so  thickly  in  the  room  while 
this  conversation  went  on  that  Mr.  Logan  did  not  notice 
the  change  in  his  client's  face. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  took  a  few  hurried  turns  up  and  down 
the  long  room  and  then,  pausing  before  his  visitor,  said, 
huskily : 

".Can  nothing  be  done  to  bring  this  man  to  terms  ?  Is 
there  no  law  in  this  State  for  the  redemption  of  property 
sold  under  the  circumstances  that  my  property  was  ?  " 

"Unfortunately,  there  is  not,"  replied  the  lawyer, 
gloomily.  "  We  might  serve  an  injunction  upon  Andrews 
in  this  case,  and  by  this  means  get  the  case  into  court,  and 
when  a  case  of  this  kind  gets  into  court  there  is  strong 
probability  of  its  remaining  there,  if  not  as  long  as  the 
famous  one  of  Jarndyce  vs.  Jarndyce  did  in  the  English 
court,  long  enough  at  least  to  give  some  of  the  litigants 
a  chance  to  die  of  old  age  before  it  is  decided,  and  the 
result  in  this  case,  I  fear,  could  have  but  one  ending,  and 
that  in  favor  of  the  defendant. " 

"  Then  I  do  not  wish  to  commence  suit,"  replied  the 
pale  lips  of  the  client,  "for  I  have  no  time  to  spend  in 
useless  litigation.  Let  the  villain  have  his  fraudulently 
and  ill-gotten  gains,  and  my'  curse  with  them  !  " 


CHAPTER  XI. 
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After  Mr.  Logan  had  taken  his  leave  of  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
the  latter  returned  to  the  parlor,  now  deserted  by  all  but 
himself,  and  threw  himself  wearily  upon  the  sofa  and  was 
soon  lost  in  troubled  thought. 

What  was  passing  in  the  mind  of  the  unhappy  man 
God  only  knows. 

Perhaps  he  was  listening  to  the  voice  of  the  tempter, 
which  whispered  alluringly  to  his  anguished  heart  that 
naught  but  the  staining  of  his  own  hands  with  the  blood 
of  a  fellow-being  could  ever  atone  for  the  act  of  treachery 
perpetrated  against  him.  Or,  perhaps,  he  was  racking  his 
throbbing  brain  to  decide  what  was  the  best  course  for  him 
to  pursue  under  his  altered  circumstances;  or,  seeking 
strength  from  the  fountain  of  all  good,  to  again  shoulder  his 
burden  and  take  his  place  manfully  in  the  great  ranks  of 
the  army  of  bread-winners.  Whatever  were  his  thoughts, 
whether  of  revenge  or  resignation,  his  pale  lips  gave  utter- 
ance to  no  sound,  as  he  lay  there  with  tightly-locked  fin- 
gers and  beads  of  cold  perspiration  starting  out  upon  his 
white  brow. 

The  white  beams  of  the  full  moon  stole  through  the 
windows  into  the  darkened  room,  rilling  it  with  weird  and 
ghostly  shadows,  and  one  long,  mellow  shaft  of  brightness, 
creeping  in  through  a  half -closed  shutter,  fell  athwart  the 
pale  face  of  the  sufferer  and  rested  tenderly  there,  as 
though  it  fain  would  soothe  his  troubled  mind  to  rest. 

The  distant  sounds  about  the  house  ceased,  and  the 
prattle  of  children's  voices  was  at  last  hushed  into  silence. 
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A  door  gently  unclosed,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  entered 
the  room  softly  and  knelt  by  her  husband's  side  in  silent, 
loving  sympathy.  By  and  by  the  clear  notes  of  the  hall 
clock  rang  through  the  silent  house,  chiming  the  mid- 
night hour,  and  husband  and  wife  silently  left  the  parlor, 
now  grown  cold  and  chilly,  and  turned  their  footsteps 
toward  their  own  room. 

The  parlor  being  situated  in  a  wing  of  the  main  dwell- 
ing, they  crossed  the  wide  balcony  in  front  to  reach  the 
hall  and  stairway,  and  in  so  doing  paused  involuntarily  a 
moment  to  contemplate  the  scene  which  lay  spread  out 
before  them  in  its  semi-tropical  loveliness. 

The  full  moon  hung  suspended  midway  in  the  cloudless 
sky  and  shed  a  glorious  light  upon  the  scene,  and  fell 
through  the  interlacing  vines  of  the  sweet  jessamine  and 
rose  which  covered  the  balcony's  front,  casting  weird 
shadows  of  light  and  shade  upon  its  polished  floor.  On 
the  gravel  walk  the  late  blooming  roses  nodded  lazily  in 
the  passing  breeze,  while  upon  the  lawn  the  moving  shad- 
ows cast  by  the  quivering  foliage  of  the  lofty  live  oaks 
formed  a  striking  contrast  to  the  mellow  brightness  lying 
beyond. 

A  sweet-voiced  bird,  enamored  of  the  beauty  of  the 
night,  sat  in  an  overhanging  bough  and  burst  forth  in 
soft  trills  and  quavers  its  song  of  gladness,  as  though  suf- 
fering, disappointment  and  sadness  were  unknown  on, 
God's  beautiful  earth. 

From  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake  camei  the  faint,  far- 
away sound,  echoing  across  its  still  waters,  of  a  plaintive 
melody  sung  by  the  happy  and  contented  negroes,  gath- 
ered at  some  neighboring  cabin. 

All,  all  about  them,  in  the  beauty  of  this  lovely  night, 
there  was  nothing  that  was  not  at  peace  but  their  own 
troubled  hearts. 

Harkl   The  stillness  of  the  quiet  air  was  broken  by  the 
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sound  of  a  horse's  feet  approaching  in  a  mad  gallop. 
Nearer  and  nearer  it  comes.  Dr.  Mackenzie  raises  his  head 
quickly  from  where  it  bad  been  resting  against  a  pillar  of 
the  balcony  at  his  side,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  drops  her  hus- 
band's arm,  and  both  stand  listening  to  the  near  approach- 
ing sound. 

Suddenly,  like  a  flash  of  lightning  thrown  upon  a  dark 
background,  the  form  of  a  milk-white  horse  emerges  from 
the  dark,  shadowy  forest,  riderless,  but  bridled  and  bearing 
a  lady's  saddle  upon  its  back,  the  stirrup  wildly  flying 
from  side  to  side  with  the  animal's  mad  flight. 

With  wide,  distended  nostrils,  and  one  loud,  terrified 
snort,  the  animal  stopped  short  in  front  of  Oak  Hurst  gate; 
and  Dr.  Mackenzie  hurried  down  the  balcony  steps  and 
hastily  made  his  way  toward  the  gate,  to  discover  the  mean- 
ing of  this  apparition  which  had  so  suddenly  burst  upon 
their  astonished  eyes. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who  had  started  to  follow  her  husband, 
was  arrested  in  her  purpose  by  loud  shrieks  coming  from 
the  direction  of  Aunt  Liza's  cabin,  situated  in  the  rear  of 
the  family  dwelling.  Turning  back,  and  hastening 
around  the  house  to  the  backyard,  she  was  met  by  the  old 
negress  running  wildly  toward  her  master's  house,  scream- 
ing loudly  as  she  ran. 

''Aunt  Liza,  for  Heaven's  sake,  what  is  the  matter  with 
you/'  cried  the  lady,  arresting  the  old  woman  in  hex  mad 
flight.     ie  Is  the  house  on  fire?  Or  have  you  gone  crazy?" 

"Oh,  Miss  Nettie — honey — chile,  de  white  hoss,  de 
white  hoss,"  cried  the  old  woman,  suppressing  her  shrieks 
into  a  moan.  "  Oh,  de  white  hoss  of  my  murdered  Miss 
Mercedes!  hit  done  come  agin,  and  hit  alius  bring  sorrow 
and  misfortin  and  trouble  to  Oak  Hurst.  Oh,  Miss  Nettie, 
look,  look." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  turned  her  head  and  looked  toward 
the  gate  where  she  had  seen  the  horse  stop,  but  she  saw 
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nothing  but  her  husband  hastening  toward  where  they 
were  standing,  evidently  alarmed  by  the  old  woman's 
shrieks. 

"  Hit  was  de  white  hoss,  Marse  Doctor!  de  white  hoss  of 
my  poor  murdered  chile;  you  seed  hit,  and  oh,  Marse  Doc- 
tor, take  keer,  for  hit  alius  comes  fore  sorrow  and  trouble. 
Look  out,  fore  hit  am  sure  to  come!"  And  Aunt  Liza, 
whose  black  face  took  on  an  ashy  hue  in  the  bright  moon- 
light, stood  wringing  her  hands  in  terror  and  grief,  and 
then,  sinking  down  upon  the  ground,  she  began  rocking 
her  body  to  and  fro,  while  muttering  her  prayer. 

"  Dudley,"  said  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  with  suppressed  excite- 
ment, "  where  is  the  horse  that  we  saw  stop  at  the  gate?" 

"I  do  not  know,  Nettie,"  he  answered,  thoughtfully. 
"I  was  hastening  towards  where  it  was  standing,  when  I 
heard  Liza's  screams  and  looked  back  to  see  what  the  mat- 
ter was,  and  when  I  looked  again  it  had  disappeared." 

"Disappeared!  Yes,  Marse  Doctor,  dats  de  way  hit  alius 
does.  Hit  comes  a-gallopen  and  snorten  up  to  warn  Oak 
Hurst  of  some  new  trouble  which  am  comin'  shure,  den 
hit  disappears.  Oh,  Lawd,  save  dis  pore  ole  sinner  and 
doant  lebe  her  in  de  wilderness.  Oh,  Miss  Nettie,  chile, 
what  new  trouble  am  a-comm'  now?" 

6 '  Hush,  Liza,"  said  the  lady,  sternly,  "  you  are  very  child- 
ish and  foolish,  too,  to  get  so  frightened  at  nothing  but  a 
horse.  Where  is  your  usual  good  sense?  Liza,  I  am 
ashamed  of  you.  Get  up  off  the  ground  and  go  back  to 
your  cabin.  Your  master  and  I  will  go  and  hunt  the 
horse,  which  has  only  broken  loose  from  some  neighbor's 
hitching-post.  Come,  get  up,  you  will  take  cold.  I  will 
walk  with  you  back  to  your  cabin.  Then  we  will  go  and 
catch  the  horse  and  show  you  what  an  idiot  you  have  made 
of  yourself. " 

"No,  no,  doant  lebe  me,  honey,"  she  cried,  in  fresh  ter- 
ror. (i  I  tells  you  it  am  no  hoss,  but  a  speret.  Haint  I 
seed  it  times  enough  to  know?    Oh,  doant  lebe  me,  for  if 
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hit  comes  agin  hit  will  skeer  me  to  death,  Miss  Nettie, 
deed  and  deed  hit  will." 

"  Stay  with  her,  Nettie,"  said  the  Doctor,  pitying  the 
old  negress'  terror.  "  I  will  go  and  hnnt  the  horse."  And 
he  hurried  away. 

"  He  won't  find  hit,  honey,  I  tells  yon  Marse  Doctor  will 
neber  find  dat  hoss,"  said  Annt  Liza,  as  she  permitted  her 
mistress  to  lead  her  back  to  her  cabin.  "  Doant  ole  Liza 
know  a  speret  when  she  sees  hit?  Oh  Lawd,  what  new 
tronble  is  comin'  to  dis  honse?" 

"Liza,"  said  her  mistress,  sternly,  "if  yon  speak 
another  word  of  this  nonsense  I  shall  go  away  and  leave 
you  by  yourself.  I  gave  you  credit  for  having  more  sense. 
Why,  I  shall  never  dare  trust  you  alone  with  the  children 
again,  after  having  seen  how  foolish  you  are  acting 
to-night." 

"Well,  I  won't  say  nofin  more,  honey,  but  you'll  see," 
with  a  sorrowful  shake  of  her  turbaned  head. 

Finally,  by  dint  of  alternate  coaxing  and  scolding  on 
the  part  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  Aunt  Liza  was  prevailed  upon 
to  go  to  bed,  in  which  she  took  refuge  with  her  head 
deeply  buried  beneath  the  bed  clothing. 

By  the  time  she  had  become  quiet,  Dr.  Mackenzie 
walked  up  to  the  cabin  door,  with  a  mysterious  look  upon 
his  face,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  pressing  her  finger  upon  her 
lips  as  a  token  for  him  to  keep  silent  in  Liza's  hearing, 
took  his  arm,  and  they  walked  back  to  the  house. 

"It  is  very  singular,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "but  I 
can  not  find  the  horse,  nor  even  its  tracks  or  any  trace  of 
the  animal,  which  very  evidently  all  three  of  us  saw." 

They  had  reached  their  room  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  sank, 
pale  and  trembling,  into  a  chair,  and  looked  with  aston- 
ished eyes  into  the  face  of  her  husband,  who  could  offer 
no  solution  of  the  mystery. 

Were  the  stories,  which  they  had  considered  so  absurb, 
true,  then,  and  was  "ill-fated  Oak  Hurst  "  really  haunted? 


CHAPTER  XII. 

ME.  wells'  kighteous  ikdig^atiok. 

We  will  not  ask  the  reader  to  linger  with  us  over  the 
days  of  trial  which  now  fell  to  the  lot  of  our  friends  of 
Oak  Hurst. 

The  cotton  crop  had  long  since  been  gathered  and  sold. 
But  to  make  complete  the  series  of  misfortunes  which  the 
last  year  had  showered  upon  the  Mackenzies,  the  price  of 
this  Southern  staple,  upon  which  the  new  planter  had 
depended  to  free  him  from  the  indebtedness  into  which  he 
had  been  forced  by  the  failure  of  the  firm  of  Myers  & 
Brother,  suddenly  fell  so  low  that  the  returns,  realized  by 
him  for  his  crop,  did  not  reimburse  him  for  the  outlay  for 
its  cultivation,  gathering  and  marketing. 

The  note  given  Walmer  Andrews  in  the  beginning  of 
the  season,  for  money  borrowed  of  him,  was  now  due,  and 
upon  Dr.  Mackenzie  receiving  notice  that  prompt  payment 
of  the  same  was  expected,  Mr.  Logan  again  interviewed 
Mr.  Andrews,  hoping  yet  to  prevail  upon  him  to  show 
mercy  to  this  man  whom,  by  his  cunning  scheming,  he  had 
so  fully  entrapped  in  his  power. 

But,  as  on  all  former  occasions  of  his  efforts  in  behalf  of 
his  friend  and  client,  Mr.  Logan's  mission  was  an  unsuc- 
cessful one,  and  he  could  elicit  very  few  words  from  the 
merchant  except  a  sullen  and  dogged  refusal  to  take  any 
bonus,  short  of  the  whole  value  of  the  property,  and  relin- 
quish the  title  he  held  of  Oak  Hurst. 

"Do  you  consider  me  a  fool,  man,  that  you  ask  me  to 
give  up  property  worth  thirty  thousand  dollars  for  two 
thousand?"  Andrews  at  length  exclaimed,  angrily.     "  No, 

135 


120  THE   TRAGEDIES    OF  OAK   HURST. 

sir,  that  is  not  the  way  I  made  my  money.  Were  I  such 
an  idiot  as  your  request  implies,  I  should  be  a  beggar  to- 
day instead  of  a  wealthy  man." 

"  But  you  will  surely  relinquish  the  note  you  hold 
against  Dr.  Mackenzie,"  the  lawyer  answered,  pleadingly. 

"Relinquish  it  ?  Yes,  certainly,  when  it  is  paid,  princi- 
pal and  interest." 

*'  Great  Heavens,  Andrews,  you  ao  not  mean  what  you 
say,"  said  the  lawyer,  aghast  at  the  other's  cool  villainy. 

"I  mean  just  exactly  what  my  words  imply,  Logan, 
and  there  is  not  a  particle  of  use  in  us  wasting  time 
bandying  words  over  the  matter,  and  as  I  am  very  busy 
this  morning  I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me."  And  the  mer- 
chant turned  coolly  to  his  desk  as  he  spoke. 

"  Walmer  Andrews,"  exclaimed  the  old  lawyer,  indig- 
nantly, "I  would  not  possess  such  a  hard,  cruel,  base 
heart  as  beats  in  your  breast  for  this  whole  world  and  all 
the  wealth  it  contains.  Have  a  care  !  A  day  of  reckoning 
will  overtake  you,  and  God  will  deal  with  you  as  you  have 
dealt  with  others." 

With  a  face  full  of  contempt  and  almost  blind  with 
righteous  indignation,  Mr.  Logan  turned  his  back  upon 
the  merchant,  who  bent  his  head  low  over  his  ledger  and 
accounts  with  a  diabolical  grin  upon  his  coarse,  cunning 
features,  and  made  his  way  back  to  his  own  office. 

So  absorbed  in  wrath  against  the  merchant,  and  pity  for 
his  client,  was  he,  that  he  ran  against  Mr.  Wells,  the  young 
clergyman,  on  the  street  before  he  saw  him. 

"Beg  your  pardon,  Parson,"  said  the  old  gentleman, 
extending  his  hand  cordially  to  the  minister.  "  The  fact  is, 
I  was  so  wrapped  in  troubled  thought  concerning  this  sad 
affair  of  our  mutual  friend,  Dr.  Mackenzie,  that  I  did  not 
see  you  until  I  almost  ran  over  you." 

"I  am  very  glad  to  have  met  you,  Mr.  Logan,"  said  the 
other >  as  he  shook  the  lawyer's  hand  warmly.     "1  have 
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just  been  to  your  office  to  inquire  of  you,  if  anything 
favorable  for  Dr.  Mackenzie  had  transpired  in  regard  to 
this  unfortunate  affair,  and  was  very  much  disappointed  in 
not  having  found  you  in.  I  am  deeply  concerned  about 
this  trouble  Dr.  Mackenzie  is  having  with  Mr.  Andrews, 
and  I  hope  to  hear  you  say  that  you  have  succeeded  in 
finding  some  safe  way  out  of  this  difficulty  for  him." 

"On  the  contrary,"  Mr.  Logan  replied,  gloomily,  "  I  am 
perfectly  discouraged,  and  have  given  up  all  hope  of  being 
able  to  save  the  Doctor's  valuable  property  for  him.  And 
to  make  matters  worse  than  they  already  were  for  the  Mac- 
kenzies,  Andrews  has  just  refused  positively  to  relinquish 
a  note  of  eight  hundred  dollars,  which  he  holds  against 
Dr.  Mackenzie  for  borrowed  money,  unless  it  is  paid,  prin- 
cipal and  interest.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  unprece- 
dented villainy  ?  After  he  has  wronged  the  man  out  of 
all  his  property,  he  even  has  the  cool  audacity  to  boast  that 
he  is  twenty-five  thousand  dollars  richer  for  having  been 
sharp  enough  to  have  taken  advantage  of  what  he  ia 
pleased  to  call  this  ' business  opportunity/" 

"Is  it  possible!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Wells.  "But  he  can 
not  collect  the  note,  can  he?" 

"  I  deeply  regret  to  say  that  he  can,  for  Dr.  Mackenzie 
was  so  unfortunate  as  to  have  signed  one  of  those  contracts 
or  mortgage  notes,  the  wording  of  which  could  never  have 
originated  in  a  less  diabolically  cunning  and  heartless  brain 
than  that  of  a  man  of  Walmer  Andrews'  stamp,  and  this 
gives  him  full  power  to  levy  upon  and  sell  any  or  all  of  the 
personal  property  of  the  signer,  exempting  nothing,  not 
even  household  furniture,  until  the  amount  called  for  by 
the  note  is  paid  in  full." 

"I  am  astonished!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Wells.  "  How  could 
Dr.  Mackenzie  have  ever  been  so  unjust  to  himself  and 
family,  and  so  blinded  to  Walmer  Andrews'  true  character, 
as  to  havb  signed  such  a  document."    And  over  the  fair 
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blonde  face  of  the  minister  there  swept  a  look  of  troubled 
concern. 

"For  the  same  reason/'  returned  the  lawyer,  "that  he 
permitted  Andrews  during  his  absence  to  bid  Oak  Hurst 
in  at  sheriff's  sale,  and  get  the  deed  to  it  in  his  own  name; 
simply  because  he  had  full  and  unlimited  confidence  in  the 
man's  honor  and  professions  of  disinterested  friendship. 
Dr.  Mackenzie  told  me  yesterday  that  last  summer  and 
autumn,  well,  in  fact,  up  to  the  time  of  his  return  from 
Boston  a  few  weeks  since,  when  Andrews,  having  accom- 
plished his  vile  object,  threw  off  all  disguise  and  showed 
his  hand,  h«  would  have  willingly  staked  his  life  upon 
Walmer  Andrews'  honor." 

"What  a  shame!  What  a  shame!"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Wells,  indignantly.  "  How  can  Andrews  be  so  lost  to  all 
sense  of  honor  and  uprightness!  I  will  go  and  talk  to  him 
myself,  and  implore  him  to  pity." 

"  You  had  better  save  yourself  the  pain  of  the  inter- 
view, my  young  friend,"  advised  Mr.  Logan,  "for  I  warn 
you  that  your  mission  will  be  a  fruitless  one.  When  Wal- 
mer Andrews  sets  out  to  beggar  a  man  he  always  succeeds. 
When  he  once  gets  his  victim  securely  within  his  toils, 
and,  as  he  is  always  cunning  enough  to  keep  within  bounds 
of  the  privileges  given  him  by  law,  there  is  no  redress  for 
the  wronged  man.  And  as  for  hoping  to  arouse  any  senti- 
ments of  justice  or  pity  in  that  hard  heart/'  striking  the 
curostone  with  his  cane,  "as  well  might  you  appeal  to 
this  rock  of  granite." 

So  the  two  men  parted — the  lawyer  continuing  on  his 
way  to  his  office,  and  the  young  clergyman,  true  to  his 
avowed  intention,  soon  stood  at  the  door  of  Walmer 
Andrews'  counting-room. 

Surely,  he  told  himself,  in  his  simple  purity  of  heart, 
God  would  put  words  into  his  mouth,  the  utterance  of 
which  must  reach  the  hidden  recesses  of  even  as  callous  a 
heart  as  the  merchant  possessed. 
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As  the  light  tap  from  Mr.  Wells'  knuckles  fell  upon  the 
half-open  door  of  Walmer  Andrews'  counting-room,  the 
merchant  looked  up  from  the  open  pages  of  his  ledger 
spread  on  the  desk  before  him,  and  scowled  darkly  as  the 
slender  form  of  the  minister  met  his  yiew. 

He  coldly  invited  him  to  enter  and  be  seated;  then, 
wiping  his  pen,  he  placed  it  behind  his  ear,  and,  turning 
half-round  on  his  desk  chair,  said,  coolly: 

"Well,  Mr.  Wells,  what  can  I  do  for  you  this  morn- 
ing?" 

"I  have  called  upon  you,  Mr.  Andrews,"  said  Mr. 
Wells,  coming  at  once  to  the  object  of  his  visit,  "unsolic- 
ited by  any  one  and  against  the  expressed  advice  of  one  of 
my  friends,  to  interview  you  in  regard  to  this  financial  dis- 
aster which  has  fallen  upon  Dr.  Mackenzie,  of  Oak  Hurst." 

"  I  can  not  possibly  conceive  how  this  affair  can  concern 
us  in  common,  Mr.  Wells,  so  as  to  make  an  interview 
between  us  on  the  subject  necessary  or  profitable."  And 
Mr.  Andrews'  voice  and  manner  said  plainly  that  he  con- 
sidered Mr.  Wells  was  trespassing  upon  grounds  to  which, 
his  pastoral  privileges  did  not  extend.  "  How  can  Dr. 
Mackenzie's  financial  difficulties  possibly  concern  you, 
sir?" 

"Just  as  all  the  sorrows  of  whatever  nature,  be  they 
great  or  small,  that  fall  to  the  lot  of  my  parishioners  con- 
cern and  grieve  me,  through  the  common  bond  of  sympa- 
thy and  christian  love,"  Mr.  Wells  replied.  "  But,  to 
come  directly  to  the  point,  Mr.  Andrews,  as  to  my  business 
with  you  this  morning,  I  called  to  see  if  I  could  not  dis- 
suade you  from  the  course  you  are  pursuing  toward  Dr. 
Mackenzie." 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand  you,  sir,"  returned  the  mer- 
chant, hotly;  "  if  you  have  called  to  endeavor  to  dissuade 
me  from  claiming  my  own  rights  as  given  me  by  law,  then, 
air,  I  have  the  honor  to  inform  you  that  you  have*  called 
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upon  a  person  not  likely  to  be  affected  by  any  of  your 
goody-goody  arguments.  I  think  I  know  enough  to 
transact  my  own  business  properly  without,  the  advice  of 
any  one,  be  he  clergyman,  layman  or  infidel." 

"Dare  you  deny,  Mr.  Andrews/'  demanded  Mr.  Wells, 
with  heightened  color,  and  ignoring  the  other's  insulting 
words,  "that  you  are  taking  a  most  unfair  course  against 
Dr.  Mackenzie?" 

"  Unfair  course?"  Andrews  repeated.  "  Why  so?  Was 
it  any  fault  of  mine  that  his  home  and  property  were  sold 
under  a  foreclosure  of  mortgage?  If  I  had  not  bid  the 
property  off,  some  other  man  would;  and  in  regard  to  the 
sum  of  eight  hundred  dollars,  the  note  for  which  I  hold 
and  am  about  to  take  steps  to  collect,  am  I  not  entitled  to 
this,  which  is  to  repay  money  loaned  by  me  to  Mackenzie 
in  good  faith?" 

"  But,  Mr.  Andrews,  in  view  of  all  you  have  made  by 
becoming  owner  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  plantation,  in  the 
manner  in  which  you  did,  will  you  not  cease  your  perse- 
cutions of  this  man,  and  consider  that  you  have  been  more 
than  doubly  and  trebly  repaid  for  all  the  money  you  have 
ever  loaned  him?"  pleaded  Mr.  Wells. 

"You  reason  like  a  clergyman,  and  not  like  a  business 
man  of  the  world,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  "or  you  would  not 
have  the  audacity  to  make  such  an  unbusiness-like  sugges- 
tion to  me." 

.  "But,  Mr.  Andrews,  hear  me,  I  entreat  you.  How  can 
you  find  it  in-  your  heart  to  beggar  this  man  in  this 
manner.  He  has  done  you  no  injury,  and  you  ha^ve  always 
professed  a  warm  friendship  for  him.  Think  of  his  help- 
less family  which  you  will  cast  with  him  adrift,  homeless 
and  penniless,  and  let  the  thought  deter  you  from  your 
purpose." 

Mr.  Andrews  made  no  reply,  but  shook  his  head  in  a] 
decided  manner,  and  Mr.  Wells  continued: 
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"Have  you  no  fears,  Mr.  Andrews,  of  the  vengeance  of 
an  Almighty  and  wrathful  God,  who  will  hold  you  account- 
able for  this  wicked  act  of  injustice  to  your  fellow-man? 
Remember  that  the  day  of  reckoning  can  not  be  far 
distant.  At  farthest,  of  what  avail  will  your  wealth  be 
then,  when  you  are  called  to  give  an  account  of  your 
unjust  stewardship?" 

Mr.  Andrews  smiled  scornfully  as  he  answered. 

"  I  do  not  think  that  God  has  anything  to  do  with  our 
affairs  on  earth,  Mr.  Wells.  Man  is  put  here  to  get  all  he 
can  and  take  care  of  himself.  Life  is  only  a  game  of 
chance.  A  great  dice-board  upon  which  chances  are 
staked,  and  won  or  lost,  as  the  case  may  be.  Mackenzie 
risked  his  all,  and  I  was  the  fortunate  winner,  and  if  any 
one  is  sharp  enough  to  beat  me  in  this  game,  and  win  my 
money  and  possessions,  I  shall  simply  think  that  the 
wheel  of  fortune  has  turned  against  me,  as  it  has  against 
Mackenzie,  and  accept  the  situation  like  a  man,  without 
any  whining  about  it." 

He  took  a  hurried  glance  into  the  pale  face  of  the  young 
minister,  and  continued: 

"And  when  you  have  lived  longer,  my  young  friend, 
you  will  get  used  to  such  things,  and  take  a  different  view 
of-  them,  and  not  take  an  instance  of  this  kind  to  heart  as 
you  do  now." 

Mr.  Wells  rose  to  his  feet.  He  saw  the  utter  useless- 
nessof  further  argument  or  entreaty  with  this  hardened, 
mad  worshipper  at  Mammon's  shrine. 

"  God  grant  ! "  he  said,  reverently  and  solemnly,  more 
to  himself  than  to  his  listener,  "that  it  may  be  His  most 
holy  will  that  I  die  young,  if  to  live  a  goodly  length  of 
days  I  run  the  risk  of  becoming  the  owner  of  such  a  hard- 
ened heart,  that  such  instances  of  wickedness,  and  '  man's 
inhumanity  to  man*  can  be  witnessed  by  me  with  the 
degree  of  composure  which  you  predict." 
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He  turned,  and  left  the  counting-room  hurriedly  with- 
out another  word,  without  even  bidding  the  merchant 
good  morning. 

"  Ha,  ha,"  chuckled  that  worthy,  as  the  door  closed  on 
the  form  of  his  visitor ;  ''thought  they  would  move  me  to 
pity  through  their  preacher,  did  they  ?  Ah,  they  little 
know  the  stuff  that  Walmer  Andrews  is  made  of  !  "  And  he 
went  back  to  his  accounts  with  a  firm,  triumphant  glitter 
in  his  evil  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

JACK   PHELPS. — THE  VISIT    TO  THE   "  OLD  CALVIH 
PLANTATION-. " 

In  a  few  days  after  the  events  given  in  our  last  chapter, 
a  written  notice  was  served  on  Doctor  Mackenzie,  warning 
him  to  vacate  Oak  Hurst  in  ten  days  ;  and  one  week  later 
the  sheriff  of  the  county  appeared  upon  the  scene  of  the 
wrecked  home,  and  levied  upon  all  the  belongings  of  the 
house  and  plantation. 

He  was  accompanied  by  a  tall,  lank,  long-haired  and 
unshaven  individual  named  Jack  Phelps  ;  a  man  whom 
Andrews  had  for  years  had  in  his  employ,  being  the  only 
person  at  Magnolia  Centre  whom  he  could  find  willing  to  do 
his  evil  and  heartless  bidding. 

,  This  individual  who  wore  a  long  face,  and  had  a  hypo- 
critical drawl  to  his  voice,  took  possession  of  Oak  Hurst, 
and  took  up  his  abode  in  the  pretty  parlor,  where  he 
smoked  his  strong  pipe,  the  vile  odor  of  which  permeated 
the  whole  house ;  while  the  smoker  expectorated  tobacco- 
juice  wherever  he  went. 

Jack  Phelps  assumed  high  airs  of  proprietorship,  and 
the  negro  servants  whom  Dr.  Mackenzie  had  had  in  his 
employ,  fearing  that  this  man  was  to  become  their  master, 
made  all  haste  to  vacate  the  pretty  cabins  situated  on  the 
plantation,  and  which  had  been  their  peaceful  homes  so 
long. 

The  next  morning  after  his  advent  to  Oak  Hurst,  Jack 
Phelps  met  little  Eva  Mackenzie  upon  the  rose  walk  with 
her  tiny  hands  filled  with  rosebuds  and  bright-colored 
leaves. 
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"You  must  not  touch  the  flowers  nor  any  thing  that  18 
growing  here,  Sissy ;  Mr.  Andrews  told  me  to  see  that 
nothing  was  disturbed . " 

The  little  girl  frowned  back  on  the  disagreeable-looking 
man,  and  pouted  her  rosy  lips  as  she  answered  : 

"  My  papa  don't  care,  and  I  can  get  all  the  woses  I  want. 
They  are  my  mamma's  woses  and  not  yours,  naughty 
man." 

u  They  are  not  your  mamma's  roses,  they  are  Mr. 
Andrews',  and  if  you  touch  them  again  I  will  put  you  in 
jail,"  replied  the  wretch,  coarsely. 

Whereupon  the  little  girl  fled  to  her  mother's  room  in 
dismay,  and  told,  between  her  sobs,  what  the  "big  ugly 
man  "  had  said  to  her. 

"Never  mind,  my  darling,"  said  her  gentle  mother,  tak- 
ing the  child  into  her  arms  and  soothing  her  fears  away; 
"you  have  flowers  enough  for  today,  and  the  man  shall 
not  harm  you." 

How  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  heart  must  have  swelled  with 
indignation  as  she  sat  in  that  darkened  room,  clasping  her 
grieved  and  frightened  child  to  her  aching  bosom  ! 

Her  own  baby  forbidden  to  pluck  the  flowers  which  she, 
the  mother,  had  tended  and  cultivated  with  loving  care 
until  their  beauty  and  luxuriance  had  become  the  wonder 
and  pride  of  the  whole  neighborhood. 

Oh,  the  indignities,  the  persecution  which  their  ruthless 
tormentor  was  heaping  upon  their  defenseless  heads. 

She  was  interrupted  in  her  sad  reverie  by  the  entrance 
of  her  husband,  over  whose  refined,  high-bred  features  in 
the  last  few  weeks  the  shadow  of  years  had  crept,  and  upon 
whose  bowed  head  the  threads  of  silver  were  fast  taking 
the  place  of  the-dark  brown  hair. 

He  glanced  toward  his  wife  and  child  and  then  sat  down 
wearily,  and  his  face  bore  the  hunted  look  of  a  man  almost 
driven  to  the  verge  of  madness. 
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He  did  not  speak,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  put  hie  child  she 
had  been  holding  in  her  arms  down  upon  the  carpet,  and 
placing  the  rosebuds  and  bright  leaves  in  her  lap  told  her 
to  be  quiet  and  make  a  nice  boquet  for  papa,  and  then 
crossed  the  room  to  her  husband's  side  and  drew  his  head 
to  her  bosom  and  passed  her  cool,  soft  hand  across  his  hot 
brow  with  infinite  tenderness. 

She  did  not  attempt  any  spoken  words  of  encourage- 
ment, but  stood  thus  with  her  heart  swelling  with  loving 
sympathy  for  him,  and  righteous  indignation  against  his 
relentless  persecutor. 

The  fall  of  Jack  Phelps*  heavy  footsteps  as  he  tramped 
up  and  down  the  hall  sounded  outside,  and  the  sickening 
odor  of  his  pipe  came  creeping  in  under  the  door. 

The  odor  and  sound  aroused  Dr.  Mackenzie  from  the 
pathetic  state  of  despair  into  which  he  had  fallen,  and 
he  raised  his  head  from  his  wife's  bosom,  and,  looking  into 
her  face,  exclaimed: 

"Oh,  my  God,  has  it  come  to  this,  guarded  by  that 
ruffian  in  my  own  house?  Oh,  Nettie,  my  wife,  this  will 
surely  kill  me." 

"  Oh,  do  not  speak  so  despairingly,  my  love,  L  entreat 
you,"  she  answered.  "  Let  us  take  the  children  and  leave 
here  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  But  where  shall  we  go,  houseless,  homeless  and  penni- 
less— where  shall  we  go,  what  shall  we  do?"  he  cried, 
helplessly. 

"  Could  you  not  succeed  in  finding  a  nouse,  if  it  is  only 
a  cabin,  in  which  we  can  take  refuge,  or  are  there  no  rooms 
at  Magnolia  Centre  which  we  can  rent  until  we  can  do 
better?"  she  asked. 

"  I  have  spent  the  whole  forenoon  hunting  for  a  house 
and  can  find  none  for  rent,  not  even  rooms.  If  young 
Halcot  Camden  were  only  here  we  could  undoubtedly  get 
the  privilege  of  moving  into  his  father's  plantation  house 
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during  the  family's  absence,  but  I  received  a  letter  from 
him  a  few  days  since  which  I  had  forgotten  to  mention, 
telling  me  that  he  was  on  the  eve  of  sailing  for  Europe 
with  his  parents  and  newly-made  bride,  and  would  be 
absent  five  or  six  months.  The  letter  was  freighted  with 
affectionate  messages  and  good  wishes  for  us  all,  and  ended 
by  saying  that  it  would  give  him  unspeakable  joy  to  intro- 
duce his  wife  to  his  benefactors  in  their  happy  home  at 
"  Oak  Hurst."  The  poor  boy  knows  naught  of  the  heavy 
misfortunes  which  have  overtaken  us." 

"  And  I  am  thankful  that  he  does  not  know,"  mur- 
mured Mrs.  Mackenzie;  "for  the  knowledge  of  our  sor- 
rows would  cast  such  a  shadow  over  his  affectionate  heart 
and  sensitive  mind  that  he  would  forego  his  proposed 
pleasure  trip  and  return  immediately  to  aid  and  comfort 
us.  Many  kind  friends  called  during  your  absence  this 
morning  and  invited  us  to  come  and  share  their  homes 
with  them  until  we  could  make  other  arrangements,  but  I 
shrink,  with  every  sense  of  my  being,  as  I  know  you  would, 
from  accepting  their  hospitable  offers." 

e '  There  is  an  old  plantation  house  situated  one  mile 
southeast  of  Magnolia  Centre.  It  is  uninhabited  and  has 
been  abandoned  I  think  as  unfit  to  live  in..  1  even  went 
to  see  that,"  continued  Dr.  Mackenzie,  "  but  found  it  in 
such  a  dilapidated  condition  that  I  did  nothing  more  than 
glance  at  the  exterior." 

"  What  place  is  it,  Dudley?" 

"The  old  Calvin  plantation  on  the  State  road,"  he 
answered,  lifting  his  baby  girl  upon  his  knee  and  passing 
his  hand  fondly  over  the  golden  curls  of  the  child. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  remember  it  now.  The  house  stands  in  a 
magnificent  grove  of  live  oaks  and  china-berry  trees,  does 
it  not?"  she  said. 

"  Yes,  it  is  a  beautiful  situation,  but  the  place  has  been 
so  neglected  and  abused  that  in  its  present  condition  it  is 
entirely  unfit  for  human  habitation," 
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His  wife  made  Ho  answer,  but  remained  standing  silently 
by  his  side  with  her  hands  locked  tightly  together  and  her 
eyes  resting  upon  the  carpet  in  deep  thought.  At  length 
she  started  up  and  asked,  quickly: 

"Dudley,  is  Black  Prince  harnessed  to  the  buggy ?" 

She  saw  a  dark  flush  creep  over  her  husband's  pale  face 
and  the  angry  light  kindle  anew  in  his  eyes,  as  she  remem- 
bered what  she  for  the  moment  had  forgotten,  that  both 
horse  and  buggy  were  in  the  hands  of  the  sheriff,  and  she 
hastened  to  say: 

"Forgive  my  thoughtlessness,  dearest,  but  how  did  you 
go  house  hunting  this  morning?  You  surely  did  not 
walk!" 

"  Mr.  Wells  kindly  placed  his  horse  and  buggy  at  my 
disposal.  They  are  here  yet  and  standing  down  at  the 
front  gate,"  he  answered,  huskily. 

"  Dudley,"  she  said,  quietly,  "we  will  go  and  look  at  the 
old  plantation  house  which  you  have  spoken  of." 

"Oh,  no,  no,  wife,"  he  hastened  to  answer,  "the  place 
is  not  even  fit  for  you  to  look  at." 

"  Nevertheless,  I  am  going  with  you  to  look  at  it,  my 
dear,"  she  answered,  firmly,  as  she  walked  to  the  wardrobe 
and  took  out  her  velvet  mantle  and  bonnet  and  began 
arranging  herself  for  her  drive.  Then  taking  Eva  from 
her  father's  knee  she  led  the  child  from  the  room,  followed 
by  her  protesting  husband. 

She  locked  the  door  of  her  room  and  still  leading  the 
child  they  descended  the  stairs.  They  passed  Jack  Phelps 
in  the  hall  below  but  did  not  seem  to  notice  that  worthy, 
who  muttered  under  his  breath: 

"Mighty  stuck  up,. ain't  ye?  Well  Pve  herd  them  say 
that  pride  must  have  a  fall,  and  I  think  it  will  take  a  tum- 
ble in  the  Mackenzies  now,  since  Mr.  Andrews  has  been 
sharp  enough  to  clean  'em  out  of  their  elegant  home  and 
all  their  fine  things  and  brought  'em  down  to  the  common 
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doings.  It's  just  what  I  like  to  see/'  And  he  took  his  pipe 
out  of  his  mouth  to  chuckle  to  himself  in  his  satisfaction. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  paused  at  the  library  door  and  looking 
in  saw  Ernest  aud  Madalena  seated,  as  was  their  wont  at 
this  hour  of  the  day,  busily  engaged  getting  their,  lessons. 
She  smiled  on  the  dear  good  children  and  bidding  them 
remain  where  they  were  until  her  return  she  passed  on  to 
the  kitchen,  and  leaving  Eva  in  the  care  of  the  faithful 
Aunt  Liza  she  left  the  house  with  her  husband  and  they 
were  soon  seated  in  Mr.  Wells'  buggy  with  the  sand  flying 
from  under  the  spirited  horse's  feet,  and  ere  another  hour 
they  stood  looking  at  the  old  "  Calvin  house"  as  it  was 
called. 

The  house  had  in  its  days  been  an  elegant  plantation 
mansion,  and  before  the  bloody  and  blighting  serpent  of 
war  dragged  its  weary  length  over  this  fair  Southern  land, 
had,  with  its  surrounding  broad  acres,  been  kept  up  in  a 
magnificent  style. 

But  when  the  war  was  ended,  the  negroes  freed  and  the 
owner  robbed  of  all  he  possessed,  except  his  now  useless 
plantation,  he  had  abandoned  the  old  home  where  the 
associations  were  too  painful  to  be  endured,  and  had,  with 
the  members  of  his  family  remaining,  after  three  noble 
sons  had  lain  down  their  lives  as  a  willing  sacrifice  to  the 
lost  cause,  made  his  home  in  a  more  Northern  Scate. 

So,  for  years  and  years,  this  old  plantation  house,  with  its 
group  of  negro-cabins  standing  in  the  rear,  had  stood  alone 
and  deserted,  a  crumbling  monument  of  former  grandeur. 
Large  wild  orange  trees  with  their  glistening  evergreen 
foliage,  majestic  live  oaks  and  lofty  palm  trees  filled  the 
neglected  grounds,  and  green  vines  with  their  spicy  odor- 
ous bloom  ran  riot  with  bramble  and  briar  bushes,  while 
overhead,  from  the  branches  of  the  tall  oaks,  swung  great 
festoons  of  gray  Spanish  moss  waving  in  the  balmy  air. 
What  a  contrast  this  scene  to  the  dear  plantation  home 
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of  long  ago,  when  peace,  plenty  and  contentment,  like 
guardian  angels,  folded  their  white  wings  about  it;  when  the 
old  house,  now  standing  gaunt  and  shadowy  like  some  grim 
sentinel  in  the  morning  light,  echoed  with  the  happy  boy- 
ish laughter  and  glad  songs  of  the  brave  sons  now  sleeping 
in  neglected  and  forgotten  graves  'neath  Northern  skies, 
far  from  the  sunny  scene  of  their  birth. 

The  fence  which  had  once  enclosed  the  place  had  dis- 
appeared, and  cattle  and  hogs  roamed  at  will  through  the 
spacious  grounds.  The  doors  and  window-sashes  were  all 
gone  from  the  house,  carried  away  by  thieving  hands,  and 
the  steps  that  had  led  to  the  long  broad  balconies  were 
alike  missing.  The  railing  of  the  balconies  was  broken 
and  fallen,  and  vines,  thick  and  rank,  clambered  over  the 
broken  railing  and  pillars  in  wild  confusion  as  though  they 
fain  would  shut  out  with  their  greenness  the  sight  of  the 
crumbling  decay. 

"Let  us  go  inside  of  the  old  house  and  look  at  it,  Dud- 
ley," pleaded  Mrs.  Mackenzie. 

"  My  darling,  you  must  not  go  in,"  he  cried,  aghast  at  the 
proposition.  "  Is  not  the  sight  from  without  of  its  decay 
enough  to  satisfy  you  that  the  place  is  uninhabitable?" 

"But  just  let  me  go  in  and  look  at  the  rooms  one 
moment,  dear,"  she  persisted  to  plead. 

He  answered  her  not  in  words,  but,  pushing  aside  the 
tangled  vines,  lie  lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  placed  her  feet 
on  the  creaking  planks  of  the  balcony,  and,  catching  hold 
of  the  pillar,  swung  himself  up  after  her. 

They  crossed  the  trembling  floor  of  the  old  balcony  and 
entered  a  wide,  long  hall  with  lofty  ceilings,  and  doors 
opening  on  each  side  into  large,  square  rooms,  each  pro- 
vided with  an  open  fire-place.  From  the  rooms  a  musty 
odor  sprang  out  to  meet  them,  and  bats  whirred  past  their 
heads  in  the  dim,  sepulchral  light,  and  rats  sped  hastily 
away,  frightened  at  this  intrusion  upon  what  they  con- 
sidered their  own  rightful  domains. 
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Huge  cob- webs  hung  from  the  musty  ceilings,  and  the 
wainscoting  was  streaked  and  blackened  with  age .  Truly, 
the  interior  of  the  old  house  was  a  more  discouraging  sight 
than  the  outside  had  been,  and  the  brave  heart  of  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  sank  within  her  at  the  comfortless  prospect. 

She  made  a  mighty  effort,  however,  to  conceal  her  dis- 
appointment, and  taking  the  lap  robe  of  the  buggy  from 
her  husband's  arm,  where  he  had  been  carrying  it  to  save 
it  from  the  depredation  of  the  cattle  outside,  she  spread  it 
upon  the  dirty  stairsteps,  and  sitting  down  upon  it  sat 
silently  looking  about  her  for  some  time. 

"I  believe  that  it  can  be  done,  Dudley,"  she  said,  at 
length. 

"What  can  be  done,  Nettie?"  he  asked,  starting  up 
from  the  painful  reverie  into  which  he  had  fallen. 

"This  old  house,  by  a  few  dollars  expended  in  way  of 
repairs,  can  be  made  inhabitable  and  even  comfortable." 

"Nettie,  are  you  crazy,  my  wife?" 

"No,  I  am  not  crazy,  Dudley,  and  listen  while  I  unfold 
my  plan  to  you. 

"Evidently  the  roof  of  the  building  is  whole  and  does 
not  leak,  for  the  floors  are  hard  and  sound,  thanks  to  the 
substantial  lumber  used  when  the  house  was  built.  We 
can  easily  get  cheap  doors  for  the  outside  hall  doors,  and 
window-sashes  for  four  of  the  rooms,  and  put  cheap  cur- 
tains up  to  the  inside  doorways;  then  with  a  little  paint 
and  an  abundance  of  soap  and  water  we  can  make  the  old 
house  a  very  comfortable  shelter  for  us  until  we  can  do 
better." 

"But,  see,  the  place  is  all  unclosed,  my  darling,  and 
stock  of  all  kinds  is  prowling  about  the  house." 

"It  will  not  cost  much,"  she  answered,  cheerily,  "to  get 
lumber  enough  to  enclose  the  house  and  grove,  and  Aunt 
Liza's  husband,  old  Uncle  Oal,  can  make  the  fence.  Why, 
I  even  believe  I  might  drive  a  few  nails  myself  if  I  should 
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try."  And  by  this  declaration  Mrs.  Mackenzie  succeeded 
in  doing  what  she  was  trying  to  do,  and  brought  a  smile 
to  her  husband's  sad  face. 

She  smiled  back  on  him  and  said :  "  Come,  now,  Dudley, 
cheer  up,  won't  you?  We  will  not  say  that  we  are  home- 
less as  long  as  even  such  a  refuge  as  this  old  house  offers 
us  is  ours.  See  what  nice  large  rooms,  and  such  lovely 
trees  around  the  house.  We  will  put  new  steps  tcr  the 
verandas  and  lay  new  floors,  and  you  have  no  idea  how 
nice  it  will  look  when  we  get  it  all  done." 

And  thus  the  little  woman,  who  all  her  life  had  been 
shielded  from  every  rude  blast  of  adversity  and  cankering 
care,  talked  and  coaxed  and  chided  by  turns  until  she 
gained  her  husband's  consent  to  her  practical  plan. 

Who  shall  say  that  woman  is  the  weaker  vessel? 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

LITTLE  EVA. — "  FATHER,  FORDIVE  THEM." — THE  REMOVAL 
FROM   OAK   HURST. 

After  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  left  the  old  plantation 
house,  they  drove  to  Magnolia  Centre,  and  calling  at  the 
house  of  a  widow,  a  Mrs.  Brown,  who  took  boarders  and 
lodgers,  they  engaged  board  and  lodging  for  two  weeks  for 
themselves  and  three  children,  and  then  returned  to  their 
wrecked  home  to  begin  preparations  for  their  removal. 

They  found  Mr.  Wells  standing  under  the  large  tree 
which  grew  near  the  gate  at  Oak  Hurst,  awaiting  their 
coming.  » 

He  hastened  forward  to  meet  them,  and,  as  he  assisted 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  to  alight  from  the  buggy,  he  gave  a  pity- 
ing glance  at  her  pale,  worn  face,  and  his  own  eyes  filled 
with' a  sympathetic  mist. 

"My  poor  friend,"  said  the  young  clergyman,  with  a 
voice  full  of  feeling,  "this  has  been  a  hard  trial  for  you  to 
bear." 

"  Do  not  weaken  me  by  pity,  Mr.  Wells,"  she  exclaimed, 
quickly  withdrawing  her  hand  from  his  warm,  sympathetic 
clasp;  "but  rather  help  me  to  endure,  by  bidding  me  be 
strong  and  courageous  to  meet  this  trial  with  that  true 
fortitude  becoming  a  Christian  wife  and  mother,  whose 
life,  hitherto,  has  been  singularly  blessed  by  being  exempt 
from  the  harassing  cares,  which  always  follow  in  the  wake 
of  poverty." 

"I  feel  assured  that  strength  will  be  given  you  sufficient 
unto  the  day,  and  your  help  will  come  from  a  greater 
source  than  human  aid,"  he  replied,  feelingly.' 


THE  TRAGEDIES  OF  OAK  HURST.         143 

Dr.  Mackenzie  joined  them  where  they  were  standing, 
and  the  trio  walked  together  up  the  broad  gravel  walk  and 
entered  the  house. 

Mr.  Wells  remained  with  the  family  the  rest  of  the  day, 
and  until  the  hour  of  retiring  for  the  night — and,  but  for 
the  thoughtful  kindness  of  the  young  minister  and  the 
gentle  and  forbearing  influence  he  exerted  over  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie, there  is  no  telling  to  what  lengths  the  latter's  grief 
at  his  loss,  and  deep  chagrin  and  mortification  at  having 
become  Andrews' blind  dupe,  and  his  hatred  and  anger 
toward  the  perpetrator  of  his  financial  ruin,  might  not 
have  led  him. 

They  three,  husband,  wife  and  their  visitor,  sat  that 
evening,  after  tea,  conversing  in  low  tones,  in  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie's room,  which  was  lighted  only  by  a  flickering  flame 
from  the  open  fire-place. 

A  shuffling  footstep  was  heard  in  the  hall,  and  Aunt 
Liza  tapped  at  the  door  of  the  room,  with  the  sobbing  Eva, 
arrayed  in  her  night  clothes,  in  her  arms. 

"I  can't  do  noffin  wid  Miss  Eva,"  the  old  nurse  and 
housekeeper  said,  in  reply  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  inquiring 
look.  "  She  will  not  go  to  sleep,  Miss  Nettie,  but  jest  frets 
all  de  time,  and  says  she  is  afeered  de  big,  naughty  man, 
wid  de  long  beard,  will  take  her  to  jail,  so  I  don  fotch  her 
to  you,  Miss  Nettie,  to  see  if  you  can  sorter  quiet  her. 
'Pore  little  lam.'" 

"  Leave  her  with  me,  Aunt  Liza.  Her  nerves  have 
been  fearfully  tried  to-day."  And  the  mother  took  the 
trembling  child  in  her  own  arms  and  sat  down  to  rock  her 
to  sleep.  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  the  minister  resumed  the 
conversation,  which  had  for  a  moment  been  interrupted. 

"If  I  had  lost  my  all  through  the  devastation  of  flood, 
fire,  sickness,  or  even  death,  I  could  be  resigned,  because 
I  then  might  see  the  finger  of  God  in  my  misfortune  and 
bow  in  impotent  silence  to  His  holy  will. 
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"  But,  in  the  circumstances  attending  my  loss,  I  can  see 
nothing  of  God's  working;  can  see  nothing  but  the  low 
cunning  of  an  evil  hand;  and  I  curse  myself  every  hour 
in  the  day  for  my  blind  folly  in  allowing  myself  to  be 
hoodwinked  and  victimized  by  this  designing  and  heart- 
less man,  and  I  feel  as  if  God  had  forsaken  me."  And  Dr. 
Mackenzie  left  his  chair  impatiently,  and,  with  hands 
tightly  locked  behind  his  back,  paced  the  room  with  agi- 
tated footsteps. 

"Ah,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  Mr.  Wells,  looking  after 
him  with  pitying  eyes,  "it  is  because  we  can  not  see  the 
end  of  this  that  now  looks,  to  our  human  eyes,  like  such 
a  deplorable  misfortune  that  we  stand  appalled,  and  you 
cry  out,  in  your  mind's  agony,  that  God  has  forsaken  you, 
when  no  doubt  the  sublime  mystery  of  His  Providence  is 
running  in  some  way,  not  understood  by  us,  through  this 
whole  affair,  dark  as  it  now  seems,  in  silence,  and  gives  to 
our  human  senses  no  explanation  of  itself — no  answer  to 
our  impatient  questionings." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  shook  his  head  silently  and  mournfully, 
and  the  little  child  upon  her  mother's  knee  looked  from 
one  to  the  other  in  the  room  with  troubled,  questioning 
eyes,  and  her  lips  trembled  anew  as  she  glanced  from  her 
mother's  pale,  sad  face  toward  her  father,  the  evidence  of 
whose  distress  was  so  plain  to  her  infant  eyes,  and  the 
explanation  of  which  to  her  was  such  a  mystery. 

"Mamma,"  at  length  said  the  child,  in  sweet  baby  dia- 
lect, "what  did  Jesus  say  when  the  bad,  naughty  men 
nailed  his  poor  hands  and  feet  to  the  hard,  wooden  cross?" 

"  Do  you  remember  what  he  said,  my  darling?  "  answered 
the  mother,  with  visible  emotion. 

"He  said,  ' Father,  fordive  them,  for  they  know  not 
what  they  do,'"  answered  the  child,  unhesitatingly.* 

Dr.  Mackenzie  paused   suddenly  in  his  walk  up  and 

♦This  incident  is  literally  true. 
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down  the  room,  and  turned  and  looked  at  his  little  child 
with  dry,  astonished  eyes;  and  the  mother  clasped  her 
closer  to  her  bosom,  while  Mr.  Wells  quoted,  reverently: 

"Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings!" — -  He 
turned  hastily  away,  too  overcome  by  his  emotion  to  con- 
clude the  divine  quotation;  and  upon  the  hearts  of  father 
and  mother  fell  a  holy  and  comforting  sense  of  peace,  as 
though  the  voice  of  an  angel  had  been  heard  in  their 
midst. 

The  next  day  the  Mackenzies,  taking  with  them  only 
their  trunks  and  boxes,  containing  their  books  and  pict- 
ures which  they  had  brought  with  them,  departed  from 
Oak  Hurst,  which  had  been  the  scene  of  their  misfortunes. 

How  differently  things  had  turned  out  from  what  their 
fond  hopes  had  pictured  upon  their  taking  up  their  resi- 
dence here  two  brief  years  ago.  Then  this  secluded  home, 
so  far  removed  from  the  rush  and  jostle  of  the  outside 
busy  world,  had  appeared  to  them  a  sweet  haven  of  rest, 
into  which  the  most  harassing  and  corroding  cares  of  life 
could  never  enter. 

And  now,  after  this  brief  sojourn  in  the  home  of  their 
own  choosing,  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife  looked  back,  as 
they  drove  away,  for  the  last  time  at  the  familiar  scene, 
the  large,  hospitable-looking  mansion,  with  its  rose  gar- 
den and  sheltering  trees,  as  monuments  raised  over  the 
grave  in  which  their  hopes  lay  buried,  and  the  silent  wit- 
nesses of  the  most  fiery  trials  through  which  they  had  ever 
been  called  upon  to  pass. 

Alas!  for  the  shiny  serpent  that  ever  finds  its  way  and 
trails  its  weary  length  over  every  earthly  paradise. 

The  family  had  scarcely  had  their  trunks  and  boxes 
deposited  in  the  low-ceiled,  shabby  rooms  of  their  board- 
ing-house at  Magnolia  Centre,  when  a  shuffling  step  was 
heard  in  the  hall  and  a  familiar  voice  was  heard  asking: 

"Which  des  rooms  'long  to  my  misses,  Misses  Macken- 
zie?" 
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It  was  the  step  and  voice  of  Aunt  Liza,  and  the  children 
sprang  joyfully  into  the  hall  and  fairly  dragged  the  old 
nurse  into  their  mother's  room. 

"Law,  Miss  Nettie,  honey,  is  dis  all  de  rooms  you's  got? 
Wharfs  ole  Liza  gwine  to  sleep,  Fd  like  to  know?  Out  in 
de  hall,  I  recken,"  said  old  Liza,  looking  around  her  at 
the  cramped  and  narrow  quarters  where  she  had  found  her 
beloved  mistress. 

"  Why,  Aunt  Liza,"  said  the  lady,  in  surprise  at  the  old 
nurse's  appearance;  "you  were  not  to  come/' 

"Wasn't  I?  Well,  I'se  corned  all  de  same,  Miss  Nettie, 
and,  what's  moah,  I'se  gwine  to  stay  whe'eber  you  dos. 
What's  you  and  de  chillen  gwine  to  do  widout  ole  Lize, 
I'de  like  to  know?  I  jest  been  ober  to  de  ole  Calvin  place 
wid  Cal,  and  he  say  how  nice  he  can  fix  up  de  ole  cook- 
house dar  for  him  and  me  to  lib  in,  and  he's  gwine  to  do  it 
right  off — he's  a  monstrous  handy  nigger  wid  tools,  Cal  is. 
Law,  Miss  Ebe,  le'  go  my  fingers,  honey;  you  mos'  twist 
em  off."  And  old  Liza  broke  off  from  unfolding  her  plans 
and  lifted  her  fair-haired  pet  in  her  motherly  arms. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  sat  down  upon  the  low  bed  with  its 
patchwork  covering  and  said: 

"  Liza,  I  fear  that  you  do  not  understand  our  changed 
conditions  rightly." 

"Yes,  I  dos,  Miss  Nettie,"  stoutly;  "I  'stan  how  dat  ole 
snake  Andrews  has  don  stole  ebery  ting  dat  Marse  Doctor 
had,  but  what's  dat  got  to  do  wid  me  sticking  to  you  and 
de  chillen,  I'de  like  to  know?  " 

"Liza,  you  surely  do  not  understand  that  we  are  very, 
very  poor  now,  and  shall  not  be  able  for  some  time  at  least 
to  do  by  you  as  we  have  done  in  the  past,"  replied  the  lady. 

"  Who's  talken  'bout  what  you  can't  do,  Miss  Nettie?  I'se 
not.  I  kin  tell  you  I'se  jest  studyen  what  I  kin  do  for  you 
and  de  chillen,  pore  lam's.  Ole  Liza  haint  got  a  black  heart 
if  she  has  got  a  black  skin,  neider  has  Cal.     You  tinks  we's 
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Mil  ^wine  to  'sart  you  and  Marse  Doctor  when  you's  in 
trouble,  when  you  don  been  so  kind  to  us  all  along?  No, 
jah;  we's  gwine  to  stick  close  to  you,  we  is,  and  as  fur 
stayen  ober  yandah  at  Ok  Huss  wid  its  speret  hoss  a-cdme 
snorten  up  to  de  gate,  and  wid  olegrinnin'  Andrews  comen 
to  take 'session  of  your  tings,  and  de  ones  dat  usen  to  'long 
U  my  pore,  murdered  Miss  Mercedes;  I  tells  you,  honey, 
we  aint  a-gwine  to  do  it.  I  guess  we's  free,  so  dar  now. 
You  jes  don't  fret  about  me  and  Cal,  we'll  fix  up  de  cabin, 
ttud  we  got  plenty  of  money  laid  by  in  de  ole  stocken  to 
buy  grits  and  bacon  wid,  and  I  tells  you,  honey,  we'll  be 
All  right  and  not  be  a  bit  of  trouble  to  you."  And  Aunt  Liza 
put  Eva  down  out  of  her  arms  and  began  to  move  trunks 
j*nd  boxes  about  in  her  endeavor  to  make  the  room  look 

tidy- 

"God  bless  you,  dear  Aunt  Liza,  bless  both  you  and 
Uncle  Cal  for  your  goodness  to  us,"  said  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
moved  to  tears  by  the  old  nurse's  fidelity  and  faithfulness. 

"  We's  good  to  oursel's,  honey,  we  is,"  and  Liza  chuckled 
to  hide  the  sob  that  rose  in  her  own  throat,  "for  it  would 
jes  broke  our  hearts  not  to  have  come  along  wid  you  and 
de  sweet  chillen." 


CHAPTEK  XV. 

THE    HOMELESS    FAMILY   AT  THE    DESERTED    PLANTATION 
HOUSE.— BIRTH   OF   A   BABY    GIRL. 

"  There  were  watchers  by  the  bedside 

And  silence  in  the  room; 
There  were  morning  light  and  shadow 

From  a  night  of  troubled  gloom; 
There  were  hearts  akin  to  breaking, 

There  were  souls  bowed  down  with  grief, 
There  was  drinking  deep  from  sorrow's  cup 

In  moments  all  too  brief." 

Late  on  the  afternoon  of  the  removal  from  Oak  Hurst 
Mr.  Wells'  horse  and  buggy  stood  again  in  front  of  the 
old  deserted  Calvin  mansion,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie,  with 
memorandum  and  pencil  in  hand,  was  taking  a  second 
survey  of  the  premises  inside  and  out,  making  a  careful 
estimate  of  the  cost  of  putting  the  old  place  in  a  condition 
fit  for  habitation. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  followed  in  her  husband's  footsteps, 
suggesting  this,  telling  him  to  dispense  for  the  present  with 
that,  and  by  and  by  the  task  was  ended,  and  husband  and 
wife  drove  back  to  their  humble  lodgings. 

The  next  morning,  having  ordered  material  necessary 
for  the  repairs,  Dr.  Mackenzie,  accompanied  by  a  car- 
penter whose  services  he  had  secured,  with  the  faithful 
old  Liza  and  her  husband,  repaired  to  the  old  plantation 
house,  and  the  work  suggested  by  Mrs.  Mackenzie  of 
repairing  and  renovating  commenced. 

Soon  the  large  shady  yard  was  protected  by  a  cheap, 
substantial  fence,  and  the  grounds  were  thoroughly  cleared 
of  the  rank  undergrowth  of  briar  and  bush  which  had  so 
marred  their  beauty* 
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Inside  the  house  the  walls,  which  hud  been  so  black  and 
forbidding,  shone  bright  and  fresh  from  the  coat  of  pretty, 
tinted  paint  which  Dr.  Mackenzie  himself  had  applied 
to  them.  The  missing  steps  were  replaced  by  new  ones; 
the  rickety  floors  of  the  verandas  relaid  with  stout,  polished 
plank,  and  the  broken  railings  were  righted  up  and 
mended.  The  clambering  and  matted  vines  were  trimmed 
and  trained  afresh  and  the  trees  shorn  of  many  of  their 
low  hanging  and  tangled  branches,  and  from  the  lofty 
boughs  of  a  majestic  oak  gently  swayed  a  large  swing,  as 
if  impatient  to  contribute  to  the  pleasure  of  happy  child- 
hood's sport. 

Aunt  Liza's  cabin  gleamed  white  through  the  trees  from 
the  many  coats  of  whitewash  it  had  received  inside  and 
out,  and  a  small,  new  cooking-stove  graced  the  newly-laid 
red  brick  hearth. 

The  floors  of  four  of  the  repaired  rooms  in  the  old  man- 
sion were  covered  with  new  straw  mattings,  cheap  furni- 
ture graced  the  now  pleasant  rooms,  and  the  balmy 
Southern  breeze  stealing  gently  in  through  the  unclosed 
windows  fluttered  the  white  curtains,  which,  looped  back 
with  bright  blue  ribbons,  hung  over  the  furnished  new 
panes. 

After  the  work  was  all  done  and  the  rooms  stood  ready 
to  receive  the  homeless  family,  Dr.  Mackenzie  looked 
about  him  in  wonder  at  the  change  wrought  in  the 
short  space  of  two  weeks  in  the  deserted  and  dilapidated 
home. 

One  thing  more  remained  for  him  to  do  before  bringing 
the  family  to  their  new,  and,  he  hoped,  temporary  home. 
That  was  to  order  a  month's  provisions  for  Aunt  Liza's 
larder. 

"  And  be  shore,  Marse  Doctor,  you  don't  forgit  dis  and 
you  don't  forgit  dat,"  said  the  good  old  women,  enumer- 
ating each  article  not  to  be  forgotten  upon  her  fingers. 
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<(  For  you  know,  Marse  Doctor,  honey,  dat  we  musen't  be 
pestering  pore  Miss  Nettie  bout  sech  little  tings,  no  how." 

The  Doctor  smiled  good-naturedly  on  the  thoughtful 
old  housekeeper  and  went  his  way,  and  when  he  had  ful- 
filled all  her  requests  and  paid  the  carpenter  for  his  ser- 
vices, you  may  be  sure,  dear  reader,  that  it  did  not  take 
him  long  to  count  the  balance  of  cash  remaining  in  his 
collapsed  pocket-book,  which  only  amounted  to  a  few  dol- 
lars, but  which  constituted  all  that  lay  between  his  family 
and  actual  want  until  he  could  earn  more. 

Then,  just  as  the  setting  sun  was  sending  long  arrows  of 
quivering  light  through  the  shutterless  western  windows  of 
the  old  plantation  house,  they  all  came  home.  The  chil- 
dren, too  young  to  long  be  depressed  by  any  circum- 
stances, were  laughing  and  joyous,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
looking  pale  and  tired  after  the  mile  walk,  which  she  had 
insisted  that  she  was  strong  enough  to  take,  smiled  kindly 
on  Aunt  Liza,  who  was  bustling  about  preparing  supper 
and  scolded  her  mistress  if  she  made  the  least  attempt  to 
assist  her  in  her  labor  of  love. 

"  For  you  knows,  Miss  Nettie,  chile,  dat  you  is  notable 
to  work  now,  and  Marse  Doctor  say  you  must  not 'tempt  it, 
but  jes  take  care  of  youself  till  you  gits  stronger,  pore 
lam,"  and  Aunt  Liza  hastened  out  to  call  the  children  in  i 
from  under  the  trees  to  the  ready  meal. 

The  family  gathered  in  the  little  dining-room,  with  its 
one  window,  and  square  deal-table  covered  with  a  snowy 
cloth,  its  cheap  barnished  ware  and  smoking  viands. 

They  take  their  places  around  the  table.  A  hush  falls 
on  the  children  and  the  merry  prattle  of  each  young  voice 
is  stilled,  as  with  closed  eyes  and  reverently  bowed  heads 
they  await  the  usual  table  blessing. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  swallowed  hard  to  clear  his  throat  of 
something  which  rose  there  and  stopped  his  utterance,  and 
then  began  : 

"  Heavenly  Father,  bless    this    portion    of    Thy  food, 


THE    TRAGEDIES    OF    OAK    HURST.  151 

which  is  spread  for  our  comfort.  Forgive — "  His  voice 
falters  and  breaks  and  becomes  inaudible. 

Little  Eva  from  her  father's  right  looks  up  in  surprise 
at  this  unwonted  pause,  glances  a  moment  at  his  pale  face 
and  trembling  lips,  and  then  lisped  forth  : 

"  Fordive  our  sins  as  we  f ordive  our  enemies,  and  save 
us  for  Thy  name's  sake.  ,  Amen." 

Small  wonder  that  she  should  remember  the  words  of 
prayer  she  had  heard  her  father  use  ever  since  she  could 
remember. 

(l  You  must  say  the  words  over  to  yourself,  papa,  like  I 
do  those  of  the  pretty  verses  which  Madalena  taught  me, 
and  then  you  will  not  fordet  them,"  she  said,  innocently 
and  reprovingly,  as  she  passed  him  her  plate. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  exchanged  glances  with  his  wife  across 
the  small  table;  neither  spoke,  but  the  hot  blood  which 
for  a  moment  dyed  the  father's  broad  brow  told  plainly  to 
the  loving  eyes  of  the  wife  that  the  child's  unconscious 
rebuke  had  gone  home  to  his  heart. 

Verily,  "a  little  child  shall  lead  them." 

That  night,  when  the  midnight  hour  brooded  over  the 
silent  and  lonely  place,  Aunt  Liza  was  aroused  from  her 
peaceful  slumber  to  administer  to  her  suffering  mistress, 
who  had  been  taken  suddenly  and  violently  ill.  For  hours 
the  old  nurse  stood  by  the  sufferer's  bed,  soothing  her 
agony  with  loving  hands  and  encouraging  words. 

Then,  when  the  first  rosy  banner  was  flung  across  the 
gray  eastern  horizon,  which  came  as  an  advance  signal  of 
the  majestic  approach  of  the  great  king  of  day,  lighting 
up  hill  and  dale,  and  flower  and  tree,  with  a  tender,  glim- 
mering light,  the  feeble  wail  of  a  new-born  babe  was  heard 
in  the  old  plantation  house,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie,  with  an 
agonizing  fear  brooding  over  his  sore  heart  and  blanching 
/his  anxious  face,  bent  over  the  waxen  and  almost  lifeless 
features  of  the  beloved  wife,  lying  with  closed  eyes  and 
unconscious  senses  upon  the  snowy  pillows. 
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All  that  long  and  weary  day  he  watched  beside  the 
unconscious  form,  and,  during  those  hours  of  sickening 
suspense  and  torturing  anxiety,  the  thought  came  floating 
to  his  distracted  brain  reproaching  him  for  his  weakness 
in  ever  having  yielded  to  despair  or  thought  himself 
deserted  by  God,  because,  forsooth,  such  an  insignificant 
trifle,  as  it  now  appeared  to  him,  as  the  loss  of  his  fortune 
had  fallen  to  his  lot,  while  he  was  still  blessed  with  the 
presence  of  this  loving  being  whose  soul  now  seemed  to  be 
floating  out  upon  the  ebbing  tide  of  the  great  sea  of  death 
beyond  the  clasp  of  his  clinging  arms. 


CHAPTEK  XVI. 

DANGEROUS  ILLNESS  OF  THE   MOTHER. — DEATH  OF  THE 
BABE. — DR.    MACKENZIE  TAKES  A  TERRIBLE  OATH. 

"  That  thou  mayest  pray  for  them,  thy  foes  are  given; 

That  thou  may'st  look  to  God,  I  bring  thee  pain; 
I  bring  thee  cares  that  thou  may'st  look  to  Heaven; 

I  bring  thee  fretful  friends  that  thou  may'st  train 
Thy  soul  to  patience; — what  thou  deemest  gain, 

When  closest  wreathing  chains  around  thy  soul, 
I  send  from  thine  own  bleeding  heart  in  twain, 

That  He  who  bought  may  have  thy  spirit  whole. 
Spurs  that  may  give  thee  pain  but  urge  thee  to  the  goal." 

When  we  stand  face  to  face  with  a  great,  menacing  sor- 
row, how  barren  and  loveless  life  then  appears  !  We  look 
up  at  the  heavens,  and  they  are  as  brass,  and  the  earth 
under  our  feet  is  as  wrought  iron.  We  clasp  our  hands  to 
our  throbbing  brow  and  say  over  and  over  again  that  it  is 
impossible,  we  must  dream  it,  and,  still  weeping  on  in  our 
agony,  we  say  :  "God  grant  that  it  is  not  so."  We  grope 
about  in  the  darkness  of  despair,  still  seeking  for  one  faint 
gleam  of  hope  to  penetrate  our  prison-house  of  woe,  while 
fear,  in  a  low,  hollow  voice,  is  chanting  a  perpetual  dirge 
in  our  anguished  heart. 

The  sunlight  of  that  bright  day  had  all  been  shut  out 
of  the  sick-room  at  the  old  plantation  house,  leaving  it 
filled  with  gloomy  shadows,  even  as  the  hearts  of  the 
watchers  were  filled  with  a  greater  shadow  of  fear  lest  the 
rustling  of  the  descending  death  angel's  wings,  that  now 
hung  aloft,  be  heard  in  their  midst  as  it  bore  away  in 
triumph  the  spirit  of  the  beloved  wife  and  mother.  • 

All  day  long  the  new-born  babe  sobbed  and  moaned,  and 
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when  the  hour  returned  that  had  ushered  in  its  birth, 
with  a  little  shuddering  sigh  the  tiny  spirit  took  its  flight, 
and  the  waxen  form  lay  like  an  unfolded  bud  which  had 
been  plucked  by  some  ruthless  hand  from  its  parent  stem 
unripe  to  die. 

Still  hope  canfe  not  to  the  anxious  watchers  that  the 
mother  would  survive,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  had  to  bend  his 
head  low  over  the  slightly-parted  lips  to  catch  the  faintest 
sound  of  the  fluttering  breath. 

The  cold,  waxen  form  of  the  dead  baby-girl  was  wrapped 
in  its  tiny  shroud  by  the  loving  hands  of  Aunt  Liza, 
whose  hot  tears  fell  fast  upon  the  little  dead  face,  set  in 
the  tender  smile  of  joy  which  had  taken  the  place  of  the 
look  of  pain  when  the  angels  had  borne  the  tiny  spirit 
away  from  the  scene  of  suffering,  into  which  it  was  born, 
to  fairer  realms  there  to  bloom  forever  in  the  "  garden  of 
Paradise." 

Then  she  tenderly  placed  it  in  another  room,  in  a  tiny 
casket  which  Mr.  Wells  had  brought,  and  a  few  hours 
later  the  young  clergyman,  with  an  anxious,  troubled 
look  brooding  over  his  pale  face,  stood  reading  the  burial 
services  over  the  dead  infant. 

No  one  else  was  present  except  the  child's  father,  and 
when  the  last  words  of  the  service  had  been  spoken,  Dr. 
Mackenzie  started  from  where  he  had  been  standing  with 
bent  head  and  tightly-locked  fingers,  and  demanded, 
fiercely : 

"Hold!  before  you  remove  your  holy  robes  of  priestly 
office,  hear  me  while  I  take  a  solemn  oath  ; "  and,  raising 
his  right  hand  toward  Heaven,  he  exclaimed  : 

"I  swear  here  in  the  presence  of  Almighty  God,  above 
the  ashes  of  my  murdered  child,  that  if  my  wife  dies  also, 
before  another  sun  shall  rise  and  set,  the  soul  of  Walmer 
Andrews  shall  go  to  the  hell  prepared  for  it,  sent  there 
prematurely  by  my  own  hand.     Nothing  but  the  spilling 
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of  his  vile  heart's  blood  can  in  any  way  wipe  out  the  great 
and  lasting  injury  he  had  done  me.  You  hear  me,  Mr. 
Wells  ?  I  swear  it ! "  and  his  eyes  sparkled  with  an  insane 
light. 

"For  the  love  of  God,  desist,"  cried  the  minister, 
aghast  at  the  man's  words  and  manner.  il  Your  trouble 
has  driven  you  to  temporary  madness,  or  you  would  never 
take  such  an  oath  upon  you,  which,  if  fulfilled,  will  be  to 
the  everlasting  damnation  of  your  own  soul.  Retract  this 
mad  oath,  I  implore  you,  and  be  content  to  leave  your  sor- 
rows in  the  hands  of  an  Almighty  God,  remembering  that 
vengeance  is  a  divine  prerogative  and  that  one  far  greater 
than  any  earthly  power  hath  said:  "Vengeance  is  mine, 
and  I  will  repay." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  flung  off  the  entreating  hand  impa- 
tiently, and  continued  in  a  voice  hoarse  with  passion  : 

"Dare  not  ask  me  to  wait  for  the  tardy  justice  of 
Heaven  to  avenge  my  wrongs ;  I  have  made  up  my  mind, 
and  nothing  upon  earth  can  restrain  me  from  ultimately 
carrying  out  my  purpose." 

"I  have  the  weapon  already;  have  looked  well  to  its 
primings,  and  know  how  swiftly  and  surely  in  my  hands 
it  will  do  its  work — yea,  its  double  work  of  piercing  Wal- 
mer  Andrew's  base  heart,  and  freeing  my  own  soul  from  a 
life  I  can  no  longer  endure,  if  my  wife,  my  angel  for  all 
good  and  the  mother  of  my  children,  is  brought  to  her 
grave  through  the  blows  inflicted  upon  us  by  this  vile, 
hypocritical  fiend."  His  voice  had  sunk  to  a  hissing 
whisper,  and  turning  hastily  he  left  the  room  without  one 
backward  glance,  and  with  softened  footsteps  returned  to 
the  room  of  his  apparently  dying  wife. 

With  a  heavy  heart,  Mr.  Wells,  left  alone  with  the  dead 
body  of  the  babe,  divested  himself  of  his  holy  vestments 
and,  taking  the  little  casket  in  his  arms,  noiselessly  left 
the  house. 
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He  placed  it  in  front  of  him  in  his  buggy,  which  stood 
at  the  gate,  and  drove  slowly  through  the  wooded  road 
to  the  village  cemetery. 

He  stood  with  uncovered  head  while  the  old  sexton  con- 
signed the  little  body  to  mother  earth  and  filled  up  the 
grave,  and  most  fervent  were  the  prayers  that  welled  up 
from  the  young  minister's  heart  that  the  life  of  the  mother 
might  be  spared  to  bless  her  distracted  husband.  But 
more  fervently  still  did  he  pray  that  his  poor,  afflicted 
friend  might  be  enabled  to  submit  to  the  will  of  God  if 
the  worse  should  come,  and  be  prevented  from  yielding  to 
the  awful  temptation  which  assailed  him. 

Absorbed  in  deep  thought,  he  drove  back  through  the 
lengthening  evening  shadows  to  the  old  house,  and  enter- 
ing on  tiptoe  he  paused  at  the  door  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie's 
room. 

The  door  stood  slightly  ajar,  and  pushing  it  open  he 
entered  so  noiselessly,  that  the  pale  watcher  kneeling  beside 
the  bed  with  his  fingers  pressed  upon  the  white  wrist  of 
the  sufferer  did  not  hear  him  until  he  stood  by  his  side  in 
the  darkened  room.  Then,  as  Dr.  Mackenzie  looked 
up  with  wild,  haggard  eyes,  he  whispered  : 

"How  is  she  ?"■ 

"  There  is  no  change,"  was  the  short  and  almost  sullen 
answer. 

Mr.  "Wells  stood  a  few  moments  looking  silently  down 
upon  the  white,  set  features  of  the  woman  over  which  the 
ashy  hue  of  death  seemed  to  be  creeping,  and  then  quitted 
the  room  as  noiselessly  as  he  had  entered. 

As  he  passed  the  door  of  Madalena's  room  he  heard  the 
sound  of  sobbing  within,  and  opening  it  he  found  Ernestand 
Madalena  sobbing  in  each  other's  arms.  He  went  in  and 
spoke  a  few  comforting  words  to  the  terrified  children,  and 
then  full  of  another  purpose  he  left  the  house  and  made  his 
way  to  Aunt  Liza's  cabin. 
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The  sun  had  set  and  a  few  pale  stars  were  looking  down 
through  the  purple  twilight,  and  a  gentle  breeze,  as  if  in 
sympathy  with  the  sorrowing  scene  within  the  old  house, 
was  sighing  dismally  through  the  old  oak  trees. 

He  found  Aunt  Liza  seated  in  her  cabin  with  the  golden- 
haired  Eva  nestled  in  her  arms.  Mr.  Wells  was  a  great 
favorite  with  the  old  nurse,  who,  as  soon  as  she  caught 
sight  of  the  minister,  came  hastily  forward,  still  holding 
the  child  clasped  to  her  bosom. 

"Oh,  Marse  "Wells/*  she  cried,  with  a  voice  broken  and 
tremulous  with  grief,  "  has  you  come  to  tell  me  my  dear 
lam'  is  no  moah  ?  Oh  Lawd,  have  mercy  upon  my  poor  ole 
soul."  And  she  burst  into  tempestuous  weeping,  at  which 
the  little  child  in  her  arms,  not  understanding  what  the 
grief  was  about,  began  to  dry  her  nurse's  tears  with  her 
chubby  hand,  and  beg  her  not  to  cry. 

"  Calm  yourself,  Aunt  Liza,"  said  Mr.  Wells,  soothingly 
and  kindly,  "your  beloved  mistress  is  still  alive,  but  I 
want  you  to  put  Eva  down  and  come  out  in  the  yard  with 
me  a  few  moments,  I  have  something  which  I  want  to  say 
to  you  alone. " 

Aunt  Liza  wiped  her  eyes  upon  the  corner  of  her  clean 
checked  apron,  and  putting  her  charge  down  upon  the 
cabin  floor  said,  tenderly  : 

"Dar,  my  lam',  run  and  talk  to  Uncle  Oal  till  Aunt 
Liza  comes  back,  she  won't  be  gone  long,  honey." 

Old  Oal,  who  was  sitting  on  a  rude  bench  in  the  clean 
cabin  with  his  grizzly  head  bent  low  in  sympathetic  grief 
at  his  master's  sorrow,  took  the  child  upon  his  knee,  and 
the  old  nurse  and  Mr.  Wells  left  the  cabin  together. 

They  walked  some  distance  from  the  house  and  paused 
beneath  the  wide-spreading  branches  of  an  oleander  tree, 
and  Mr.  Wells  turned  his  pale,  anxious  face  toward  his 
companion,  and  startled  her  nearly  out  of  her  wits  by  ask- 
ing. 
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"Aunt  Liza,  can  you  tell  me  where  Dr.  Mackenzie 
keeps  his  pistol  ?  " 

"Good  Lawdy,  me,  Mr.  Wells,  honey,  what  you  ask  me 
dat  fo'  ?  Do  you  wants  to  git  de  pistol  to  kill  somebody 
wid,  and  you  preacher,  too  ?  Haint  we  don  had  trouble 
enough  dat  you  wants  to  make  moah  ?  Oh  Lawd,  what  am 
dis  world  a-comen  to  ?  "  And  Aunt  Liza  rolled  her  eyes  in 
consternation  and  alarm. 

"  It  is  to  save  trouble,  and  not  to  make  it,  Aunt  Liza, 
that  I  want  to  get  possession  for  a  few  days  of  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie's pistol,"  replied  Mr.  Wells,  assuringly.  "So  you 
must  trust  me  in  this,  and  if  you  know  where  the  pistol 
is,  get  it  for  me  at  once,  and  without  the  knowledge  of 
any  one  but  us  two,  and  not  speak  of  it  afterwards  to  any 
one,  nor  ask  me  any  questions  about  it. 

"  Will  you  do  this  for  me,  Aunt  Liza?  Remember  that 
it  is  for  your  dear  master  and  mistress'  good,  as  well  as 
for  the  good  of  the  poor  children  who  may  so  soon  be  left 
motherless,  and  for  the  happiness  of  us  all,  that  I  ask  this 
favor  of  you." 

Aunt  Liza  stood  for  a  moment  silently  cudgeling  her 
brain  for  a  solution  to  the  minister's  mysterious  words  and 
manner,  and  failing  in  this,  and  at  the  same  time  remem- 
bering Mr.  Wells'  assertion  that  she  was  asked  to  do  this, 
and  comply  with  his  request  unquestioningly  and  silently, 
for  the  good  of  her  dear  master's  family,  replied  solemnly: 

"Will  de  Lawd  help  us  pore  miserble  sinners!  Let  me 
see,  whar  do  Marse  Doctor  keep  his  pistol?  Usum  to  keep 
hit  in  de  drawah  of  his  i  skrutoh  '  ober  at  Oak  Huss,  but 
whar  do  he  keep  it  now?"  And  Aunt  Liza  scratched  her 
woolly  head  under  her  red  turban  in  perplexing  thought. 
"  Oh! " — brightening  up  with  a  sudden  remembrance — 
"  I  know  now  whar  I  seed  it  de  night  de  pore  little  baby  was 
born.  I  seed  hit  lying  in  hits  case  in  de  topmos'  buro 
drawah  in  Miss  Nettie's  room,  but  I  believes,  Marse  Weill, 
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that  Marse  Doctor  keeps  dat  drawah  locked,"  she  added, 
doubtfully 

"  Well,  you  go  very  quietly  into  your  mistress'  room, 
Aunt  Liza,  and  if  you  possibly  can  do  so  without  being 
discovered,  bring  me  the  pistol  in  its  case.  I  will  wait 
here  for  you.  Have  no  fears,  Aunt  Liza,  you  shall  get  into 
no  trouble  about  it  whatever  happens.  I  pledge  you  my 
word  that  you  shall  not  be  blamed.  Go  now  and  do  as  I 
bid  you." 

The  twilight  had  deepened  into  darkness  while  this  con- 
versation between  the  minister  and  the  old  nurse  took 
place,  and  the  old  woman,  marveling  greatly  in  her  simple 
heart  what  Mr.  Wells  could  mean  by  this  unusual  and 
earnest  request,  left  him  standing  in  the  darkness,  and 
went  slowly  and  wonderingly  to  the  house. 

When  she  reached  the  steps  of  the  veranaa  she  slipped 
off  her  shoes  and  made  her  way  noiselessly  in  her  stocking 
feet  to  her  mistress'  room. 

All  was  still  as  death  within  the  old  house.  The  two 
elder  children  had  been  carried  off  by  Mrs.  Green,  a  kind 
neighbor,  to  spend  the  night  at  her  house,  and  not  a  soul 
remained  in  the  old  plantation  house  except  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie and  his  unconscious  wife. 

The  old  nurse  paused  by  the  bed  of  her  mistress,  and 
looked  with  streaming  eyes  from  the  white,  still  face  upon 
the  pillows  into  that  of  the  anxious  watcher  who  knelt 
there  counting  the  feeble  heart-beats  of  the  beloved 
sufferer,  with  a  look  of  agonizing  fear  pinching  his  fine 
features. 

" Marse  Doctor,  how  is  she?  How's  my  poor  lam?"  she 
whispered. 

He  did  not  hear  the  old  nurse's  anxious  question,  or  if 
he  did  he  paid  no  heed  to  it,  and  after  waiting  a  few 
minutes  for  her  master  to  reply  old  Liza  bethought  her- 
self of  the  errand  upon  which  she  had  come,  and  turned 
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slowly  away  from  the  bed  and  walked  softly  to  the  bureau, 
which  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  large  room. 

To  her  joy  she  found  the  drawer  in  which  she  had  seen 
the  pistol  partly  open  and  the  unclosed  pistol  case  lying  in 
full  view,  with  the  silver-mounted  weapon  gleaming 
brightly  against  the  dark  leather  background  of  the  case. 

Aunt  Liza  stood  irresolutely  dusting  the  top  of  the 
bureau  with  her  gingham  apron  and  eyeing  the  coveted 
prize  while  she  thus  communed  with  herself: 

"  Mus'  I  tech  hit?  Oh,  my  Heabenly  Fader,  hit  do  lool 
like  stealing  hit  do,  for  me  to  take  pore  Marse  Doctor's 
pistol,  and  he  dat  confusticated  wid  grief  dat  his  pore 
heart  mos'  broke.  What  can  Marse  Wells  want  wid  der  pis- 
tol ?  I  clar  f o'  goodness  dis  pore  old  nigger  don't  know 
which  way  to  turn  fo'  de  best;  but  Marse  Wells,  he  say 
how  he  mus'  hab  de  pistol  for  de  good  ob  all — my  Heab- 
enly Mastah,  what  mystrys  white  fo'ks  do  hab  nohow.  Mus* 
I  take  hit?  Yas,  I  mus'.  Marse  Wells  say  so  and  I  mus'. 
But,  Lawd,  do  tek  de  sponsibility  off  dis  pore  old  sinner." 

She  put  out  her  hand  quickly  to  close  the  case,  and  the 
voice  of  Dr.  Mackenzie  fell  on  her  startled  ear. 

"  What  are  you  doing,  Liza?" 

She  closed  the  drawer  hastily  and  guiltily  and  walked 
toward  the  bed. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  had  risen  from  his  knees  by  the  bedside 
and  had  gone  to  a  side-table,  where  he  stood  dropping  a 
colorless  liquid  from  a  bottle  into  a  spoon,  and  had  for  the 
first  time  noticed  the  presence  of  the  nurse  since  her 
entrance  into  the  room  nearly  half  an  hour  since. 

"I  was  only  gwine  to  git  some  clothes  for  Miss  Ebe, 
sah,"  she  said,  coming  up  to  him  and  speaking  in  a  whis- 
per, and  exclaiming  mentally  at  the  same  time:  "Oh, 
Lawd,  f orgib  dis  pore  old  nigger  for  lying,  ca'se  hit  all 
'long  on  'count  Marse  Wells  sayin'  hit  am  for  de  good  ob 
all." 
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"Turn  up  the  lamp  wick,"  was  all  he  said. 

She  turned  up  the  wick  of  the  bedroom  lamp  upon  the 
table  into  a  bright  flame  and  followed  her  master  and 
helped  him  to  administer  the  medicine  he  had  prepared  to 
the  unconscious  sufferer  who  swallowed  it  but  gave  no 
signs  of  returning  consciousness,  and  the  husband  handed 
the  nurse  the  spoon  and  again  took  up  his  watch  by  the 
bedside. 

"Shall  I  go  now,  sah,  to  little  Ebe?"  she  whispered. 

"Yes,  go!"  he  answered. 

"An'  mus'  I  get  her  clothes  from  de  buro,  sah?"  she 
asked,  hesitatingly. 

"Certainly,"  he  answered,  briefly. 

She  went  back  to  where  the  bureau  stood,  opened  a 
lower  drawer  and  tuok  out  some  tiny  garments;  then,  cast- 
ing a  furtive  glance  over  her  shoulder  to  where  the  silent 
watcher  sat  with  his  back  turned  toward  her,  she  stealth- 
ily opened  the  top  drawer,  cautiously  closed  the  pistol 
case,  and,  wrapping  the  garments  which  she  held  in  her 
hand  around  it,  she  withdrew  the  case  from  the  drawer, 
closed  it,'  softly  turned  the  key  and  noiselessly  left  the 
room. 

She  found  Mr.  Wells,  eagerly  awaiting  her  coming, 
where  she  had  left  him  standing. 

"Did  you  succeed,  Liza?"  he  asked,  in  an  eager  whis- 
per. 

"  Yas,  honey,  I  deeded;  har  it  am,"  handing  him  the 
case  with  a  trembling  hand;  "but good  Lawd,  Marse  Wells! 
hit  do  look  wicked  to  steal  like  dat,  I  'clar  fo'  goodness 
hit  do,  sah." 

"Your  action  was  not  a  wicked  one,  Aunt  Liza,"  he 
returned,  soothingly;  "and  you  would  say  yourself  that 
it  was  not,  were  you  able  to  understand  my  design  in  prompt- 
ing you  to  do  what  you  have  done;  but,  as  you  can  noi 
understand,  you   must  simply  trust  me  when   I  tell  you 
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hat  you  have  done  no  wrong,  and  keep  your  promise  tj 
me  to  let  this  matter  remain  a  secret  between  us." 

"Dat  I  will,' sail,"  she  answered,  reassured  by  his  ear 
nest  words. 

"I  shall  remain  with  Dr.  Mackenzie  all  night,"  contin-' 
ued  Mr.  Wells,  "  and  you  may  tell  Uncle  Oal  to  come 
and  drive  my  horse  around  to  the  stable.  If  you  have  anj 
meal  to  spare,  give  him  some  for  his  supper;  if  not,  jus] 
unharness  him  and  give  him  water  and  put  him  in  the 
stable." 

The  old  woman  disappeared  under  the  gloomy  shadow* 
of  the  trees,  and  Mr.  Wells  walked  down  to  the  gate, 
where  his  horse  and  buggy  stood,  and  placing  the  pistol 
case  in  the  box  under  the  seat  of  the  buggy,  he  took  a  ke| 
from  his  pocket  and  locked  it  securely. 

Then,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand  and  his  auburn  hail 
tossed  back  by  the  cool  breath  of  night,  which  fell  caressj 
ingly  upon  his  heated  brow,  he  went  slowly  back  to  th| 
house  and  again  entered  the  sick-room. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

MRS.  MACKENZIE'S   RECOVERY.^HALCOT  CAMDEN"   DOES 
NOT  FORGET   HIS   FRIENDS.-— MRS.    PHILLIPS. 

"  Cometh  sunshine  after  rain; 
After  mourning  joy  again  ; 
After  heavy,  bitter  grief, 
Dawneth  surely  sweet  relief  ! 
And  the  soul  who  from  its  height 
Sunk  to  realms  of  woe  and  night, 
Wingeth  now  to  heaven  its  flight." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  did  not  die,  but  for  many  a  long  week 
the  frail  existence  hovered  on  the  border  land  which 
divides  time  from  eternity. 

During  all  those  days  of  painful  suspense  and  wearing 
anxiety,  Dr.  Mackenzie  kept  the  vow,  made  over  the  coffin 
of  his  child,  fresh  in  his  heart.  The  subject  was  never 
referred  to  again  between  himself  and  Mr.  Wells,  who  was 
his  daily  companion  during  the  long  illness  of  his  wife 
that  followed. 

It  was  a  great  relief  to  Mr.  Wells'  mind,  however,  dur- 
ing the  long  torturing  hours,  when  the  feet  of  the  sick 
woman  had  wandered  down  to  the  very  brink  of  the  river 
of  death  and  paused  irresolutely  there,  to  know  that  the 
weapon  upon  which  Dr.  Mackenzie  depended  to  help  him 
fulfill  his  rash  oath  was  placed  beyond  his  reach. 

That  the  man  would  attempt  to  do  as  he  had  sworn  to 
do,  Mr.  Wells  could  not  doubt,  as  he  watched,  while  the 
wife's  life  trembled  in  the  balance,  the  firm,  determined 
lines  deepen  around  his  mouth,  and  saw  within  the  dry, 
haggard  eyes  the  same  light  that  had  shone  in  them  when 
the  oath  was  taken. 

168 
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Then,  when  the  joyful  days  of  convalescence  came,  and] 
the  expression  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  face,  which  had  so  sorely 
troubled  his  friend,  had  changed  to  one  of  tender  happi- 
ness, he  brought  the  pistol  back  to  the  old  house  and 
placed  it  in  the  delighted  Liza's  hands,  with  the  injunction 
that  she  should  embrace  the  first  opportunity  to  replace  it 
carefully  where  she  had  found  it.     - 

" Thank  de  Lawd  fo'  dat,"  cried  the  old  nurse,  whose 
conscience  had  never  been  at  rest  since  the  night  she  had 
purloined  the  weapon  from  her  master's  drawer. 

That  afternoon  when  the  invalid  was  enjoying  the  balmy 
air  and  the  warm  spring  sunshine,  seated  in  an  easy  chair 
upon  the  veranda,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  had  gone  to  M.ag- 
nolia  Centre,  the  pistol,  enclosed  in  its  case  and  securely 
hid  from  sight  in  the  ample  pocket  of  Aunt  Liza's  home- 
spun frock,  was  brought  into  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  room  by 
the  old  nurse  and  deposited  where  she  had  found  it,  and 
Dr.  Mackenzie  never  knew  that  the  glittering  toy  which 
he  had  thought  was  lying  within  his  reach  and  toward 
which  his  anguished  eyes  had  wandered  many  a  time  in 
those  terrible  hours,  as  his  only  real  friend,  was  not  there 
at  all,  but  was  lying  safely  locked  in  a  trunk  which  stood 
in  Mr.  Wells'  study. 

And  now  came  the  bitter  hand  to  hand  struggle  with 
poverty  for  our  friends,  the  Mackenzies. 

There  was  nothing  left  for  the  husband  and  father  to  do 
but  to  open  a  small  office  at  Magnolia  Centre  for  the  prac- 
tice of  his  profession.  Dr.  Armstrong  had  long  been  the 
only  medical  practitioner  of  the  place,  but  he  had  grown 
old  and  gladly  resigned  the  field  to  this  new  aspirant. 

But  Magnolia  Centre  was  a  healthy  town,  and  the  Doc- 
tor's practice  was  anything  but  a  lucrative  one. 

Before  this  misfortune  had  come  upon  them,  it  had  been 
planned  by  the  parents  that  this  year  Ernest  was  to  be  sent 
away  to  college,  and  their  inability  to  carry  out  this  design 
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Was  perhaps  the  most  bitter  drop  in  the  cup  of  gall  from 
which  the  parents  had  to  quaff,  but  there  was  no  help  for 
it,  and  Ernest  was  placed  in  the  inevitable  office  of  a  cotton 
and  commission  merchant. 

It  was  a  great  and  sore  disappointment  to  the  ambitious 
lad,  but  he  accepted  the  inevitable  with  the  manliness 
characteristic  of  him  and  betook  himself  to  his  new  duties 
without  murmuring.  His  thirst  for  learning,  however, 
was  not  quenched,  and  every  hour  that  he  could  spare  from 
his  business  duties  was  devoted  to  his  studies. 

Meanwhile,  Halcot  Camden  had  returned  from  Europe 
with  his  bride,  and  the  two  had  commenced  housekeeping 
in  a  pretty,  new  cottage  at  Magnolia  Centre,  and  Mr.  Cam- 
den had  again  taken  up  the  practice  of  law.  Great  was 
that  warm-hearted  young  man's  distress,  when  he  had 
returned  to  his  Southern  home,  to  hear  of  the  misfortune 
of  his  friends,  the  Mackenzies,  but  he  proved  himself  no 
summer  friend  alone,  and  now  that  it  lay  in  his  power  to 
assist  the  kind  friends  who  had  done  so  much  for  him,  his 
greatest  pleasure  lay  in  coming  to  their  relief  in  every 
possible  way. 

When  Mrs.  Mackenzie  protested  against  his  offers  of 
generosity,  he  would  laughingly  repeat  her  own  words  to 
her,  which  she  had  said  to  him  upon  the  memorable  morn- 
ing upon  which  the  young  Spaniard,  Senor  De  Soto,  had 
taken  leave  of  Oak  Hurst: 

"  What  are  we  placed  upon  this  earth  for  but  to  assist 
our  fellow-creatures  and  be  encouraged  by  them  when  our 
own  hour  of  sorrow  and  need  comes." 

"  You  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  did  far  more  for  me  than  I 
shall  ever  be  able  to  repay,  and  now  when  I  want  to  assist 
the  little  I  can  in  educating  Ernest  and  Madalena,  you 
demur  at  accepting  my  offer  because,  forsooth,  you  can  not 
see  your  way  clear  to  repaying  me.  Who  ever  heard  of 
such  an  insult  ?"  And  Halcot  wrung  his  hands  together  and 
mimicked  a  tragic  air. 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie  laughed  outright  at  the  odd  figure  he 
cut,  and  he  continued: 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  if  you  value  my  friendship  or 
that  of  my  sweet  Millie's,  you  will  not  say  me  nay  in  this, 
but  will  promise  to  send  Ernest  to  my  office  every  evening 
to  let  me  assist  him  with  his  studies,  and  in  a  year  or  so, 
when  you  are  ready  to  send  him  to  college,  you  will  see 
that  he  has  lost  nothing  by  the  delay,  but  will  be 
classed  as  high  as  if  he  had  gone  at  the  time  when 
you  intended  to  send  him,  and  you  must  send  Mada- 
lena  to  my  house  for  several  hours  each  day  so  that 
Millie  may  assist  her  with  her  drawing,  French  and 
music;  she  is  so  anxious  to  have  her  come.  What  did  you 
say,  Mrs.  Mackenzie?  Oh,  I  know  what  you  said,  mon 
amis;  you  said  that  it  should  be  as  Millie  and  I  wish,  did 
you  not?" 

Mrs  Mackenzie  laughed  again  at  the  light-hearted,  boy- 
ish young  man's  words  and  manner,  and  then  promised 
that  it  should  be  as  he  wished  if  Dr.  Mackenzie  gave  his 
consent. 

"Dr.  Mackenzie's  consent,  indeed;  trust  me  for  that, 
petite  mere,"  he  answered,  laughingly.  "I  had  his  con- 
sent before  I  sought  yours." 

Mr.  Camden  snatched  up  his  hat  and  ran  laughingly 
down  the  steps,  before  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  time  to  reply, 
and  almost  ran  against  a  short,  dumpy,  female  figure, 
dressed  in  the  stiffest  silk,  and  upon  whose  bonnet  and 
neck  appeared  ribbons  of  all  the  hues  of  the  rainbow.  He 
raised  his  hat  apologetically  and  passed  out  of  the  small, 
white  gate,  and  the  new  caller  ascended  the  steps  and 
knocked  loudly  with  her  knuckles  upon  the  front  door. 

The  door  was  opened  by  Mrs.  Mackenzie  herself,  who  | 
looked  for  a  moment  with  surprised  eyes  upon  her  caller, 
and  then  politely  invited  her  to  enter. 

She  rustled  in  and  sank  puffingly  upon  a  cane  rocking 
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shair  in  the  bare  parlor,  and  unfurling  a  large,  elaborate 
feather  fan,  began  to  fan  her  red  and  heated  face. 

The  caller  was  a  Mrs.  Phillips,  who  lived  at  Magnolia 
Centre,  and  whose  husband  had  suddenly  risen  from  a  life- 
Long  poverty,  by  a  lucky  dealing  in  real  estate.  Mrs. 
Phillips  had  called  upon  the  Mackenzies  when  they  had 
first  come  to  Oak  Hurst,  but  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  whose  rule 
was  to  always  choose  her  own  acquaintances,  had  never 
returned  the  call. 

"  Dear  me,"  ejaculated  the  visitor,  as  she  swayed  her  fan 
and  rustled  her  silk,  "what  a  come  down  to  be  shore. 
Jest  think  of  leavin'  that  fine  place,  with  all  its  rich  f  urni- 
toor  and  silver  plate,  and  comin'  down  to  this,  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie; I  don't  see  how  you  could  ha'  stood  it;"  and  the 
caller  elevated  her  pug  nose  in  the  air  and  looked  about  her 
with  disdainful  eyes. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  flushed  hotly,  but,  making  no  reply  to 
her  caller's  comments,  said,  simply: 

"I  hope  your  family  is  well,  Mrs.  Phillips." 

"Oh,  yes;  right  well — all  but  the  baby,  and  she's  that 
cross,  there's  no  livin'  with  her,  and  them  oudacious  nig- 
gers is  that  trifling  that  they  ain't  worth  their  salt,"  and 
Mrs.  Phillips  laid  down  her  fan  and  drew  off  her  glove  and 
began  to  turn  her  diamond  rings  upon  her  short,  thick 
fingers,  and  flash  them  admiringly  in  the  rays  of  the  morn- 
ing sun  which  came  shimmering  in  through  the  parted 
muslin  curtains. 

"I  am  sorry  that  the  baby  is  not  well,"  replied  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  sympatnetically. 

"Yes,  pore  little  thing,  and  that's  my  business  here  this 
morning.  The  niggers  don't  take  half  keer  of  the  pore 
baby,  and  my  time  is  so  taken  up  with  society  and  making 
dooty  calls,  that  I  thought  as  how  you  would  be  glad  to  get 
a  good  home  for  Madalena,  I'd  take  her  for  a  nuss  and  give 
her  plenty  of  good  common  vitals  to  eat  and  plenty  of  good, 
strong  clothes  to  wear  " 
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Mrs.  Mackenzie  sprang  to  her  feet  in  amazement,  and  the 
hot  tide  which  had  mounted  to  her  brow  receded,  leaving 
her  face  pale  as  ashes.  Before  she  could  speak  the  door 
flew  open,  and  the  fair-haired  Madalena,  clothed  in  a 
summer  dress  of  some  fleecy,  white  material,  stood  before 
them. 

"Good-morning,  Madalena,"  said  the  caller,  extending 
her  hand,  "  we  was  jest  a-talking  about  you.  Come  here, 
and  let  me  take  a  good  look  at  yon,  and  tell  me  how  you'd 
like  to  come  and  live  'long  with  me,  in  my  big  house,  and 
be  the  nuss  for  my  little  Alvina.  Be  a  heap  nicer  'en  liven 
in  this  ole  tumble-down  rat-hole.     Wouldn't  it,  honey?" 

Madalena  stood  staring  at  the  woman,  whom  she  could 
not  remember  of  ever  having  seen  before,  with  eyes 
dilated  in  wonder  and  astonishment. 

f<Oome  on,  honey,  don't  be  bashful.  I'm  not  a  bit 
stuck  up  if  I  do  dress  fine,"  and  Mrs.  Phillips  chuckled  at 
the  idea. 

"  Madalena,"  said  the  mother,  in  a  low,  firm  voice, 
"Mrs.  Phillips  must  excuse  you;  go  at  once  to  your 
room." 

"Why,  mother,  what  does  she  mean?"  cried  the  girl, 
looking  from  the  overdressed,  tawdry-looking  woman  into 
her  mother's  pale  face. 

"  Never  mind  what  she  said,  my  darling,  but  do  as  I  bid 
you  and  go  to  your  room." 

The  girl,  with  another  frightened  look  at  the  visitor, 
obeyed,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  turning  to  Mrs.  Phillips, 
said,  with  what  composure  she  could  summon  to  her  aid: 

"Your  offer  is  kindly  meant,  no  doubt,  Mrs.  Phillips, 
but  you  are  mistaken  in  your  surmises  that  we  would  let 
Madalena  go  from  home  to  live." 

"Won't  let  her  go  from  home  to  live,"  echoed  Mrs. 
Phillips,  in  a  high,  screeching  voice.  "  Is  she  any  better 
than  her  brother,   and  ain't  he  gone  to  work  for  Mr, 
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Flemming  at  the  cotton  house?  Come  now,  Miss 
Mackenzie,  don't  go  to  putten  any  foolish  notions  in 
Madalena's  head;  remember  that  you'r  pore  now  and  sech 
highty-tighty  notions  don't  become  you." 

"Excuse  me,  Mrs.  Phillips,  for  not  discussing  this  sub- 
ject with  you,  and  believe  me,  once  for  all,  when  I  say 
that  we  can  never  let  Madalena  go  from  home  to  live 
while  she  is  still  a  child,"  replied  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  trying 
hard  to  hold  her  temper  in  hand,  which,  had  it  got 
the  better  of  her,  would  have  had  the  effect  of  her  showing 
her  ill-bred  caller  to  the  door  instanter. 

V  Well,  how  are  you  going  to  live,  I'd  like  to  know,"  said 
the  w oman,  coarsely,  "  if  you  are  all  too  proud  to  work;  I've 
heard  'em  say  that  Dride  and  poverty  always  goes  to- 
gether." 

"Mrs.  Phillips,  I  must  wish  you  good  morning,"  said 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  laying  her  hand  upon  the  door-knob. 

"Good  morning  is  it?"  replied  Mrs.  Phillips,  rising 
from  her  chair  and  rustling  her  silk  toward  the  door  in 
high  dudgeon.  "Well,  I've  only  done  my  duty  and  I 
'spose  you're  mad  about  it.  Well,  if  you  come  upon  the 
town  don't  say  that  I  didn't  try  to  help  you.  I'm  a  Chris- 
tian lady,  I  am,"  and  she  waddled  down  the  walk  and 
climbed  into  her  waiting  phaeton  and  drove  away. 


CHAPTEE  XVIII. 

BLACK   PRINCE. 

After  the  hall  door  closed  with  a  loud  bang  upon  the 
retreating  form  of  the  indignant  Mrs.  Phillips,  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie dropped  into  a  chair,  hardly  knowing  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry  at  the  woman's  impertinence. 

She  knew  full  well  the  many  grievous  trials  in  store 
for  them  from  the  changed  circumstances  of  life  into 
which  they  had  been  so  suddenly  plunged,  but  that  any 
one  should  be  coarse  and  unfeeling  enough  to  insult 
them  as  Mrs.  Phillips  had  done  had  never  once  occurred 
to  her  mind,  even  in  her  hours  of  deepest  depression. 

But,  after  all,  she  reasoned  to  herself,  what  does  it  sig- 
nify? Can  a  woman  of  Mrs.  Phillips'  stamp,  one  so  ut- 
terly unrefined  and  devoid  of  the  finer  feelings  which 
would  prompt  a  true  lady  to  respect  the  wounds  of  an 
unfortunate  neighbor,  insult  us  in  our  poverty  ?  I 
think  not.  Then  the  woman  may  really  have  been  actu- 
ated by  what  she  termed  her  "  Christian  dooty;"  if  so,  the 
act  could  be  set  down  to  her  ignorance.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  visit  had  been  made  for  the  purpose  of  taunting 
and  insulting  them  because  of  their  changed  conditions, 
then  she  herself  would  rise  superior  to  the  insult,  and  have 
strength  of  character  sufficient  to  ward  off  the  intended 
blow,  and  let  it  fall  harmlessly  upon  the  air. 

She  was  interrupted  in  her  thoughts  by  the  entrance 
of  Dr.  Mackenzie,  who  came  in  looking  better  for  his 
brisk  walk  in  the  open  air,  but  who  frowned  slightly  as 
he  inquired  :  "  What  did  that  woman  want  here  ?" 

il  Who,  Mrs.  Phillips  ?"  she  asked,  innocently. 

"Yes;  I  met  her  driving  away  from  the  gate  as  I 
came  up." 
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"  Oh,  she  came  to  make  a  call,"  she  answered,  evasively. 

ie  I  hope  that  you  did  not  encourage  her  overtures  of 
friendship,  Nettie,  for  we  can  still  claim  the  privilege  of 
choosing  our  own  companions,  and  we  want  none  of  Mrs. 
Phillips'  style,  her  money  notwithstanding." 

"1  do  not  think  she  will  call  again,"  she  answered 
quietly,  and  smiling  inwardly  as  she  thought  what  his  rage 
would  be  did  he  know  upon  what  errand  Mrs.  Phillips  had 
really  called.  But  she  would  not  mention  it  to  him,  and 
must  caution  Madalena  not  to  do  so;  for,  did  he  not  have 
enough  to  bear  without  being  annoyed  by  what  she  had 
fully  made  up  her  mind  to  consider  an  insignificant  trifle? 

"  But  what  brought  you  home  this  time  of  day,  Dudley  ?" 
she  asked,  remembering  that  he  usually  did  not  return 
from  his  office  until  he  came  to  the  6  o'clock  dinner. 

"  Oh,  I  had  almost  forgotten,"  he  answered,  brightening 
up  and  drawing  a  letter  from  his  pocket  as  he  spoke.  (C  I 
have  brought  you  some  news.  Here  is  a  letter  from  our 
old  friend,  Ex- Governor  Thayer,  of  Tennessee,  who  came 
to  Florida  a  few  weeks  since  on  a  pleasure  trip,  and  who 
has  been  taken  sick  at  Tampa.  He  knew  that  we  were 
living  at  Magnolia  Centre,  and  intended  to  make  us  a 
visit  upon  his  return  trip,  but  being  overtaken  by  illness 
he  is  detained  at  Tampa,  and  writes  for  me  to  come  if 
possible  and  take  charge  of  his  case;  as  I  was  his  family 
physician  for  so  many  years,  he  has  more  confidence  in 
my  skill  than  he  could  have  in  that  of  a  stranger;  so,  my 
dear,  if  you  will  put  a  few  things  in  my  portmanteau  while 

1  attend  to  some  other  preparations,  I  shall  be  off:  by  the 

2  o'clock  stage." 

«  Why,  it  is  nearly  a  hundred  miles  from  here,  ie  it  not?  " 
she  asked,  when  she  had  recovered  from  the  surprise  of  the 
news. 

"Yes,  and  the  worst  of  it  is  the  whole  way  must  be 
traversed  by  stage,  and  it  will  be  a  tedious  journey.     But 
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1  must  not  let  that  hinder  me  from  responding  to  my  old 
friend's  call;  but  we  shall  have  to  hurry/'  drawing  out  his 
watch  as  he  spoke  and  glancing  at  it;  "  it  is  nearly  noon 
now." 

"  But  the  money  necessary  for  the  expense  of  the  journey, 
Dudley?"  she  said,  flushing  anxiously. 

He  laughed  and  drew  a  roll  of  bills  from  his  vest  pocket, 
saying: 

"That  was  the  perplexing  question  which  was  vexing 
my  Drain  after  I  read  the  letter  and  was  walking  from  the 
post-office  back  to  my  office,  for  I  had  not  a  dollar  in  my 
pocket,  and  how  was  the  journey  to  be  made  without 
money?  I  felt  blue  enough,  I  assure  you,  but  when  I 
reached  the  office  I  found  Mr.  Green  awaiting  my  return. 
He  had  called  to  pay  his  bill,  which  amounted  to  thirty-five 
dollars,  and  the  delight  which  must  have  shown  in  my 
face  as  he  handed  me  the  money  certainly  must  have 
made  my  patron  think  that  I  needed  it  badly.  I  will  take 
enough  of  it  for  my  journey,  and  leave  you  the  balance  for 
household  expenses." 

"And  to  think  that  we  could  not  sleep  last  night  for 
worrying  over  the  question  of  '■  Where  is  the  next  dollar 
coming  from  with  which  to  keep  the  wolf  at  bay?'"  she 
said,  with  tears  of  thankfulness  in  her  eyes,  as  she  took  the 
money  he  proffered  her. 

"  Which  proves,  my  dear,"  he  answered,  feelingly,  "  that 
one-half  the  burdens  we  bear,  are  bred  by  the  lack  of  a 
patient,  child-like  trust  in  the  tender  care  of  the  Great 
Father  who  sent  manna  to  the  children  of  Israel  in  their 
distress,  and  food  by  the  ravens  to  his  prophet  Elijah." 

Then  he  turned  away  and  began  preparations  for  his 
journey,  and  an  hour  later  he  kissed  his  wife  and  little 
girls  good-bye,  and  with  his  portmanteau  in  his  hand,  and 
light  overcoat  on  his  arm,  trudged  off  on  foot  to  meet  the 

2  o'clock  stage  at  Magnolia  Centre,  which  was  to  take  him 
to  the  distant  bedside  of  his  sick  friend. 
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"Mamma,  mamma,  Black  Prince  has  tome  home/' 
fairly  screamed  little  Eva  next  morning  after  her  father's 
departure,  as  she  rushed  into  her  mother's  room  almost 
breathless  with  delight. 

"  What  does  the  child  mean?  "  asked  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in 
wonder,  as  she  looked  from  Eva's  flushed  and  happy  face 
into  that  of  Aunt  Liza's,  who  had  followed  the  little  girl 
quickly  into  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  room. 

"She  means  dat  Marse  Doctor's  hoss,  Black  Prince,  has 
don'  come  home,  Miss  Nettie,"  replied  Aunt  Liza,  rolling 
the  whites  of  her  eyes  in  pleased  surprise.  "  Dis  mawnin, 
when  Cal  got  up,  jes  at  break  of  day,  what  do  he  see  but  a 
hoss  and  buggy  standen  hitched  down  at  de  gate.  'Won- 
der what  dat  means,'  says  Cal  to  me,  as  he  hurried  down 
to  see  ef  he  knowed  whos  hoss  it  was,  when,  lo  and  behol', 
Miss  Nettie,  dar  stood  Black  Prince  a-champen  his  bits  and 
a-pawen  de  ground,  and  a-wickering  wid  delight  when  he 
seed  ole  Cal  a-comen.  Yas,  dar  he  stood,  all  nice  and  shiny, 
wid  a  bran-new  harness  on,  and  hitched  to  Marse  Doctor's 
own  buggy  which  he  had  at  Oak  Huss.  Cal  he  jump  into 
de  buggy  and  drive  him  round  to  de  cabin  doah  and  say, 
'  Lookee  liar,  ole  ooman,  what  dis  mean?' " 

""■'I doan  know,  nigger,' says  I,  as  I  went  out  and  'gan  to 
pat  Prince,  who  rubbed  his  soft  nose  agin  my  cheek,  I 
'clare,  Miss  Nettie,  like  he  war  kissen  me.  I  went  and  got 
him  a  lump  of  sugah  and  he  lick  it  out  ob  my  hand  like  he 
usen  to,  and  I  tole  Cal  to  take  him  out  and  tie  him  to  the 
hitchen  pos'  until  you  got  up;  and  when  Miss  Ebe,  she  come 
a-runnen  down  to  de  cabin  and  seed  Black  Prince  stan'en 
in  de  yard,  she  jes'  screamed,  she  was  so  tickled  to  see 
Black  Prince,  and  I  'clare  fo'  goodness,  Miss  Nettie,  hit  war 
enough  to  make  anybody  cry  to  see  dat  pore  little  chile 
a-lubin  dat  hoss,  and  he  a-holden  his  head  down  so  she 
could  reach  him.     Do  come  and  see  him,  Miss  Nettie." 

And  Mrs.  Mackenzie  hurriedly  followed  Eva  and  Aunt 
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Liza  out  into  the  back  yard,  where  Black  Prince  stood 
with  his  glossy  coat  shining  in  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun. 

( '  Dis  is  what  I  found  tied  to  de  bridle  ob  Black  Prince, 
Miss  Nettie,"  said  old  Oal,  coming  out  of  his  cabin  and 
walking  down  where  the  lady  stood  caressing  the  horse 
with  her  soft,  white  hands. 

He  handed  her  a  card  to  which  was  attached  a  slender 
blue  ribbon  and  upon  the  white  surface  of  which  was 
written : 
"To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie: 

"  Will  you  kindly  accept  this  horse  and  buggy  as  a  slight  token 
ol  the  love  and  gratitude  of  your  friends? 

"Halcot  and  Millie  Camden." 

"The  dear  children,"  murmured  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  as  her 
eyes  overflowed  with,  feeling  at  this  fresh  evidence  of  the 
undying  friendship  of  the  dear  young  couple,  who  were 
doing  all  in  their  power  to  help  smooth  the  rough  path 
into  which  the  feet  of  their  friends  had  wandered.  Then 
she  added,  "  Surely  it  is  worth  while  to  suffer  from  the  cruel 
hand  of  adversity,  when  it  brings  such  noble  friends  a* 
these  to  the  front." 

Uncle  Oal  pulled  his  forelock  and  scraped  his  right  fool 
backward,  and  said,  politely  but  anxiously  : 

"What  am  hit,  Miss  Nettie,  what  do  de  card  say?" 

"It  says,  Uncle  Oal,"  she  answered,  aroused  from  nei 
reverie  by  his  words,  "  that  the  horse  and  buggy  are  now 
your  master's  and  no  one  can  take  them  away  from  him." 

"And  is  de  mortgage  lifted,  Miss  Nettie?"  he  cried,  in 
delight. 

"Yes,  Oal,  there  is  no  mortgage  on  him  now,  nor  never 
will  be  again,"  she  answered,  reassuringly;  "you  can  put 
him  in  the  stable  and  take  care  of  him  just  as  you  used  to." 

"Tank  de  Lawd  for  dat,  Miss  Nettie  ! "  he  exclaimed,  in 
delight.  "  Now  Marse  Doctor  will  not  hab  to  walk  where 
eber  he  go.     Hit  did  go  so  to  my  heart  to  see  him  taken 
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dem  long  walks  ebery  day,  and  he  looken  so  white  and 
solmcoly ;  and  dat  ole  thief  Andrews  staven  round  in  de 
buggy  he  had  jes  as  good  as  stole  from  my  po'  massa." 

Uncle  Cal  turned  away  to  take  the  horse  to  the  stable, 
and  Eva,  who  had  stood  by  and  heard  the  conversation 
between  her  mother  and  the  old  man,  trotted  after  him  ; 
and  as  he  untied  the  horse  from  the  post  she  put  her 
soft  arms  around  the  animal's  neck,  who  bent  his  noble 
head  in  lamb- like  docility  for  the  caresses  of  the  child, 
and  kissing  him  on  the  white  star  which  shone  on  his 
glossy  black  forehead  said,  gently: 

"  Our  own  dear  Black  Prince  tome  home  to  stay  forever, 
and  not  a  cent  of  mortgage  on  him." 

After  breakfast  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  Prince  again  put  to 
the  buggy,  and  she  drove  to  Woodbine  Cottage,  which  was 
the  home  of  Halcot  Camden  and  his  sweet  young  wife. 

The  young  lawyer  had  just  passed  out  of  the  gate  to  go 
down  town  to  his  office  as  Mrs.  Mackenzie  drove  up. 

He  hastened  forward  to  meet  her,  doffing  his  hat  and 
extending  his  hand  to  the  lady  in  polite  and  cordial  greet- 
ing. 

"  Oh,  Halcot ! "  she  began,  but  a  sob  swelled  in  her 
throat  and  stopped  her  voice,  and  her  eyes  overflowed 
with  tears  of  gratitude. 

The  young  lawyer  turned  his  face  partly  aside  to  hide 
his  own  rising  emotions,  and  then  managed  to  say,  bro- 
kenly : 

"There,  please  don't,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ;  only  make  Millie 
and  me  happy  by  saying  that  you  accept  our  little  gift, 
and  then  promise  me,  if  you  love  us,  never,  never  to  men- 
tion the  circumstance  again. 

"There,  there,  we  will  not  oe  thanked,  will  we,  Millie  ?" 
appealing  to  the  slight  girlish  figure  which  had  left  the 
cottage  and  came  tripping  down  to  the  gate,  where  her 
husband  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  were... 

"Indeed,  we  will  not!"  she  cried,  pushing  back  the 
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bright  rings  of  hair  with  a  plump  white  hand,  which  the 
wind  had  blown  about  her  fresh  young  face  ;  then  climb- 
ing into  the  low  phaeton,  she  stopped  Mrs.  Mackenzie's 
words  with  a  kiss,  and  taking  up  the  reins,  said  : 

"Now,  Halcot,  run  and  open  the  avenue  gate  like  a  good 
boy,  and  I  will  take  Mrs.  Mackenzie  up  to  the  house,  and 
she  will  take  a  cup  of  tea  with  us." 

"She  must  promise  first  to  do  as  I  requested,"  he  said, 
laughingly,  as  he  laid  a  detaining  hand  on  the  bridle  of 
Black  Prince. 

"She  will  promise  ;  I  "know  she  will,"  said  little  Millie. 
' i  You  will,  won't  you,  dear  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ?  "  looking 
appealingly  up  into  the  visitor's  face  as  she  spoke. 

"  Yes,  dear ;  I  will  promise  if  you  wish  it,"  the  lady 
answered,  gently;  "but,  remember,  your  kindness  will 
not  go  unrewarded." 

"  We  do  not  want  any  reward  other  than  the  happiness 
of  seeing  you  and  the  Doctor  the  owners  of  this  rig  again," 
put  in  Halcot,  hurriedly.  "  There,  Jet,  drive  on  and  I 
will  open  the  gate." 

And  the  young  man  turned  back  to  the  house  and 
spent  a  pleasant  hour  with  his  wife  and  their  caller ;  and 
when  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  again  seated  in  the  phaeton, 
with  Black  Prince  headed  for  the  old  plantation  house, 
her  heart  swelled  with  thankfulness  over  the  priceless  jewel 
she  possessed  in  the  tried  and  true  friendship  of  this 
charming  young  couple.  How  gladly  would  she,  with 
her  own  weak  hands,  have  strewn  their  life's  pathway  so 
thickly  with  flowers  that  all  the  rough  places  and  thorns 
should  be  hid  that  had  so  cruelly  bruised  her  own  tender 
feet  as  she  journeyed  onward. 

But,  alas  !  alas  !  it  might  not  be,  for  to  every  life  must 
come  the  refiner's  fire,  the  hours  of  sorrow  and  bitter 
travail,  to  fit  the  soul  to  shine  with  undimmed  lustre  in 
the  glorious  immortal  galaxy  formed  by  the  great  Crea- 
tor's hand. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

MADALENA. 

Two  years  had  passed  away  since  the  incidents  related  in 
our  last  chapter.  During  that  time  the  Mackenzies  had 
struggled  bravely  on,  fighting  against  discouragements, 
buffeting  with  the  heavy,  dark  waves  of  adversity  which 
ever  and  anon  swept  over  their  defenseless  heads. 

To  say  that  the  hearts  of  these  people  never  knew  de- 
spair, and  that  their  weary  feet  never  faltered  while  travers- 
ing the  rough,  stony  highway  into  which  their  lines  had 
fallen,  would  be  to  endow  them  with  attributes  something 
more  than  human. 

Poverty  is  a  hard  and  cruel  task-master,  and  fortunate 
is  he  who  can  endure  the  galling  yoke  of  this  pitiless  tyrant, 
and  still  maintain  his  self-respect  and  keep  his  faith  in 
God's  goodness  and  wisdom  in  all  things  inviolate. 

Thus  it  was  with  the  Mackenzies.  They  "were  cast 
down  but  not  forsaken,"  and,  although  the  petty  and 
harassing  cares  of  every-day  life,  during  these  never-to-be- 
forgotten  years  of  adversity,  had  streaked  the  heads  of  both 
Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife  with  silver,  and  added  many  a 
line  to  their  care-worn  faces,  still  they  had  cowered  not,  but 
with  the  watchword  e(  Ne  cede  malis"  written  in  indeJible 
characters  upon  their  hearts,  they  nobly  breasted  the  storm, 
and  not  only  maintained  their  own  self-respect,  but  had 
won  the  respect  of  all  who  knew  them. 

True,  there  were  a  few  people  at  Magnolia  Centre,  who 
once  had  been  only  too  glad  to  number  themselves  among 
the  friends  of  the  Mackenzies  of  Oak  Hurst,  who  now 
passed  them  with  only  a  cold  nod  of  recognition,  if  they 

177 


178  THE   TRAGEDIES    OF   OAK   HURST. 

noticed  them  at  all.  But  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
happily  for  their  peace  of  mind,  were  so  constituted,  that 
they  could  smile  into  each  other's  eyes  over  the  intended 
slight,  and  think  that  their  misfortune  brought  one  bless- 
ing with  it,  if  no  more.  The  blessing  of  knowing  the  true 
friends  from  the  false  ones. 

Perhaps  the  hardest  task  of  .all  fell  to  the  lot  of  the 
gentle,  loving  mother,  when  Madalena,  now  a  tall  girl  of 
thirteen  years,  would  come  home  from  church  or  some 
merry-making,  where  she  had  met  the  young  companions 
of  her  own  age,  with  a  discontented,  unhappy  look  upon 
her  fair  young  face,  which  would  often  culminate  in  a 
flood  of  tears,  because  her  own  frock  had  not  been  as  new 
or  as  fine  of  fabric  as  that  of  her  playmates. 

"But,  my  darling/' the  mother  would  say,  as  she  took 
the  sobbing  girl  into  her  arms,  "your  dress  was  neat  and 
tasty,  and  quite  as  good  as  your  parents  can  afford.-" 

"  But,  mamma,  I  should  be  so  happy,  and  so  proud,  if  I 
could  have  a  new  summer  silk,  like  Alice  Gray  or  Dora 
Andrews  has." 

"To  be  proud  of  one's  clothing,  Madalena,  is  not  only 
wicked,  but  it  is  the  height  of  vulgarity.  Think  of  Mrs. 
Phillips,  and  how  you  laughed  at  seeing  her  admire  her 
dress  and  her  bracelets  as  she  was  walking  on  the  street 
the  other  day.     She  is  proud  of  her  clothing." 

Madalena  hid  her  blushing  face  upon  her  mother's 
bosom  and  made  no  answer,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  con- 
tinued : 

"  My  little  girl,  let  your  companions  see  that  it  is  not 
necessary  to  wear  costly  garments  in  order  to  be  a  lady. 
Understand  me,  my  darling,  a  girl  or  woman  may  wear 
rich  and  costly  apparel,  and  be  a  noble  woman  and  true 
lady;  but  she  may  wear  a  penny  print,  and  be  a  noble 
woman  and  a  true  lady,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  still. 

"  Strive,  my  darling,  to  attain  that  nobleness  of  charac 
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ter  that  ever  characterizes  the  true  gentlewoman,  what- 
ever her  conditions  or  surroundings  may  be,  and  you  will 
have  something  far  more  to  be  desired  than  worldly 
wealth,  and  something  that  the  world  can  never  deprive 
you  of.  You  will  then  realize  how  foolish  and  wicked 
those  envious  tears  you  are  now  shedding  were." 

We  have  given  this  little  incident,  not  so  much  to  show 
some  of  the  trials  which  fell  to  the  lot  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
as  to  reveal  to  the  reader  the  wise  and  gentle  training 
which  developed  Madalena  Mackenzie's  character  into  that 
of  the  noble  woman  she  afterwards  became. 

But  a  rift  in  the  dark  cloud  of  ill-fortune,  which  had 
obscured  the  sun  of  prosperity  from  Dr.  Mackenzie  for  so 
long,  came  at  last,  and  in  a  very  unexpected  manner, verify- 
ing the  old  truism,  <c  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters  and 
it  shall  return  after  many  days,"  and  at  the  same  time 
unraveled  the  mystery  of  the  Oak  Hurst  tragedy,  which, 
until  this  time,  had  remained  unexplained. 

It  was  a  lovely  May  day.  Nature  was  in  her  most  lova- 
ble mood.  A  soft  breeze  laden  with  the  perfumes  of  the 
Magnolia  blossoms,  the  petals  of  which  shone  pearly  white 
against  a  background  of  dark,  glistening,  green  foliage, 
stirred  gently  the  tall  blades  of  grass  growing  by  the  road- 
side. The  sky  was  pearl-like  and  pure  as  an  opal,  yet 
bright  with  delicate,  shifting,  fleecy  clouds  that  formed 
themselves  into  fantastic  shapes  and  floated  airily  away. 
The  sun  shone  with  a  mellow  radiance;  a  soft,  blue,  misty 
smoke  hung  over  the  distant  pines,  while  a  shower  of 
melody  rained  from  the  trees  on  every  side,  from  the  Grod- 
inspired  birds  which  rapturously  sang  their  tender  love- 
songs. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  sat  by  the  open  window  of  her  room  in 
the  old  plantation  house.  She  held  her  sewing  in  her 
hands,  but  both  hands  and  work  lay  idly  in  her  lap,  while, 
with  every  sense  attuned  to  the  beauty  of  the  day,  she 
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looked  without  upon  the  peaceful  scene  with  eyes  that 
never  grew  weary  while  contemplating  the  beauty  and  sub- 
limity of  nature. 

The  old  house  was  still  and  deserted  by  all  save  Aunt 
Liza,  who  crooned  a  sleepy,  monotonous  melody  as  she 
went  gentlv  about  her  household  tasks  with  soft  padding 
footsteps. 

A  horse  and  carriage  stopped  at  the  white  gate.  It  was 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  who  quickly  alighted,  and,  after  securing 
Black  Prince,  who  was  growing  old  and  fat  and  lazy,  to 
the  hitching-post,  came  hurriedly  up  the  walk. 

"  Perhaps  he  has  come  to  take  me  out  driving/'  thought 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  going  hurriedly  out  to  meet  her  husband. 
But  when  she  came  face  to  face  with  him  on  the  portico 
steps,  she  saw  that  he  looked  pale  and  excited. 

"  The  children,"  she  gasped,  in  alarm. 

"The  children  are  all  right,  little  mother  hen,"  he 
answered,  laughing  at  her  scared  face. 

"  But  you  bring  bad  news  of  some  kind." 

"Bad  news,"  he  repeated.  "Have  I  then  got  to  be 
such  a  bird  of  ill-omen  that  I  can  bring  nothing  except 
bad  news?    Come  into  the  house  and  you  shall  see." 

He  led  the  way  and  she  followed  wonderingly. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  took  off  his  hat  and  wiped  the  perspiration 
from  his  heated  brow  with  his  white  pocket  handkerchief 
and  said: 

"After  1  had  left  the  little  girls  at  school  this  morning, 
and  made  the  only  two  calls  I  had  to  make,  I  thought  I 
would  come  home  and  take  you  out  for  a  drive,  and  had 
even  turned  my  horse  homeward,  when  I  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  I  had  not  called  at  the  post-office.  But  it  makes 
little  difference,  thought  I,  for  often  I  do  not  get  any  mail 
except  the  newspapers:  however,  I  turned  back,  and  this 
is  what  I  received." 

He  placed  a  large,  white,  oblong  envelope,  which  he  had 
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drawn  from  his  pocket  while  speaking,  into- his  wife's 
hands,  who,  looking  with  puzzled  eyes  at  the  strange  hand 
of  the  superscription  and  foreign  post-mark,  said: 

"What is  it,  Dudley,  and  who  is  it  from?" 

"Open  it  and  see,"  was  all  he  said.  She  hastened  to 
obey  and  drew  the  thick,  white  sheets  from  the  envelope 
and  unfolded  them. 

As  she  did  so  a  thin,  bluish-white  strip  of  paper  fell  from 
their  folds  and  fluttered  to  her  feet  like  a  white  dove. 

She  stooped  and  picked  it  up  with  fingers  that  trembled 
with  excitement,  and  gave  it  a  hasty  glance. 

Pen  can  not  depict  her  astonishment  when  she  saw  that 
the  piece  of  paper  she  held  in  her  trembling  hand  was  a 
check  of  ten  thousand  dollars  drawn  on  the  Bank  of 
Madrid,  Spain,  in  favor  of  Dudley  Mackenzie,  M.  D.,  of 
Magnolia  Centre,  Fla.,  U.  S.  A. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

FERNANDO   DE   SOTO'S   CONFESSION. 

Had  Mrs.  Mackenzie  stood  face  to  face  with  a  disem- 
bodied spirit,  she  could  not  have  gazed  upon  it  with  more 
wonder  and  awe,  even,  than  that  with  which  she  now  stood 
looking  at  the  harmless  bit  of  paper  she  held  in  her  hands. 

Her  eyes  dilated  with  amazement,  and  her  voice  refused 
to  obey  her  will.  She  must  be  dreaming,  she  thought,  and 
she  would  soon  awake  to  laugh  over  this  strange  phantasm 
which  had  swept  over  her  brain. 

Bat  not  so;  the  mellow  May  sunbeams  were  streaming 
in  through  the  parted  muslin  curtain  of  the  window  in 
her  room  and  lay  in  a  burnished  shaft  of  brightness  upon 
the  straw  matting  at  her  feet.  In  her  left  hand  she  held 
the  unfolded  sheets  of  paper  with  the  envelope  her  husband 
had  given  her;  this  was  all  tangible,  and,  oh,  there  he  stood 
regarding  her  with  calm,  curious  eyes.  It  was  not,  then,  all 
a  dream — nothing  but  a  dream! 

"  Oh,  Dudley,  what  does  it  mean?"  she  at  length  found 
voice  to  gasp  forth. 

"  Have  you  noticed  the  signature  attached  to  the  check?  " 
he  inquired,  calmly. 

She  looked  again;  "Fernando  De  Soto,"  she  read,  in  a 
voice  that  sounded  far  away  to  her  own  ears. 

' '  Fernando  De  Soto,"  he  repeated  after  her.  "  Do  you 
not  remember  that  as  the  name  of  the  young  Spaniard  whom 
we  found  lying  nigh  unto  death  in  the  deserted  cabin,  and 
brought  to  Oak  Hurst,  where  he  lay  for  so  many  weeks? 
Or  have  the  trying  events  through  which  we  have  passed 
since  then  entirely  obliterated  his  name  from  *your 
memory?" 
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"  Oh,  nothing  could  ever  make  me  forget  that  circum- 
stance or  the  sad  face  of  that  poor,  unhappy,  young  man  as 
I  last  saw  it,"  she  replied,  feelingly,  while  a  mist  suffused 
the  brightness  of  her  eyes,  as  the  door  of  memory  swung 
backward  and  revealed  the  young  Spaniard  as  he  had 
looked  on  the  bright  spring  morning  long  ago,  when  he 
bade  her  farewell  and  called  down  God's  blessing  upon  her 
and  hers. 

(i But  what  of  him,"  she  continued;  "and  why  has  he 
sent  you  this  money?"  reverting  to  the  check  she  held  in 
her  hand. 

"You  shall  hear,"  he  said,  as  ne  took  tne  manuscript 
fromJier. 

He  sat  down  in  the  large  arm-chair,  took  off  his 
spectacles,  polished  them  for  a  moment  upon  his  pocket 
handkerchief,  and  then  arranged  the  closely-written  pages 
ready  for  reading. 

She  sank  upon  an  ottoman  at  his  feet,  and  looked  up  at 
him  with  eager,  curious  eyes,  while  he  read: 

Madrid,  Spain,  March  18,  18—. 
My  dear  and  never  forgotten  friends  and  benefactors,   Senor   and 

Senora  Mackenzie: 

Last  night  as  I  tossed  restlessly  upon  the  hot  pillows  of  my 
couch,  praying,  praying,  praying  for  the  peace  that  never  comes, 
my  beloved  Mercedes  came  to  me;  not  with  the  sad,  sorrowful 
reproachful  eyes,  with  which  she  always  appears  to  me,  but  with  a 
kind,  pitying,  forgiving  look  upon  her  angelic  face,  and  she  bade  me 
write  this  confession  to  you,  and  promised  me  that  then  the  long- 
sought-for  and  long  denied  peace  would  descend  and  abide  with  my 
tortured  soul. 

Ah,  dear  Senor  and  Senora,  I  know  you  will  say,  as  others  have 
done,  that  the  angel  visitant  which  comes  floating  each  night  upon 
the  midnight  air  to  the  side  of  my  sleepless  couch  is  but  the  phan- 
tasm of  a  diseased  brain.  Let  them  think  so;  why  should  I  try  to 
convince  them  of  their  error,  when  my  time  upon  earth  is  drawing 
so  near  to  a  close,  and  so  long  as  I  myself  know,  within  my  heart  of 
hearts,  that  the  disembodied  spirit  of  my  murdered  love  does  visit 


184  THE    TRAGEDIES    OF   OAK    HURST. 

me,  nightly,  and  has  never  failed  to  make  her  presence  tangible  to 
me  since  the  day  when  the  murderous  bullet  pierced  her  pure,  young 
heart? 

It  is  in  compliance  with  her  bidding,  as  I  have  already  said,  that 
I  write  you  this  confession.  At  its  close,  will  you  judge  me  as 
harshly  as  I  judge  myself,  and  as  others  would  judge  my  one  act  of 
madness,  were  they  to  know  all;  or,  will  you,  like  Mercedes,  pitying, 
loving  spirit,  think  of  what  I  have  suffered,  and  forgive  me? 

Once  upon  a  time,  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  agone,  in 
sunny  Spain  lived  three  happy,  romping  and  care-free  children  at 
the  home  of  Don  Juan  De  Soto.  The  eldest,  by  a  year  or  two,  was 
the  old  Don's  only  son,  Leon  De  Soto.  The  second,  a  charming, 
laughter-loving  child  of  ten  years  of  age,  Mercedes  De  Soto,  the 
adopted  daughter  of  Don  De  Soto;  and  the  third,  myself,  one  year 
the  girl's  senior,  and  nephew  and  ward  of  the  old  Don,  at  whose 
home  we  lived. 

Looking  back  now  at  these  long-vanished,  happy  years,  I  can  not 
recall  the  time  when  I  did  not  love  the  little  Mercedes.  From  the 
day  that  she  had  been  brought,  a  solemn  little  child  of  six  years, 
whose  tiny  frock  was  heavily  trimmed  with  crepe,  into  my  uncle's 
house,  and  had  been  presented  to  Leon  and  myself  as  our  adopted 
sister,  whom  we  were  to  love  and  protect  always,  did  my  whole  heart 
go  out  in  adoring  worship  to  this  tiny  orphaned  creature,  who  looked 
up  into  my  face  from  beneath  a  mass  of  blue-black  curls,  with  the 
pathetic  look  of  those  soulful  eyes,  the  memory  of  whose  light  has 
never  forsaken  me;  sleeping  or  waking,  in  sorrow  or  gladness  in  }'"- 
— ah,  in  death,  that  light  still  shines  for  me,  like  a, beacon  of  hope, 
placed  upon  the  evergreen  shores  of  eternity,  to  guide  my  sinking 
spirit  triumphantly  across  the  dark  water,  which  divides  that 
heavenly  land  from  this. 

Three  happy,  happy  years  of  our  childhood  were  spent  together. 
Oh,  the  happy  hours  when  I  used  "to  carry  her  fairy -like  form  in 
my  strong  arms  up  and  down  the  flower-decked  walks  of  the  garden 
of  my  uncle's  villa,  or  seat  her  upon  a  flower-covered  throne,  which 
I  had  erected  for  her,  and  crown  her  beautiful  head  with  wreaths  of 
immortelles,  and  then  throw  myself  on  the  grass  at  her  feet,  and 
look  up  at  her  as  the  queen  of  my  life. 

I  never  cared  for  the  company  of  other  children  whom  my  uncle 
would  invite  '.  to  visit  us.  If  I  could  only  have  my  little  love,  as  I 
called  her  in  my  heart,  I  was  supremely  content.  My  uncle  often 
chided  me  for  what  he  termed  my  morose  selfishness,  and  Leon 
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complained  that  I  kept  the  little  Mercedes  apart  from  the  other 
children.  Ah,  little  did  they  dream  of  the  fierce  jealousy  which, 
even  then,  burned  in  my  young  breast,  lest  some  one  should  deprive 
me  of  my  priceless  jewel. 

When  Mercedes  had  attained  her  tenth  year  we  were  all  sent 
away  to  distant  schools;  Mercedes  was  placed  in  the  convent  of 
"  The  Sacred  Heart,"  at  Seville.  My  cousin  and  myself  were 
entered  as  students  at  a  celebrated  college  in  France,  and  my  uncle 
left  his  native  land  and  removed  to  the  Island  of  Cuba.  Boy 
though  I  was,  I  thought  that  the  parting  with  Mercedes  would 
kill  me;  but  my  uncle's  will  was  law,  and  with  a  heart  sick 
with  the  sense  of  the  long  separation  from  my  idol,  I  bade  her 
farewell,  and  departed,  in  company  with  my  cousin  Leon,  for  France. 
Ten  long  and,  to  me,  weary  years  had  winged  their  flight  into 
eternity  before  the  family  was  reunited.  Then,  having  all  finished 
our  education,  we  joined  my  uncle  at  his  new  home  in  Cuba. 
I  had  thought  Mercedes  lovely  as  a  child,  but  now  the  beauty  of 
her  glorious  young  womanhood  charmed  and  entranced  me,  until  I 
was  fairly  intoxicated  with  her  loveliness.  She  must  be  my  wife,  I 
said  to  myself  whilst  walking  alone  up  and  down  the  garden  Walk  of 
my  Uncle's  home  under  the  star-lit  sky  on  the  night  after  my  arrival. 
I  would  move  heaven  and  earth  to  win  her,  and  I  knew  no  such  word 
as  fail.  I  had  reached  my  majority  and  had  come  into  a  splendid 
fortune.  My  wealth,  my  heart,  my  life  I  would  lay  at  her  feet. 
Her  love  was  all  that  I  needed  to  make  this  earth  a  heavenly  Para- 
dise. Win  this  I  must.  To  win  this  I  would  barter  my  very  soul's 
salvation.  And  win  it  I  would.  I  swore,  with  my  lips  pressed  to  the 
ebony  crucifix  that  I  always  wore  about  my  person,  and  I  called  upon 
the  silent  stars  that  seemed  to  look  coldly  down  upon  me  from  the 
ethereal  dome  above,  that  nothing  in  heaven  or  hell,  or  upon  earth, 
should  thwart  my  purpose.     But  "Xa  Gente  Toney  Bios  Dispone." 

I  will  not  ask  the  dear  Senor  and  Senora  to  go  back  with  me  into 
the  hell  I  traversed  for  the  following  three  months.  How  I  wooed 
her,  how  I  pleaded  and  prayed,  and  begged  for  the  love  that  was  not 
hers  to  give  me,  is  written  upon  my  heart  in  characters  of  living 
flame.  She  was  very  gentle,  very  patient  with  my  passionate  outbursts, 
which  only  made  me  love  her  the  more,  and  that  I  could  not  arouse 
one  responsive  chord  of  love  in  her  gentle  heart,  drove  me  to  mad- 
ness. Then,  suddenly,  like  the  scales  fell  from  the  eyes  of  the  blind, 
man  of  old,  the  fact  burst  upon  me,  to  make  deeper  my  torture,  that 
she  loved  my  cousin.    I  went  boldly  to  her  and  accused  her  of  her 
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love  for  Leon.  She  blushed  vividly  and  hung  her  head  while  her 
bosom  swelled  for  a  moment  tumultuously  with  sobs.  Then,  raising 
her  head,  she  looked  full  into  my  pale  face  with  her  soulful  eyes  and 
answered,  gently: 

"  Dear  Fernando,  it  is  so;  I  do  love  Leon  and  will  be  his  wife. 
Do  you  not  see  now  that  your  pleading  is  useless?  You  have  always, 
been  to  me  like  a  dear,  dear  brother,  and  shall  ever  be  this.  Oh, 
'Nando,  be  a  man,  won't  you,  dear,  and  accept  the  inevitable?  You 
will  soon  forget  this  insane  passion  and  find  some  one  for  your  wife 
far  worthier  than  I." 

For  a  moment,  earth,  sea  and  sky  swam  before  my  eyes  and  then 
mingled  together  in  chaotic  confusion.  My  blood  coursed  through 
my  brain  like  lightning  and  sounded  in  my  distracted  ears  like  a 
death  knell  sounding  a  requiem  to  all  my  fond  hopes.  She  came 
nearer,  I  felt  her  balmy  breath  upon  my  cheek;  felt  my  cold,  almost 
lifeless,  hands  taken  in  her  own  soft,  warin  palms.  The  soft  touch 
brought  back  my  bewildered  senses,  and  made  me  realize  the  depths 
of  dark  despair  into  which  her  gently -spoken  words  had  plunged  my 
soul.  With  a  wild,  hoarse  cry,  I  flung  her  soft,  clinging  hands  from 
mine,  like  they  had  been  the  slimy  folds  of  some  poisonous  reptile, 
and  fled  from  her  presence.  The  following  twenty-four  hours  will 
ever  remain  a  blank  in  my  memory.  "When  consciousness  returned, 
I  found  myself  on  an  outgoing  vessel  with  my  passage  paid  to  Gibral- 
tar. In  my  wild  delirium,  I  had  sought  the  ship  and  taken  passage 
on  her,  not  knowing  nor  caring  where  I  went. 

In  my  broken-hearted  and  mad  frenzy,  I  traveled  everywhere; 
plunging  into  the  most  reckless  and  dangerous  dissipation,  and 
undertaking  the  most  hazardous  exploits,  hoping  thus  to  end  a  life 
the  very  existence  of  which  was  a  horrible  nightmare.  People 
looked  curiously  upon  me  as  I  passed  along  the  streets,  and  little 
children  shrank  from  my  presence  in  affright 

At  the  end  of  two  years,  I  returned  to  my  Uncle's  home  in  Cuba. 
I  came  suddenly,  without  any  warning,  and  the  old  Don  looked 
upon  me  as  one  risen  from  the  dead.  I  only  lingered  one  night  under 
his  roof,  and  having  learned  from  the  old  butler,  who  looked  at  me 
with  tears  of  pity  standing  in  his  kind  old  eyes,  that  his  young  mis- 
tress had  married  my  cousin,  Leon  De  Soto,  and  had  gone  with  him 
to  his  home  in  Florida,  a  wild  desire  took  possession  of  my  mad 
bra.n  to  behold  her  as  wife  in  the  home  of  my  rival. 

Oh,  God!  Why  did  not  thy  kind  pitying  angels  hold  me  back 
from  this  fresh  torture  I  was  about  to  inflict  upon  my  already 
lacerated  and  bleeding  heart. 
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Upon  reaching  Cedar  Keys,  I  disguised  myself  as  a  fisherman, 
and  placed  a  pair  of  smoke-colored  glasses  upon  my  eyes.  I  took  the 
cars  and  started  for  Magnolia  Centre,  having  learned  from  the  old 
butler  that  this  was  the  name  of  the  town  near  where  my  cousin's 
country  home  was  situated. 

Having  learned,  after  boarding  the  cars,  that  forty  miles  of  my 
journey  wouid  have  to  be  made  by  stage,  I  decided  that  when  I 
reached  the  terminus  of  the  railroad,  I  would  make  the  rest  of  the 
journey  on  foot. 

At  9  o'clock  at  night  the  cars  landed  me  at  a  small  station  in  the 
woods.  What  few  other  passengers  there  were,  made  their  way  to  a 
double-hewed  log  cabin  not  far  distant,  which  was  kept  as  a 
public  house,  to  await  the  departure  of  the  stage  the  next  morning. 
No  one  noticed  me,  and  I  inquired  of  a  sleepy  negro  watchman  the 
road  to  Magnolia  Centre. 

He  took  his  lantern  in  his  hand  and  pointed  the  road  out  to  me, 
and  then,  holding  the  light  above  his  head,  eyed  me  curiously,  as  he 
said: 

' '  But,  good  Lawd,  Massa,  youes  not  gwine  off  by  yourself  dis 
dark  night  tru  de  woods,  is  yer?  You  git  lost  shor.  Better  wait  till 
de  stage  comes  long  in  de  mawnen." 

I  made  no  reply,  but  thrusting  a  dollar  into  the  astonished  negro's 
hand,  I  took  the  road  and  plunged  into  the  deep  pine  forest.  All 
night  long  I  journeyed  on,  with  only  the  pale  stars  overhead  to 
show  me  the  gray,  sandy  road.  At  sunrise  I  halted  at  a  miserable 
cabin  by  the  roadside,  and  tried  to  procure  some  refreshments,  but 
all  that  I  was  able  to  obtain  was  some  corn  bread  and  wretched  cof- 
fee. Pushing  these  from  me  in  disgust,  I  took  a  long  draught  of 
spirits  from  my  pocket  flask,  and  resumed  my  journey. 

At  noon  I  came  upon  a  little  hamlet  in  the  woods,  and  seeking 
out  the  only  public  house,  I  made  a  wretched  and  hasty  meal;  and 
pushed  onward . 

The  day  had  been  hot  and  sultry,  and  just  as  the  tall  tops  of  the 
straggling  pine  trees  stood  clearly  outlined  against  the  evening  sky,  I 
came  to  a  large,  newly  cleared  plantation,  and  saw  through  the  cleared 
space,  a  handsome  Italian  villa,  surrounded  by  green  trees,  clamber- 
ing vines  and  flowering  shrubs.  Instinctively  I  knew  this  to  be  the 
place  I  sought;  but,  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  I  inquired  of  a 
bare  footed  boy  who  was  driving  some  cows  along  the  road  whose 
residence  this  was. 

"That's  war  Mr.,  or  Sinor,  De  Soto  lives,"  he  answered,  "and 
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you'd  better  keep  away  from  dar,  boss,  I  kin  tell  ye,  for  dem  folks 
big  buccra,  dey  is,  and  don't  have  nothing  to  do  wid  de"  common 
folks." 

And  pursing  up  his  lips  and  whistling  a  merry  tune,  he  jogged  on 
his  way. 

Just  then  I  caught  sight  of  two  figures,  seated  upon  two  superb 
horses,  come  out  of  the  villa  gates  and  go  cantering  down  the  woody 
road. 

Ah,  Mother  of  Christ,  pity  me!  It  was  Mercedes,  and  the  man 
by  her  side  was  my  cousin  Leon.  Pressing  my  hand  against  my 
loudly-beating  heart,  I  struck  across  the  woods  in  the  direction  they 
had  taken.  I  followed  for  about  the  length  of  a  mile,  but  having 
lost  sight  of  the  riders  I  paused  in  a  secluded  hollow,  as  near  the  road- 
side as  I  dared  to  approach  for  fear  of  discovery,  and  awaited  their 
return.  I  did  not  have  long  to  wait,  for  presently  the  sound  of 
approaching  horses'  hoofs  fell  upon  the  twilight  stillness  of  the  place 
and  a  peal  of  clear,  sweet,  rippling  laughter  was  borne  to  my  dis- 
tracted senses  upon  the  still  evening  air.  It  was  Mercedes'  laugh. 
Ah,  how  well  I  knew  its  silvery  chime.  Then  I  perceived  the  glim- 
mer of  a  milk-white  horse  through  the  trees,  and  obeying  an  impulse 
I  stepped  softly  aside,  and  hid  behind  a  dense  screen  of  foliage  where 
I  could  see  without  being  seen. 

The  clear  laugh  rang  out  once  again  on  the  stillness— its  bright- 
ness pierced  my  brain  like  a  sharp  sword.  She  was  happy,  light- 
hearted  and" merry,  while  I— Oh,  God,  what  was  I? 

When  the  horses  had  arrived  opposite  my  hiding-place,  she  sud- 
denly reined  in  her  impatient  steed,  and  casting  her  large,  limped 
eyes  upward,  toward  the  branches  of  the  low  water-oak,  from  which 
hung  large  garlands  of  sweet,  wild  jessamine,  near  my  hiding-place, 
the  faint  odor  of  which  filled  the  ravine  with  a  subtle  sweetness,  she 
cried  out  like  a  petted  child: 

"  Now,  I  shall  go  no  further  until  you  have  climbed  that  tree  and 
brought  me  an  armful  of  the  lovely  flowering  vine,  hanging  there. " 

Laughingly,  my  cousin  sprang  from  his  saddle,  and  lifted  the 
fairy-like  form  of  his  girl-wife  from  hers.  They  left  the  road,  and, 
leading  the  horses,  walked  within  six  feet  of  my  hiding-place. 

Oh,  how  exquisitely  lovely  she  looked  beneath  the  wide-brimmed 
riding-hat,  with  its  rich,  dark-green  plumes  sweeping  her  finely 
moulded  shoulder,  and  the  graceful  curves  of  her  slender  figure 
clearly  outlined  by  the  close-fitting  velvet  riding  habit,  which  she 
wore.' 
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"Will  you  hold  both  the  horses  while  I  climb  the  tree?"  he  said, 
gaily— "but  no,  I  will  secure  Black  Prince  to  this  sapling,  for  on< 
horse  is  quite  enough  for  your  tiny  hands  to  hold." 

He  tied  the  horse  securely  as  he  spoke,  and  turning  to  her  again, 
said,  with  teasing  humor: 

"And  how  many  kisses  will  you  give  me,  Ma  Petite  Ghere,  if  1 
scale  the  tree  and  bring  you  your  coveted  prize?  " 

"  One,  two,  three,"  she  counted,  upon  the  fingers  of  her  gauntlet- 
gloved  hand.  "  Will  that  be  sufficient,  my  lord?  For  I  warn  you  I 
shall  give  you  no  more . " 

He  bent  his  handsome  head  and  passed  his  arm  around  her  slender 
waist,  and  drew  her  to  him  and  I  saw  their  lips  meet  in  passionate 
kisses. 

A  smothered  cry  of  tortured  pain  escaped  my  lips;  a  cold  per- 
spiration broke  from  every  pore.  Would  to  God  that  I  had  died 
then  with  anguish  at  the  sight,  before  my  hand  was  raised  against 
the  life  of  the  pure  innocent  being  standing  there  all  unconscious  of 
the  peril  that  threatened  her. 

I  did  not  die,  but  went  mad,  and  with  a  wild  cry  I  grasped  my 
revolver,  and  springing  from  my  hiding-place,  I  sent  a  murderous, 
deadly  bullet  into  her  pure  young  heart,  just  as  her  husband  had 
released  her  from  his  embrace,  and  turned  to  do  her  bidding. 

Oh,  heavens!  the  memory  of  that  moment  burns  like  inextin- 
guishable fire  as  I  write,  and  my  hand  involuntarily  clenches  itself 
in  an  effort  to  beat  back  the  bitterness  and  wild  despair  that  swept 
over  me  when  I  saw  her,  without  word  or  moan,  fall  forward  upon 
her  face,  and  I  realized  for  an  instant  the  terrible  act  I  had  com- 
mitted. 

Then,  as  her  horrified  husband  sprang  to  her  side,  and,  with  a 
sickening  cry  of  anguish,  gathered  her  unconscious  form  into  his 
arms,  1  turned,  like  the  base  coward  I  was,  and  fled  from  the  scene. 
Then  another  wave  of  unconsciousness  swept  across  my  frenzied 
brain,  and  time  and  events  were  a  blank  until  I  found  myself  seated 
in  the  cabin  of  a  steamer  of  the  White  Star  line,  in  mid-ocean,  bound 
for  a  foreign  shore.  I  looked  at  the  other  passengers  seated  or 
lounging  about  me  like  one  suddenly  awakened  from  a  dreamless 
sleep.  I  put  out  my  hand  mechanically  and  took  up  a  paper  from 
the  reading-table  by  my  side,  and,  glancing  at  its  date,  I  saw  that 
two  weeks  had  elapsed  since  I  had  left  Cedar  Keys  for  Magnolia 
Centre.  What  terrible  event  was  it  that  hung  over  my  memory  like 
a  hideous  phantom,  which  I  could  neither  free  myself  from  nor 
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grasp  nor  analyze.  I  got  up  and  walked  about  the  cabin  restlessly. 
I  caught  sight  of  my  face  in  the  large  glass  of  the  saloon  and  started 
b  ;ck  in  amazement.  Did  that  haggard,  colorless  face,  with  its  wild 
eyes  and  unkempt  hair,  belong  to  me?  I  was  dressed  in  my  usual 
garments,  but  my  hands,  as  well  as  my  face,  looked  white  and  ema- 
ciated, and  upon  the  thin  palm  of  the  right  hand  appeared  to  my 
eyes  a  crimson  stain,  at  which  I  stared  in  bewilderment. 

' '  Yes,  it  was  a  very  mysterious  tragedy,  and  one  upon  which  the 
curtain  has  apparently  rung  down,  never  to  rise  again  with  new  light 
by  which  the  mystery  connected  with  it  can  be  explained." 

I  turned  my  head  at  the  sound  of  the  voice  and  saw  two  gentle- 
men standing  near  me,  engaged  in  conversation  as  they  smoked  their 
cigars. 

"Poor  De  Soto,"  replied  the  other  ;  "he  was  a  noble  fellow.  1 
met  him  in  New  York  while  he  was  on  his  wedding  tour,  and  I 
think  I  never  saw  another  as  divinely  handsome  woman  as  his 
young  bride.  One  could  readily  see  tnat  he  idolized  her,  and  it  is 
small  wonder  to  me,  knowing  the  passionate  nature  of  the  young 
Spaniard  as  I  did,  that  in  his  first  moment  of  frenzy  at  seeing  his 
idolized  wife  lying  dead  before  him  from  a  cowardly  assassin's  bul- 
let, that  he  should  send  a  bullet  through  his  own  brain  and  yield  up 
his  life  beside  the  corpse  of  his  murdered  love." 

"  Well,  his  fate  was  a  merciful  one  compared  to  what  life  would 
have  been  to  him  had  he  lived  to  endure  his  loss  and  agonizing 
grief." 

The  two  gentlemen  moved  away  and  passed  out  of  the  saloon 
upon  the  vessel's  guards,  and  like  the  sun  suddenly  emerging  from 
beneath  a  dark  cloud  the  whole  memory  of  the  awful  deed  which  I 
had  committed  burst  full  upon  me. 

Now  I  understood  what  the  crimson  stain  upon  my  hand  meant. 
I,  like  Cain,  bore  the  murderer's  brand  ;  I,  too,  had  spilled  innocent 
blood,  and  henceforth  my  conscience  would  be  plunged  into  the  black 
chasms  of  a  hell  darker  than  Dante's. 

I  rushed  wildly  from  the  saloon,  clutching  at  my  throat  like  one 
suffocating,  out  upon  the  sunlit  guards.  The  morning  was  radiantly 
beautiful,  the  sparkling  waves  rose  high  on  tiptoe  to  kiss  the  still 
boisterous  wind ;  the  sunlight  broke  in  a  wide  smile  of  springtide 
glory  over  the  world.  "With  my  burden  of  agony  upon  me  I  beheld 
all  the  beauteous  handiwork  of  the  Great  God  about  me  and  then 
looked  upon  myself  as  a  loathsome  creature  deserving  neither  the 
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pity  nor  protection  of  God  or  man.  I  could  not,  I  would  not,  endure 
life  longer.  I  would  throw  myself  into  the  laughing  light  of  the 
azure  waters  beneath  me,  and  let  them  close  forever  over  my  broken 
and  guilty  heart.  But  unseen  hands  held  me  back,  and  wild,  derisive 
voices  laughed  shrilly  at  my  despair. 

Oh,  merciful  God,  help  me  to  shut  out  that  vision  of  suffering 
But  I  must  forbear  to  torture  your  gentle  hearts,  my  friends,  by  a 
further  recital  of  my  woe.     That  I  have  lived  for  five  years  and 
endured  the  awfulness  of  it,  is  but  another  evidence  of  what  the 
human  heart  is  capable  of  bearing. 

I  wandered  all  over  the  world  seeking  rest  and  finding  none. 
When  you  found  me  lying  unconscious  in  the  deserted  cabin,  I  had 
been  drawn  as  by  a  magnet  back  to  the  spot  where  I  had  murdered 
the  woman  I  so  insanely  loved. 

The  first  drop  of  oil  which  fell  upon  the  troubled  waters  of  my 
soul  was  cast  there  by  your  own  gentle  hands. 

"Though  your  sins  are  as  scarlet  they  shall  become  white  as 
snow,"  you  said.  .  Until  then  I  had  never  thought  of,  or  asked  for, 
pardon.  I  looked  upon  myself  as  a  creature  entirely  beyond  the  pale 
of  forgiveness,  divine  or  human.  Since  then,  thank  God,  I  have 
earned  the  pitying  kindness  of  Him  who  knoweth  my  heart  in  all  its 
weakness,  all  its  sinfulness  and  in  all  its  woe. 

The  check  I  send  you  is  the  residue  of  my  once  princely  fortune. 
Take  it,  dear  Senor  and  Senora,  will  you  not,  as  a  slight  token  of 
gratitude  of  one  for  whom  you  held  the  beacon  of  hope  aloft  to  guide 
his  wandering  footsteps  out  of  the  sinking  quagmire  of  despair  until 
they  rested  upon  the  eternal  hills,  which  are  green  and  glowing  with 
God's  love  and  mercy. 

The  hour  of  midnight  has  sounded.  Mercedes,  hand-in-hand 
with  Leon,  stands  by  my  side.  In  the  depths  of  the  kindly  eyes  bent 
upon  me  I  see  shining  the  light  of  pity,  forgiveness,  and  love.  With 
gentle  hand  she  beckons  me  away  while  he  whispers  to  my  shrinking 
spirit  that  the  way  is  neither  cold,  long  nor  dark. 

I  come,  I  come,  sweet  forgiving  spirits,  I  come — freed  from  the 
incubus  of  the  sinful  flesh,  I  come  to  join  you  upon  the  peaceful 
shores  of  eternity.  There  I  shall  take  up  the  work  which  is 
appointed  me  by  a  merciful  God  and  strive  to  make  amends  for  the 
life  I  have  wasted  here. 

Fernando  De  Soto. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

"AKD  WILL  YOU  ACCEPT  THE   INHERITANCE,  DUDLEY  ?" 

Dr.  Mackenzie  dropped  his  hands  which  held  the  manu- 
script into  his  lap,  and  sat  for  a  few  moments  gazing  with 
moist  eyes  out  of  the  open  window  at  his  side.  His  wife's 
head  had  drooped  until  it  rested  upon  his  knee,  and  low 
sobs  shook  her  slender  form. 

The  confession  had  been  so  pitiful,  so  soul-stirring,  that 
the  horror  of  the  mad  act  was  drowned  in  the  wave  of  pity 
for  the  misguided  and  unfortunate  man  which  swept 
across  her  gentle  soul. 

Her  husband  passed  his  hand  lovingly  over  the  bowed 
head  resting  upon  his  knee  for  a  few  moments  in  silence, 
and  then,  after  clearing  his  voice,  which  had  grown  husky 
with  feeling,  said: 

"  Here's  a  note  from  young  De  Soto's  spiritual  adviser, 
which  was  enclosed  within  the  manuscript.  Shall  I  read 
it  to  you,  my  love?" 

She  nodded  her  head  in  silent  consent  and  he  read: 

Madrid,  Spain,  March  19,  18—. 
Dudley  Mackenzie,  M.  D., 

Magnolia  Centre,  Florida,  U.S.  of  America. 
Dear  SrR:  This  morning  the  dead  form  of  Senor  Fernando 
De  Soto,  who  had  died  from  natural  causes,  was  found  sitting  in  a 
chair  by  the  writing-desk  in  his  room,  upon  which  the  written  manu- 
script and  check  for  ten  thousand  dollars,  drawn  in  your  favor,  upon 
the  Madrid  Bank  of  Spain,  which  I  herein  enclose,  were  lying. 
Fernando  De  Soto — peace  be  to  his  soul — had  no  living  relatives,  and 
by  sending  you  the  enclosed  I  feel  convinced  thit  I  am  fulfilling  the 
last  wishes  of  a  sinful,  but  truly  repentant  and  forgiven,  man.  I 
have  the  honor,  my  dear  sir,  to  remain, 

Yours,  in  the  cause  of  Ohrist  and  humanity, 

Rev.  Father  Castelo  Vincenzo. 

193 
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"  Who  will  not  say  that  f  truth  is  stranger  than  fiction/ 
said  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  lifting  her  face  from  her  husband's 
knee  and  wiping  the  tears  from  her  flushed  cheeks,  as  he 
finished  reading;  "  surely  no  one  who  ever  hears  of  this 
strange  occurrence." 

"Strange  it  is,  indeed/'  he  answered,  thoughtfully; 
"  but  the  strangest  part  of  it  all  is,  that  he  should  make  us 
his  heirs  for  the  slight  service  which  we,  by  the  help  of 
God,  were  enabled  to  render  him." 

"  He  evidently  did  not  consider  it  a  slight  service  from 
the  feeling  way  in  which  he  refers  to  it,  and  the  manner 
by  which  he  has  shown  his  appreciation  and  gratitude." 
Then  she  added,  gently  :  ( '  Poor  young  man,  what  an 
unhappy  and  misguided  life  was  his;  but  did  you  notice, 
Dudley,  with  what  strange  words  he  closed  his  confession? 
6 1  come  to  join  you  upon  the  peaceful  shores  of  eternity. 
There  I  shall  take  up  the  work  appointed  me  by  a  merci- 
ful and  forgiving  God,  and  will  strive  to  make  amends  for 
the  life  I  have  wasted  here.' " 

"It  is  a  strange  and  unusual  thought,"  he  replied,  medi- 
tatively, "and  one  not  much  in  keeping  with  the  belief  of 
most  people,  whose  idea  of  happiness  beyond  the  grave 
consists  in  the  hope  of  living  through  all  eternity  in  a 
blissful  state  of  idleness.  Nothing  to  strive  for,  nothing 
further  to  attain  after  having  once  heard  the  Divine 
approval  of  'Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant: 
enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord.'  They  expect  to 
enter  upon  a  care-free  and  useless  existence,  forget- 
ting that  the  Lord  into  whose  joy  they  have  entered 
careth  even  for  the  tiny  sparrow's  fall,  and  bendeth  a 
patient  ear  to  the  cry  of  all  His  earth's  children,  and  holds 
the  wings  of  the  hurricane  with  His  mighty  grasp. 

"To  do  nothing  forever  and  ever,  is  their  conception 
of  Heaven,  my  dear,"  he  added,  with  a  smile. 

"And  just  tWnk  of  it,"  she  replied;  "long  enforced 
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idleness,  with  nothing  whatever  to  do,  is  one  of  the 
severest  punishments  that  can  be  inflicted  upon  a  human 
existence." 

A  shadow  fell  across  the  bright  sunbeams  streaming  in 
at  the  open  window,  and  Dr.  Mackenzie,  looking  hastily 
up  from  the  earnest  face  of  his  wife,  saw  Halcot  Camden 
smiling  in  upon  them. 

"What  a  regular  Darby  and  Juan  scene  I  have  run 
upon,"  laughed  the  young  man. 

"Oh,  come  in,  Halcot,"  cried  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  spring- 
ing to  her  feet  in  delight,  "and  hear  the  wonderful  news." 

"Will  wonders  never  cease?"  exclaimed  the  delighted 
young  man,  when  made  fully  acquainted  with  the  startling 
news  that  had  just  reached  his  friends.  "  My  dear  friends, 
with  my  whole  heart  I  congratulate  you  upon  your  good 
fortune.  I  must  run  home  directly  and  make  Millie  a 
sharer  of  the  good  news." 

Then  Halcot  Camden,  who  never  could  be  serious  for 
many  minutes  at  one  time  since  he  had  seen  the  consum- 
mation of  his  own  heart's  happiness,  cried,  gaily: 

"By  jolly!  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  I  think  I  shall  begin  to  cast 
some  bread  upon  the  waters  myself,  and  see  if  it  will 
return  to  me  increased  to  a  ship  load,  and  in  the  material 
way  that  some  of  yours  has." 

"You  have  already  made  some  consignments •  in  that 
line,  Halcot,"  she  replied,  smiling  back  upon  him:  "just 
wait  patiently  for  the  returns." 

He  shook  his  head  at  her  disapprovingly,  and  snatching 
up  his  hat  and  bidding  them  a  hasty  good  morning,  ran 
down  the  steps  and  soon  disappeared  behind  the  tall  trees. 

"And  will  you  accept  the  inheritance,  Dudley?"  she 
said,  turning  again  to  her  husband  when  they  were  alone. 

"Why  should  I  not  accept  it,  my  love?"  he  answered. 
*'  Fernando  De  Soto  has  left  no  one  living  who  claims  a  kin- 
dred tie  of  blood  with  himself,  and  it  was  his  last  earthly 
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wish  that  we  should  inherit  this  money.  There  is  no  good 
reason  that  I  can  see  why  his  wishes  in  this  matter  should 
not  be  carried  out.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  no  scruples 
in  accepting  this  legacy  which  it  seems  to  me  has  been 
sent  to  us  through  the  workings  of  a  divine  Providence  to 
in  part  indemnify  us  for  what  we  lost  and  suffered  through 
the  heartless  perfidy  of  Walmer  Andrews." 

A  dark  frown  overcast  his  features  at  the  mention  of 
the  hated  name,  for  Dr.  Mackenzie,  noble  man  though  he 
was,  had  never  overcome  his  bitter  hatred  for  the  false 
friend  of  other  days.  Indeed,  time,  instead  of  softening 
this  resentment,  had  intensified  it  until  his  hatred  of 
Walmer  Andrews  was  almost  a  monomania  with  the  man. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  her  gentle  womanhood,  had  preached 
the  Christian's  duty  of  forgiveness  toward  enemies,  if  one 
hoped  to  obtain  forgiveness  from  on  High  for  his  own 
transgressions,  until  he  had  sternly  bade  her  desist.  He 
would  hear  no  more  of  it,  and  if  his  own  hope  of  reaching 
Heaven  depended  upon  his  forgiveness  of  the  wrong  which 
Andrews  had  perpetrated  against  him,  then  he  would 
never  get  there. 

In  the  same  manner  he  had  silenced  Mr.  Wells'  argu- 
ments, and  now  no  one  ever  approached  him  upon  the 
subject  or  mentioned  Walmer  Andrews'  name  in  his  pres- 
ence. 

"  Then  we  will  take  tfoe  money  and  go  away  from  this 
place  where  we  have  had  so  much  to  bear,"  she  said,  has- 
tening to  distract  his  thoughts  from  brooding  over  his 
wrongs.  "  We  will  go  away  to  some  strange  place  and  get 
us  a  home  and  begin  life  anew,"  she  added,  gently. 

"  I  do  not  know," he  answered,  vaguely.  "  This  has  all 
come  upon  me  so  suddenly,  that  as  yet  I  feel  bewildered 
and  am  in  no  condition  to  form  plans,"  He  sat  for  a  few 
moments  rapt  in  deep  thought,  and  his  wife  did  not  inter- 
rupt his  ret«ie* 
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' '  But  why  should  we  leave  here  ?  "  he  exclaimed  at 
length,  starting  up  with  the  question.  i(  We  have  many 
true  friends  here,  and  thank  Heaven  we  know  who  our 
true  friends  are,  for  friends  that  will  cling  to  a  man 
through  such  adversity  as  I  have  passed  through  in  Mag- 
nolia Centre  are  indeed  true  friends.  They  have  been 
tried  and  have  not  been  found  wanting.  We  can  not  return 
to  our  old  home  and  friends  of  other  days  because  you  can 
only  live  in  a  far  Southern  clime.  My  practice  is  increas- 
ing and  numbers  the  best  families  of  this  place.  Magno- 
lia Centre  is  rapidly  improving  and  bids  fair  to  become  a 
large  city.  Why  not  begin  anew  here,  and  build  us  another 
home  which  will  stand  upon  a  surer  foundation  than  our 
wrecked  one  did  ?  "  he  asked,  grimly. 

She  wanted  to  answer,  "  Just  for  one  reason,  my  darling, 
and  for  no  other,  we  must  not  build  our  new  home  at  Mag- 
nolia Centre,  and  that  is,  that  you  can  never  be  happy  as 
long  as  you  live  in  the  same  town  with  Walmer  Andrews. 
Let  us  go  away  from  here,  and  Time,  the  great  healer  of  all 
wounds,  will  help  you  to  forget  your  wrongs  if  you  are  not 
reminded  of  them  daily,  as  you  will  be  as  long  as  you  live, 
at  Magnolia  Centre." 

But  she  forebore  to  irritate  him  as  she  knew  these  words 
would,  and  kept  a  discreet  silence,  only  saying: 

"Do  as  you  think  best,  Dudley." 

Ah  !  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  the  day  is  coming  in  which  you 
will  regret  with  bitter  tears  that  you  did  not  then  fall  upon 
your  knees  before  your  husband,  and  beg  him,  by  the  love 
he  bore  you  and  his  children,  to  take  his  family  and  flee 
forever  from  Magnolia  Centre. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

IVY   LODGE. — THE   LOVE  BETWEEN   DORA   ANDREWS  AND 
MADALEJSTA   MACKENZIE. 

A  little  way,  a  very  little  way 
(Life  is  so  short),  they  dig  into  the  rind, 

And  they  are  very  sorry,  so  they  say — 

Sorry  for  what  they  find. — Jean  Ingelow. 

True  to  his  avowed  intentions,  Dr.  Mackenzie  did  pur- 
chase another  home  at  Magnolia  Centre  and  tried  to  begin 
life  anew.  But  the  old  wounds  of  other  days  still  rankled 
in  his  breast,  and  somewhat  embittered  his  once  cheerful 
and  placid  disposition. 

Whenever  he  met  Walmer  Andrews  face  to  face — which 
was  not  often  the  case,  for  the  latter  avoided  meeting  this 
man,  whom  he  had  so  deeply  wronged,  upon  every  possible 
occasion — his  hands  would  clutch  themselves  involuntarily, 
while  he  tingled  in  every  nerve  to  spring  upon  and  chas- 
tise the  coward  whose  dupe  he  had  been. 

i(  If  he  had  wronged  me  out  of  my  earthly  possessions 
in  any  other  way  than  under  the  holy  guise  of  friendship, 
I  might  forget  it;  yea,  even  forgive  him  the  act/' he  would 
say  to  his  wife,  when  speaking  upon  the  subject.  "  But, 
as  it  was,  I  am  left  with  the  feeling  that  I  must  at  some- 
time take  vengeance  into  my  own  hands,  and  deal  with 
him  as  he  deserves."  And  a  dangerous,  angry  light  would 
kindle  within  the  depths  of  the  deep  blue  eyes,  that  filled 
the  gentle  wife's  heart  with  vague  forebodings. 

Ivy  Lodge5  the  new  home  of  the  Mackenzies,  stood  on  a 
slightly  rising  eminence,  one-half  mile  from  the  village. 
It  had  ample  grounds,  beautifully  laid  out,  and  well  filled 
with  flowers  and  shrubbery,  but,  unlike  Oak  Hurst,  had 
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no  broad  acres  attached  to  it.  For  Dr.  Mackenzie  had 
returned  to  the  practice  of  the  profession  for  which  he  was 
so  eminently  fitted,  with  no  desire  to  ever  abandon  its  wide 
field  and  rugged  paths  again.  The  one  lesson  of  defeat 
and  failure  that  had  fallen  to  his  lot  to  learn  was  impressed 
upon  his  heart  in  such  indelible  characters  that  the  experi- 
ence would  not  need  to  be  repeated,  and  he  took  up  what 
was  to  be  his  life-long  work  cheerfully  and  hopefully. 

Ernest  was  sent  away  to  college  to  complete  his  educa- 
tion, which,  under  the  kind  care  of  Halcot  Camden,  had 
been  in.  no  wise  neglected,  and  Madalena  and  little  Eva 
(now  a  chubby  little  girl  of  nine  years  of  age)  were  placed 
under  the  tuition  of  two  highly  educated  ladies  who  had 
sought  a  home  in  Florida  on  account  of  its  mild  and  health- 
giving  climate  and  had  opened  a  seminary  for  young 
ladies  at  Magnolia  Centre. 

Magnolia  Centre  was  rapidly  advancing  towaid  the  place 
of  importance  it  was  destined  to  become.  One  railroad 
had  already  found  its  way  to  this  charming  spot,  bringing 
the  place  and  its  secluded  surroundings  into  closer  con- 
nection with  the  outside  world,  and  Northern  tourists  and 
new  settlers  were  not  long  in  discovering  the  many  natural 
attractions  and  advantages  possessed  by  this  hitherto  sleepy 
town  and  its  adjacent  country.  Thus  the  population 
increased  and  waxed  strong,  and,  ere  many  years,  Mag- 
nolia Centre  proudly  called  herself  a  city,  which  numbered 
her  inhabitants  by  the  thousands,  and  pointed  proudly  to 
her  several  railroads  and  other  signs  of  progression,  and 
began  to  assume  metropolitan  airs. 

The  business  establishment  of  Walmer  Andrews,  as  if 
to  keep  abreast  with  the  times,  was  enlarged  and  increased, 
so  that  where  he  once  only  employed  one  clerk  he  now 
employde  more  than  a  dozen.  His  wealth  increased  until, 
ere  long,  he  was  counted  a  millionaire. 

It  was  a  terrible  shock  to  Dr.  Mackenzie's  faith  in  the 
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goodness  and  justice  of  God  to  see  prosperity  follow  so 
closely  in  the  footsteps  of  this  undeserving  man. 

"It  almost  makes  me  think,"  he  said  to  Mr,  Wells, 
when  the  two  were  conversing  upon  the  subject,  "that 
God  has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  earthly  affairs  of 
men.  Had  I  myself  been  guilty  of  such  dishonesty  and 
vile  plottings  against  the  happiness  and  prosperity  of  my 
fellow-men,  as  we  know  Andrews  to  have  been,  I  should 
expect  to  die  a  wretched  outcast,  begging  my  bread. 
While  we  see  everything  he  touches  turn  to  gold  within 
his  niggardly  grasp." 

"  God  has  his  own  ways  and  means  of  bringing  about 
results,  my  dear  friends," replied  the  clergyman;  "and 
although  they  ofttimes  are  inexplicable  to  our  human  vis- 
ion, still  we  have  no  right  to  question  his  wisdom  in  all 
things,  whether  they  agree  with  our  ideas  of  justice  or  not. 
'  God's  ways  are  not  man's  ways/  and  rest  assured  that  the 
whole  working  of  the  mighty  universe  is  under  His  watch- 
ful eye,  andHe  will,  in  His  own  good  time  and  way,  punish 
the  guilty  and  reward  the  faithful." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  shook  his  head  incredulously,  but  made 
no  reply,  and  Mr.  Wells  continued,  with  much  feeling: 

"Dare you,  Dr.  Mackenzie,  to  question  God's  loving  care 
of  his  earthly  children,  when  you  have  had  such  marvel- 
ous evidence  of  it  in  your  own  case  ? 

"Think  of  how  you  were  enabled  to  buffet  the  waves  of 
dire  adversity,  and  keep  your  head  above  water,  as  it  were, 
until  the  legacy  came  to  you  in  the  wonderful  way  in 
which  it  did.  Can  you  see  no  workings  of  a  Divine  Hand 
in  all  this?  Could  this  ever  have  happened  by  mere 
chance?  Most  assuredly  not.  Then  enjoy  and  do  good 
with  the  blessings  vouchsafed  you,  and  leave  the  care  of 
Walmer  Andrews  wholly  with  God  and  to  the  future." 

The  clergyman  had  been  taking  a  drive  with  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie on  the  afternoon  upon   which   this   conversation 
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occurred,  and,  as  Mr.  Wells  uttered  these  words,  the 
Doctor  drew  rein  at  a  street  crossing  upon  which  were  two 
young  girls  walking  lovingly  arm-in-arm  with  their  book 
satchels  swung  across  their  shoulders. 

They  were  laughing  and  chattering  merrily,  with  their 
heads  bent  close  together.  At  the  sound  of  the  horses' 
feet  they  both  looked  up,  the  occupants  of  the  buggy 
raised  their  hats,  and  the  smaller  girl  dropped  her  com- 
panion's arm  hurriedly,  while  a  vivid  blush  overspread  her 
fair  face  as  she  caught  one  pair  of  stern  eyes  fastened  upon 
her  from  the  passing  vehicle. 

The  young  girls  were  Madalena  Mackenzie  and  Dora 
Andrews. 

"  Madalena/'  spoke  her  father,  sternly,  "  come  to  my 
office.  I  am  going  home  directly,  and  you  can  drive  with 
me." 

"  I  have  been  sitting  so  much,  papa,  I  should  prefer 
walking,  if  you  will  please  excuse  me,"  she  answered,  the 
crimson  fading  from  her  cheek,  leaving  it  pale  as  the  petals 
of  a  white  lily. 

"Do  as  I  bid  you,"  he  answered,  in  a  voice  she  dared 
not  disobey,  as  he  drove  away . 

Dora  Andrews  had  passed  on,  while  this  conversation 
between  Madalena  and  har  father  took  place,  leaving  her 
friend  standing  upon  the  street  crossing.  She  had  gained 
the  opposite  sidewalk  and  was  looking  back  towards 
Madalena  with  longing  eyes.  After  the  phaeton  in  which 
her  father  was  seated  had  driven  away,  Madalena  gave  one 
hurried,  loving  glance  towards  where  her  schoolmate  was 
standing,  and  exchanging  kisses  with  her  from  the  tip3  of 
her  gloved  fingers  turnad  and  retracad  her  steps,  and  soon 
stood  before  her  father,  who  was  seated  in  his  office. 

No  answering  smile  met  her  from  her  father's  lips  as  she 
entered,  and  she  sank  down  wearily  upon  a  low  chair,  and 
taking  off  her  broad  hat  began  fanning  her  flushed  face 
with  it. 
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Her  father  arose  and  closed  the  door,  and  then  said: 

"  Was  that  not  Walmer  Andrews'  daughter  whom  you 
were  walking  arm-in-arm  with,  when  I  met  you,  Mada- 
lena?" 

"  Yes,  papa,"  she  answered,  guiltily. 

He  stood  frowning  down  upon  her  a  moment  in  silence, 
and  then  said: 

"Madalena,  you  know  that  girl's  father  is  my  greatest 
enemy,  do  you  not?" 

"I  know  that  he  did  you  a  great  and  grievous  wrong, 
papa,"  she  answered,  twisting  the  ribbons  of  her  hat 
between  her  fingers  in  her  embarrassment,  and  not  daring 
to  look  up  at  him. 

"Yes,  and  a  wrong  that  you  know  never  has  been,  nor 
never  will  be,  righted;  you  know  all  this,  and  how  much 
I  was  made  to  suffer  from  this  man's  hands,  and  still  from 
all  appearance  you  are  making  a  bosom  friend  of  his 
daughter." 

"But,  papa,  Dora  Andrews  is  good,  lovingand true;  she 
is  not  to  blame  for  her  father's  sins,  is  she?  " 

"It  is  enough  for  me  to  know  that  she  is  his  daughter, 
to  forbid  all  intercourse  between  you,"  he  answered,  in  a 
cold,  firm  voice.  "I  have  spoken  to  you  about  this  before, 
Madalena,  and  now  I  forbid  you  most  positively,  with  all 
the  authority  I  have  over  you  as  your  father,  to  continue 
this  friendship."  „ 

The  girl  burst  into  tears.  "  Oh!  papa,"  she  sobbed,  "you 
will  break  both  our  hearts,  you  do  not  know  all  we  are  to 
each  other — Dora  and  I — or  how  deep  our  love  is." 

Her  father's  face  turned  a  shade  paler  as  he  saw  her  deep 
emotion  and  heard  her  words  of  distress.  His  own  child 
pleading  to  be  allowed  the  love  of  Walmer  Andrews' 
daughter.  His  enemy,  the  man  whom  he  hated  and 
despised,  with  all  the  deep  intensity  of  his  being. 

"Madalena,"  he  said,  at  length,  in  a  low  voice  trembling 
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with  intensity,  "  I  would  rather  your  heart  would  break, 
and  that  you  die  of  the  wound,  than  to  see  you  the  friend 
of  anyone  who  has  that  vile,  base  man's  blood  in  his  or  her 
veins.  You  may  think  Dora  Andrews  true  and  good,  even 
so  I  once  considered  her  father.  Can  a  muddy  fountain  bring 
forth  pure  water?  No,  I  tell  you  no,  my  child,  and  just 
as  sure  as  you  give  that  girl  the  loving  confidence  of  your 
young,  now  fast  approaching,  womanhood,  just  so  sure 
she  will  wreck  your  happiness  in  some  way,  even  as  her 
father  before  her  wrecked  mine.  Therefore  I  forbid  you 
to  have  anything  whatever  to  do  with  this  scion  of  a 
traitorous  race,  and  you  are  to  heed  my  commands.  Do 
you  hear  me,  Madalena?  Do  you  hear  me?"  grasping  her 
slender  wrist  as  he  spoke. 

"  Yes,  papa,"  she  sobbed. 

"Then  stop  crying,  go  into  the  private  office  and  bathe 
your  face,  and  get  your  hat  and  we  will  go  home." 

The  girl  arose  and  did  as  she  was  bid,  but  the  first  gen- 
uine sorrow  of  her  young  life  had  descended  upon  her  ten- 
der heart,  and  would  forever  leave  its  impress  there. 


CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

MADALENA'S  GRIEP. —  JACK  PHELPS  AND  MR.  ANDREWS.- 
"THE   WHITE   SPIRIT   HORSE." 

When  Dr.  Mackenzie  joined  his  family  around  the  tea- 
table  upon  the  evening  of  the  day  on  which  he  had  dis- 
covered the  warm  friendship  existing  between  his  young 
daughter  and  the  daughter  of  his  enemy,  he  noticed  that 
Madalena's  place  at  the  table  was  vacant. 

"Where  isMadalena  ?"  he  asked,  looking  with  inquiring 
eyes  toward  his  wife. 

"She  has  retired  to  her  room  with  a  severe  headache, 
and  told  Liza  to  ask  us  to  excuse  her  from  the  tea-table," 
she  answered,  calmly. 

"  I  wish  you  to  go  with  me  to  her  room,  after  tea,"  he 
answered,  with  a  significant  look,  which  made  his  wife 
wonder. 

"Madalena  has  been  crying,"  said  Eva.  "She  would 
not  tell  me  what  she  cried  about,  but  I  am  very  sorry  for 
her.     Mamma,  may  I  not  take  her  a  cup  of  tea  ?  " 

"No,  Eva,  your  mother  will  attend  sto  that ;  sit  down 
to  your  supper,"  her  father  answered.  Eva  obeyed,  but  a 
chilly  gloom  settled  upon  the  little  party  gathered  around 
the  tea-table  which  usually  was  so  bright  and  cheerful. 
The  father  partook  of  the  meal  in  thoughtful  silence, 
and  answered  his  wife's  remarks  in  monosyllables,  and 
Eva  soon  asked  to  be  excused,  and  ran  off  to  enjoy  the 
more  congenial  company  of  Aunt  Liza,  who  listened  with 
patient  and  sympathetic  ear  to  all  the  child  had  to  tell  of 
her  day's  adventures  at  school. 

"  Will  you  go  to  see  Madalena  now  ?"  inquired  his  wife, 
as  they  arose  from  the  table. 
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"If  you  are  ready  to  go  with  me,"  he  answered. 

Together  they  ascended  the  broad  stairs,  and  Mrs. 
Mackenzie's  light  tap  at  the  door  of  her  daughter's  room 
was  answered  by  a  muffled  voice  from  within  bidding  her 
enter. 

When  the  door  was  opened  it  revealed  Madalena  lying 
across  the  bed  with  her  face  buried  in  the  pillows,  while 
sobs  shook  the  girl's  slender  form. 

"Why,  Maddie!"  exclaimed  her  mother,  in  alarm  at 
this  evidence  of  grief.  "  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  " 
And  she  approached  the  bed  and  tried  to  raise  the  hot 
face  from  the  pillows. 

But  Madalena  resisted  her  mother's  efforts  and  buried 
her  tear-stained  face  still  deeper  in  the  protecting  soft- 
ness of  the  pillows. 

"Will  you  not  tell  us  the  cause  of  your  grief  ?  You 
have  never  kept  anything  a  secret  from  your  parents,  and 
you  surely  do  not  wish  to  do  so  now,"  her  mother  said, 
soothingly. 

"Papa  knows  all  about  it,"  sobbed  the  girl,  and  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  looked  up  with  an  eager,  inquiring  look  into 
her  husband's  grave  face,  as  he  stood,  with  his  arms  folded, 
leaning  against  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

"Shall  I  tell  your  mother,  Madalena?"  he  asked. 

The  girl  only  answered  by  her  sobs,  and  her  father  con- 
tinued: 

"I  shall  tell  her,  then;  but  she  will  find  it  hard  to 
believe,  I  am  sure,  when  I  tell  her  that  this  self-abandon- 
ment of  grief  on  your  part — those  sobs  and   tears — is  all 
caused  because  I  have  forbidden  you  to  associate  with  Wal 
mer  Andrews9  daughter  Dora." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  gave  a  quick  start  of  surprise  at  his 
words,  and  said: 

"There  must  be  some  mistake,  Dudley;  Madalena,  know- 
ing all  that  she  does,  has  never  chosen  Dora  Andrews  for 
her  friend." 
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Madalena  raised  her  flushed  face  from  the  hot  pillow 
and,  supporting  herself  upon  her  elbow,  looked  almost 
defiantly  at  her  parents  through  her  tears,  and  answered: 

"  Yes,  mamma,  I  have,  and,  of  all  the  girls  I  ever  knew, 
I  love  Dora  Andrews  the  best,  and  she  loves  me,  and  if 
you  and  papa  separate  us  you  will  break  both  our  hearts. 
Dora  Andrews  is  good  and  true,  and  I  only  love  her  the 
more  because  she  is  so  unfortunate  as  to  have  a  wicked 
father.  She  would  prevent  his  wickedness  if  she  could, 
but  she  can  not,  and  is  not  to  blame  for  it,"  and  down 
went  the  hot,  rebellious  face  into  the  pillows  again. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife  stood  silently  gazing  into 
each  other's  pale  faces  for  a  few  moments,  scarcely  know- 
ing what  was  to  be  said  to  this  warm-hearted  rebellious 
child. 

"Madalena,"  at  length  spoke  her  mother  in  a  firm  voice, 
in  which  a  note  of  sorrow  trembled,  "admitting  that  all 
the  virtues  you  claim  for  Dora  Andrews  are  true,  is  it 
not  enough  for  you  to  know  that  both  your  father  and 
myself,  for  good  reasons,  oppose  the  friendship  between 
this  girl  and  yourself,  to  cause  you  to  break  it  off  ?  " 

Madalena  shook  her  head  upon  the  pillows  and  answered 
only  by  her  sobs. 

"Madalena,  if  you  will  not  promise  to  comply  with  our 
wishes  in  this  matter,  we  will  use  our  authority  over  you, 
and  force  you  to  yield  to  what  we  know  to  be  for  your 
good,  and  happiness  of  yourself  and  parents,"  said  Dr. 
Mackenzie,  in  a  voice  that  plainly  indicated  he  would 
stand  no  more  trifling  with  his  will. 

"Madalena  will  promise,  I  know  she  will,"  said  her 
mother,  taking  the  girPs  cold,  moist  hands  within  her  own 
and  patting  them  tenderly. 

"  Mamma  and  papa^  I  will  promise  you  this  much," 
and  again  the  girl  half  r@se  on  the  bed  where  she  had  been 
lyi&gi    *<  I  will  promise  you  not  to  associate  with  Dora 
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Andrews,  or  claim  her  as  my  friend,  but  when  you  ask 
me  not  to  love  her,  you  ask  me  to  do  something  entirely 
beyond  the  power  of  my  will.  I  tried  for  a  long  time  to 
harden  my  heart  against  this  love  pleading  for  a  place 
fciiere,  against  my  power  of  resistance  it  came,  and  it  is 
equally  against  any  power  I  have  to  make  it  depart.  In 
all  things  else,  I  promise  implicit  obedience  to  your  will," 
and  the  girl  looked  with  tender  true  eyes  into  the  faces  of 
her  parents  for  her  answer. 

What  they  answered  her  need  not  be  recorded  here. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  with  her  words,  which  remained  un- 
changeable, they  were  forced  to  be  content. 

We  will  not  dwell  upon  the  scene  which  transpired  the 
next  day  between  Dora  and  Madalena,  when  the  girls  had 
gone  with  their  books,  as  was  their  wont,  to  a  retired  spot 
in  the  large  shady  grounds  which  enclosed  the  Seminary 
they  both  attended.  The  books  containing  the  lessons  to 
be  learned  lay  forgotton  in  the  grass  at  their  feet,  while 
the  girls  sobbed  in  each  other's  arms  over  this  merciless 
mandate  that  had  gone  forth  to  separate  them. 

"  But  I  have  given  father  and  mother  my  promise,  and 
this  I  will  not  break  if  the  pain  of  keeping  it  kills  me," 
said  this  heroic  child  of  the  Mackenzies,  "but  you  will 
always  have  my  love,  darling,  always." 

"And  you  will  always  have  mine,"  said  the  sobbing- 
Dora  ;  ' '  and  Oh  !  Maddie,  my  dearest  and  best,  how  I  pray 
that  some  day  your  father  may  know  that  I  am  worthy  of 
your  love  and  friendship." 

Dear  girl,  did  the  reflected  glory  from  the  "many  man- 
sions" tinge  her  countenance  with  that  strange,  beautiful, 
unearthly  expression  as  she  stood  there  with  Madalena's 
hands  clasped  lovingly  within  her  own  for  the  last  time  ? 

Madalena  Mackenzie  was  not  mistaken  in  her  estimate 
of  Dora  Andrews'  character.  That  such  a  noble  young 
Womn*»  as  nh.%  waa  0oal4  V«  vh&  daughter  ?*/   $$  mm  ®£ 
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Walmer  Andrews'  stamp  was  an  anomaly  of  nature  such 
as  we  frequently  see  and  vaguely  wonder  at. 

It  was  as  if  nature,  to  make  amends  for  the  de  fects 
both  morally  and  physically,  that  appeared  in  the  father, 
had  showered  her  most  choice  gifts  of  beauty  of  form  and 
mind  upon  the  child. 

The  only  living  thing  that  Walmer  Andrews  ever  really 
loved  was  this  girl.  From  the  time  she  was  a  tiny,  toddling 
infant;  whom  he  had  carried  in  his  arms  to  take  the  last 
look  at  her  dead  mother's  face,  his  whole  heart,  as  far  as  it 
was  capable  of  loving,  had  gone  out  to  her  in  love,  and  this 
love  had  grown  and  strengthened  with  the  child's  years 
until  now  it  amounted  simply  to  adoration.  For  his  son, 
Wallace,  he  never  had  shown  any  especial  fondness, 
although  he  had  given  the  boy  good  educational  advan- 
tages, and  now  that  he  had  finished  his  collegiate  course, 
and  was  at  home  again,  he  furnished  him  with  spending 
money,  and  did  not  require  of  him  any  special  services. 
Wallace  Andrews  was  a  good-natured,  rather  indolent 
young  fellow.  In  features  he  resembled  his  dead  mother, 
and  also  partook  of  her  delicate  constitution.  He  showed 
no  aptitude  for  business — much  to  his  father's  disgust — 
nor  genius  of  any  kind,  and  was  simply  an  idle,  lounging 
son  of  a  rich  man. 

His  father  had  offered  to  set  him  up  in  any  business  he 
might  choose  when  he  left  college/ but  Wallace  was  in  no 
hurry  to  assume  business  cares,  and  was  content  to  dawdle 
his  time  away,  and  wait  patiently  for  the  time  which 
would  come,  according  to  the  common  course  of  events, 
when  he,  with  his  sister,  should  inherit  his  father's  large 
wealth. 

The  plantation  of  Oak  Hurst  was  still  owned  by  Walmer 
Andrews,  notwithstanding  the  efforts  made  by  his  agent 
and  himself  to  dispose  of  it  to  another  owner.  The  broad 
acres  attached  to  this  plantation  had  remained  idle  ever 
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since  Dr.  Mackenzie  left  the  place,  and  rank  weeds  and 
briar  brambles  ran  riot  over  the  once  productive  land. 
The  house,  furnished  as  the  Mackenzies  had  left  it,  had 
never  been  inhabited  since,  save  by  Jack  Phelps,  who 
still  had  sole  charge  of  the  place.  The  magnificent  rose- 
bushes, as  if  pining  for  the  administration  of  the  loving, 
gentle  hand  they  had  known,  had  long  since  withered  and 
died,  and  the  dead  bushes,  standing  gaunt  and  leafless 
upon  the  neglected  grounds,  helped  materially  to  add  to 
the  whole  dreary  picture  Oak  Hurst  presented. 

The  dreary,  neglected  aspect  of  the  place  was  freely 
remarked  upon  by  a  Northern  gentleman,  whom  Mr. 
Andrews  had  driven  out  to  Oak  Hurst  one  afternoon, 
hoping  to  be  able  to  sell  the  plantation  to  him . 

"  The  place  gives  me  the  shivers,"  he  remarked,  laugh- 
ingly, to  Andrews,  "and  I  would  not  have  it  at  any  price." 
Whereupon,  Mr.  Andrews,  taking  alarm  lest  Oak  Hurst 
might  not  prove  to  be  as  profitable  an  investment  as  he 
had  hoped,  sent  painters  and  decorators  the  next  day  to 
paint  and  beautify  the  house  and  out-buildings,  and 
soundly  he  berated  old  Phelps  for  having  been  remiss  in 
his  duty  in  the  care  of  the  place  he  had  in  charge. 

"  Well,  I  can't  help  it,"  that  worthy  answered,  sulkily. 
"I  am  plumb  out  of  heart  staying  here  alone  so  long,  and  I 
don't  believe  you  will  ever  be  able  to  either  rent  or  sell 
this  miserable  place.  Everybody  says  it  has  an  evil  spell 
on  it  and  is  haunted,  and  all  that" — 

"Haunted!"  replied  Mr.  Andrews,  scornfully.  i'Jack 
Phelps,  you  are  a  fool  to  listen  to  such  lies! " 

* '  Bleeged  to  listen  when  I  know  what  they  say  is  not 
lies,"  he  answered,  taking  his  pipe  from  his  mouth  and 
knocking  the  ashes  from  it,  nervously,  against  the  gate- 
post. 

"Jack  Phelps,  you  are  in  your  dotage,  and  I  know  it," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Andrews,  angrily.     "You  may  just  clear 
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out  off  of  the  place  as  soon  as  you  like,  and  Fll  put  a  man 
in  charge  that  has  common  sense,  at  least." 

"  If  you  think  Fni  a  fool  or  in  my  dotage  because  I  say 
that  the  place  is  haunted,  spos'en  you  come  out  and  stay 
here  some  night  yourself,  Mr.  Andrews,  and  then  see  if 
you'll  call  me  a  fool;  not  much,  I  reckon,  if  you  see  what 
I've  seen." 

"Now,  what  have  you  seen,  Jackanapes?  Your  own 
shadow,  no  doubt,  you  old  blockhead." 

"  I  have  seen  and  heard  a  good  many  things  that  I  never 
could  account  for,  but  I  stood  it  all  very  well,  for  you 
know  I'm  no  coward,  sir,  if  you  do  call  me  hard  names 
when  you's  mad — until  the  last  three  nights,  and  Pve  been 
perfectly  outdone." 

"Outdone  by  what?"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  contempt- 
uously. 

ft  By  that  white-speret  hoss  that  comes  a-ranten  up  to 
the  gate  at  midnight,  and  sinks  out  of  sight  into  the  earth 
before  anybody  can  reach  him,  sir." 

"The  white-spirit  horse!  ha,  ha,  ha,  Jack,  now  I  know 
that  you  have  been  either  crazy  or  drunk,  or  both," 
laughed  his  master. 

"All  right,  sir,  you  may  think  so,  but  all  I  ask  is  for 
you  to  come  out  to-morrow  night  and  see  for  yourself. 
Didn't  olePegleg,  the  nigger  that  stayed  in  the  left-hand 
cabin  down  there,  see  it  night  afore  last,  and  didn't  he  get 
up  and  dust,  cause  he  said  that  the  speret  hoss  always 
come  just  afore  some  great,  new  trouble  was  comen  to 
this  place,  and  he  was  gwine  to  get  away  afore  the 
trouble  fell,  and  lef  me  all  alone  by  myself?  Oh,  yes,  you 
may  laugh  now,  sir,  but  you'll  laugh  on  'tother  side  of 
your  mouth  when  you  see  that  speret  hoss." 

"  Very  well,  Jack,  we  shall  see  now  if  you  have  sense 
enough  left  to  attend  to  moving  the  furniture  out  of  the 
painters'  way  to-day,  and  see  that  the  carpets  are  covered 
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so  as  to  protect  them,  and  I  will  come  out  and  stay  with 
you  to-morrow  night  and  prove  to  you  what  a  fool  you 
have  been.  I  would  come  to-night,  only  I  have  an  engage- 
ment." 

"I  am  thankful  you'll  come,  sir,"  said  Jack,  refilling  the 
pipe  he  seldom  allowed  to  become  cold.  "  But  you'd 
better  bring  along  a  flask  of  good  brandy  to  keep  you 
awake,  and  sorter  strengthen  you  up,  when  the  speret 
hoss  comes." 

"Ah,  Jack,  that's  it,  you've  had  recourse  to  a  flask  too 
often,  which  accounts  for  your  l speret  hoss.'" 

And  Mr.  Andrews,  smiling  scornfully,  stepped  into  his 
waiting  phaeton  and  drove  away  at  a  brisk  trot. 


CHAPTEB  XXIV. 

WALMEE  ANDEEWS    AND    HIS    LOVELY   DAUGHTEE,    DOEA, 
VISIT  OAK   HUEST. 

"  Dora,"  said  Walmer  Andrews  to  his  daughter,  as  the 
two  were  seated  at  the  breakfast-table  in  the  cozy  break- 
fast-room of  the  Andrews  residence,  the  morning  after 
the  interview  between  Mr.  Andrews  and  Jack  Phelps  had 
taken  place,  that  was  related  in  our  last  chapter,  "  I  am 
going  out  to  Oak  Hurst  this  afternoon  and  shall  probably 
remain  there  all  night." 

"Are  you ?"  the  daughter  asked,  in  surprise.  "Then 
let  me  accompany  you,  papa — I  am  so  fond  of  Oak  Hurst, 
and  I  have  not  been  there  for  months.  Wallace  is  absent, 
you  know,  and  I  shall  be  so  lonely  here  by  myself." 

"Why  not  invite  Bessie  Armstrong,  or  some  other  of 
your  young  lady  friends,  to  spend  the  afternoon  and  night 
with  you,  Dora?  The  painters  are  at  work  at  Oak  Hurst, 
and  it  will  not  be  pleasant  for  you  there,"  he  answered, 
thinking  of  the  errand  upon  which  he  was  going,  and  for 
this  reason  not  wishing  his  daughter  to  accompany  him. 

"  Oh,  I  shall  not  mind  the  repairs  going  on  at  Oak 
Hurst,  papa,  in  the  least.  Indeed,  I  like  the  smell  of 
fresh  paint.     Please  let  me  go  with  you,"  she  pleaded. 

"  Would  you  not  rather  stay  at  home  and  invite  several 
girls  to  stay  with  you,  pet,  and  have  a  nice  time,  than  go 
out  there  now?"  he  asked,  coaxingly.  "After  the  repairs 
are  finished,  we  will  invite  a  party  of  young  people  to  go 
with  us,  and  go  out  and  spend  the  day  at  Oak  Hurst  and 
have  a  picnic  on  the  ground." 

Dora  shook  her  head.  "  No,  papa,"  she  answered,  half 
poutingly;  "  I  can  not  have  the  girl  with  me  whom  I  love 
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above  all  others,  and  I  will  not  have  any.     If  you  will  not 
let  me  go,  I  shall  remain  alone  with  the  servants." 

"  What  girl  is  it  whose  company  you  want  and  can  not 
have,  little  Miss  Obstinacy?"  he  said,  leaning  forward  and 
fondly  pinching  the  rounded  cheek,  into  which  a  deeper 
color  than  usual  had  mounted. 

"Madalena  Mackenzie,"  she  answered  softly,"  stooping 
to  replace  the  table  napkin  that  had  fallen  at  her  feet. 

Walmer  Andre**',  s  started  back  as  if  she  had  dealt  him  a 
blow  in  the  face. 

"And  why  can  you  not  have  her  company?"  he  asked, 
after  a  few  moments'  silence.  "You  are  schoolmates,  and 
I  have  often  seen  you  on  the  street  together." 

"Because  her  father  has  forbidden  her  to  associate  with  : 
me  because  I  am  your  daughter,"  she  answered,  with  a  ris-1 
ing  sob.     "Oh!  papa,  is  it  true  that  when  Madalena  and 
I  were  little  children  you  did  her  father  a  great  and  irrep- -, 
arable  injury?    That  is  what  every  one  tells  me,  but  I  do  i 
not  believe  it — tell  me  that  it  is  not  true,  papa  dear,  won't 
you?"    And  she  came  behind  his  chair,  and,  putting  her 
arm  around  her  father's  neck,  leaned  over  and  pressed  \ 
her  flushed  cheek  to  his,  which  had  grown  strangely  pale 
under  her  questions. 

Mr.  Andrews  pushed  his  chair  back  from  the  table  and  I 
drew  his  daughter  upon  his  knee. 

"Dora,"  he  said,  earnestly,  "do  not  allow  any  gossip 
of  this  kind  that  you  may  hear  to  disturb  you.    It  is  true  I 
that  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  myself  had  some  business  diffi- 
culty in  years  gone  by.     But  that  is  nothing  to  either  you 
or  his  daughter.     But,  upon  the  whole,  it  is  well,  and  per- 
haps  best,  that  you  and  Madalena   Mackenzie  are  not 
friends.     She  belongs  to  a  proud,  insolent  and  overbearing  \ 
family,  and  the  girl,  no  doubt,  partakes  of  the  detestable  j 
traits  of  character  belonging  to  her  race,  and  a  friendship 
with  her  " — 
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"  Oh,  but,  papa,"  she  interrupted  him,  warm  in  the 
defense  of  her  friend,  "you  are  very  much  mistaken,  you  do 
not  know  Madalena  Mackenzie,  or  you" — 

"  .Neither  do  I  wish  to  know  her,  Dora,"  he  answered, 
interrupting  her  in  turn,  and  there  was  a  ring  of  rising 
anger  in  his  voice,  "and  you  will  do  well  never  to  mention 
her  to  me  again,  or  anyone  bearing  her  hateful  name.  I 
wished  years  ago  that  the  whole  despisable  crew  of  them 
would  leave  this  country  forever,  and  I  have  double  cause 
to  wish  so  now." 

Dora  did  not  answer,  but  her  bosom  swelled  with  sobs, 
and  the  hot  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks  and  splashed  upon 
her  father's  hands  which  lay  in  her  lap. 

The  sight  of  the  girl's  grief  moved  Walmer  Andrews  to 
pity,  because,  as  we  have  said  before,  he  loved  his  daughter 
with  an  idolatrous  affection,  and  the  only  tender  spot  in 
his  hard,  selfish  heart  was  occupied  by  her. 

"  There,  darling,  do  not  cry,"  he  said,  drawing  her  head 
to  his  shoulder  and  kissing  her  tears  away.  "What  have 
we  to  do  with  the  Mackenzies,  that  they  should  cause  hard 
words  between  us,  or  make  you  unhappy  ?  You  shall  go 
with  papa  to  Oak  Hurst,  little  one,  if  you  wish  it.  So  run 
and  tell  the  cook  to  get  a  hamper  of  provisions  ready,  and 
I  will  send  the  carriage  around  for  you  at  three  o'clock, 
and  you  can  call  at  the  office  for  me.  There,  there,"  pat- 
ting the  golden  head  fondly,  "won't  that  do." 

Dora  raised  her  head  from  her  father's  shoulder,  and, 
kissing  him  fondly,  rose  to  do  his  bidding,  and  he  took 
his  hat  and  left  the  house. 

The  cook  at  the  Andrews'  residence  was  an  old  negress  who 
had  been  employed  in  the  same  capacity  since  Walmer 
Andrews  had  brought  Dora's  mother  a  bride  to  Magnolia 
Centre.  She  was  very  fond  of  the  two  children,  whom  she 
proudly  boasted  she  "had  raised,"  and  Old  Aunt  Topsey 
was  in  reality  mistress  of  the  house,  whose  word  with  her 
fellow-servants  was  law. 
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A  year  previous,  a  daughter  of  Aunt  Topsey's  had  died 
and  left  an  infant  of  scarce  a  year  old,  and  the  grand- 
mother had  declared  that  she  would  either  have  to  go  and 
live  at  the  house  of  her  deceased  daughter  and  take  care 
of  the  child,  or  she  would  have  to  bring  the  child  to  her 
master's  house. 

Realizing  full  well  that  if  Topsey  went,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  supply  her  place  with  another  servant  so 
efficient  and  faithful  as  she,  Mr.  Andrews  had  given  a 
reluctant  consent  to  the  presence  of  the  orphan  child  in  his 
home,  but  he  had  secretly  wished  that  the  little  pickaninny 
would  soon  die,  "  for  the  world  was  getting  too  full  of  nig- 
gers, anyhow/'  he  said. 

"  But,  Miss  Dora,  I'll  have  to  take  Mona  with  me  if  I 
goeswid  you  an' your  pa  out  to  Oak  Huss  dis  ebenin,"said 
the  old  cook,  when  Dora  had  issued  her  father's  orders  to 
her  in  the  kitchen. 

"  Can't  you  leave  her  with  Kitty,  the  chambermaid, 
Aunt  Topsey?"  Dora  had  asked.  aWe  shall  only  be 
gone  a  short  time,  you  know." 

' fOh,  no,  Miss  Dora,  I  couldent  lebe  her  wid  dad  skittish 
Kitty,  nohow.  Jes  like  as  not  she'd  run  off  and  leef  her 
alone,  and  de  pore  little  ting  would  get  burnt  up.  No, 
you'll  better  take  Kitty  wid  you,  honey,  and  lebe  me  at 
home." 

"  Oh  !  no,  Aunt  Topsey,  I  won't  have  Kitty.  Take 
Mona  with  you  if  you  want  to,  she  won't  be  much  trouble." 

Ah,  poor  warm-hearted  Dora,  little  do  you  know  what  an 
event  hangs  upon  this  good-natured  consent  you  have 
kindly  given. 

At  two  o'clock  that  afternoon  Jack  Phelps  heard  the 
rumble  of  wagon  wheels  as  they  came  up  and  stopped  at 
Oak  Hurst  gate,  and  looking  up  from  the  orange  tree  he 
was  busily  pruning,  he  saw  a  wagon  containing  Mr. 
Andrews'  cook  and  her  child,  driven  by  a  negro  boy, 
standing  at  the  gate. 
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He  hastened  forward  to  see  what  the  visitors  wanted. 

"De  young  lady,  my  Miss  Dora,  sent  me  out,"  Aunt 
Topsey  said,  "and  her  pa  and  her  will  be  long  drec'tly  in 
de  cerrage.  Hayer,  Persimmons!  has  yeu  don  gone  to 
sleep  ?  Get  out,  nigger,  and  take  dis  chile  and  hamper  ob 
pervisions  out.     Don't  be  slow  as  a  couter  eder." 

And  Persimmons,  being  thus  admonished  by  Aunt 
Topsey,  of  whose  temper  and  hand  he  stood  in  mortal 
dread,  sprang  to  the  ground  and  did  as  he  had  been  bid- 
den. 

"Wonder  what  in  the  world  made  him  bring  the  young 
lady  with  him?"  thought  Jack  Phelps.  "Perhaps  he 
thinks  that  the  ghost  won't  come  if  his  daughter  is  here. 
Well,  we  shall  see." 

In  the  midst  of  Jack's  cogitations  the  carriage  contain- 
ing Mr.  Andrews  and  his  daughter  drove  up,  and  the  two 
alighted  and  walked  in  at  the  gate  which  Jack  had  flung 
open  for  them. 

"Oh,  Jack,"  cried  Miss  Dora,  reproachfully,  as  she 
came  up  the  broad,  neglected  walk  that  led  to  the  house, 
"why  did  you  let  all  the  beautiful  rosebushes  die  ?"  And 
she  reached  her  small  gloved  hand  and  snapped  off  a  dry, 
dead  branch  that  Had  caught  itself  in  the  rich  fringe  of 
her  mantle. 

"I  could  not  help  it,  Miss  Dora,"  replied  Jack  Phelps, 
ruefully.  "I  done  my  best  to  make 'em  grow ;  watered, 
fertilized,  and  worked  'em,  but  they  all  drooped  and  pined 
away  until  the  last  one  is  dead  'cepten  that  ar  white  one 
that  runs  over  the  gallery  yonder." 

"Wonder  why  this  is  so  ?"  said  the  girl,  more  to  herself 
than  her  companion,  as  she  looked  with  admiration  towards 
the  rich,  green  foliage  of  the  rose  which  clambered  luxu- 
riantly over  the  front  of  the  house,  and  mingled  its 
branches  with  the  tender  tendrils  of  the  white  and  yellow 
jasmine  growing  by  its  side.    She  had  stopped  in  her  walk 
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to  the  house  and  stood  looking  at  the  great  quantity  of 
large  white  roses  that  hurvg  gracefully  from  the  luxuriant 
vine. 

"  I  don't  know,  Miss  Dora,"  replied  Jack/ '  but  the  neigh- 
bors and  niggers  say  that  when  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie planted  this  here  rosebush  they  said  that  all  the  roses 
it  bore  should  go  to  decorate  the  chancel  of  St.  John's 
church,  at  the  ( Centre/  and  that's  the  reason  it  didn't  die 
like  the  other  bushes  did.  But  there's  been  no  roses  sent 
to  no  church  since  I've  been  here,  I  kin  tell  you,  and  they 
have  jest  bloomed  and  fell  oh*  and  bloomed  agin." 

"Hold  your  tongue,  idiot,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Andrews, 
turning  angrily  upon  him.  "You  have  lived  out  here 
alone  until  you  have  lost  what  little  sense  you  ever  pos- 


"Oh!  papa,  papa,  please  do  not  speak  so  harshly/ 
pleaded  Dora,  laying  her  hand  imploringly  upon  her 
father's  arm.     "He  is  old,  you  know." 

"He  is  getting  too  whimsical  for  any  use.  He  puts  me 
entirely  out  of  patience.     Let  us  go  into  the  house  now." 

"I  should  like  to  look  around  a  little  more  before  I  go 
in,  papa,"  she  said. 

"Very  well,  I  will  go  in  and  see  what  the  painters  have 
done;"  and,  quickening  his  footsteps,  he  entered  the  house. 

"Jack,"  said  the  girl,  as  soon  as  her  father  had  disap- 
peared, "has  Persimmons  gone  back  to  town  ?" 

"Not  yet,  Miss  Dora,"  replied  Jack,  the  sullen  look 
which  his  master's  rebuke  had  left  on  his  face  disappear- 
ing under  the  kindly  words  and  sympathetic  look  of  the 
gentle  girl.  "He's  round  in  the  back  yard  getting  his 
orders  from  Aunt  Topsey." 

"Please  ask  him  to  wait,  I  want  to  send  something 
back  by  him." 

Jack  went  to  do  her  bidding,  and  the  girl  drew  off  her 
gloves  and  proceeded  to  gather  her  hat  full  of  the  large, 
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double,  white  roses  growing  up  the  climbing  vine  before 
her.  Then  she  seated  herself  upon  the  veranda  steps,  and 
tastefully  formed  the  flowers  into  a  large,  fragrant  bouquet. 
Then,  taking  a  small  enameled  card  and  tiny  gold  pencil 
from  her  small  hand-bag,  she  wrote: 

"For  the  Chancel  of  St.  John's  Church."  She  tied 
the  card  to  the  stems  of  the  flowers,  and  looking  up  from 
her  work  of  affection,  saw  that  Jack  Phelps  had  returned 
with  the  boy  Persimmons,  who  stood,  hat  in  hand,  awaiting 
his  young  mistress'  orders. 

"  Persimmons,"  she  said,  "  I  want  you  to  take  this  bou- 
quet and  place  it  very  carefully  beside  you  upon  the  wagon 
seat,  and  when  you  get  back  to  town  call  immediately  at 
the  rectory  and  give  it  to  Mr.  Wells." 

"  Yes'm;  must  I  say  you  sent  it,  Miss  Dora?"  said  the 
boy. 

"No,  just  hand  it  to  him;  lie  will  see  the  card  attached 
to  it,  and  will  not  at  first  ask  you  any  questions,  and  you 
must  hurry  away  before  he  has  time  to  do  so.  Now,  Per- 
simmons, are  you  quite  sure  that  you  understand  me?" 

"  Oh  yas'm,  missy,  I  mos'  take  deflowers  all  keerful  an' 
gib  em  to  Mr.  Wells  at  de  rec'ary  and  den  run  off  'fore  he 
quesens  me.     Oh  yes'm,  I  'stands  it,  missy." 

"  Very  well,"  she  answered,  putting  the  bouquet  into 
one  of  his  hands  and  slipping  a  half-dollar  into  the  other 
as  she  spoke.  "Be  off  with  you  now,  and  be  sure  that 
you  do  not  forget." 

"I  kin  neber  fergits  what  my  sweet  Miss  Dora  says  to 
me,"  replied  the  boy,  showing  all  his  white  ivories,  and 
squeezing  the  half-dollar  in  his  hand  as  he  hastened  away. 

Dora  ascended  the  steps  and  entered  the  house.  She 
met  her  father  in  the  hall. 

"  Go  up  to  your  room,  Dora,"  he  said.  "  The  painters 
have  finished  it,  but  the  furniture  is  still  displaced.  I 
will  go  and  send  Topsey  to  you,  and  you  can  see  that  she 
arranges  it  to  suit  you." 
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He  passed  out  on  his  way  to  the  kitchen,  and  Dora  ran 
lightly  up  stairs  and  entered  what  had  first  been  the  room 
of  the  unfortunate  young  Spanish  woman,  and  later  Mrs. 
Mackenzie's. 

The  room  was  all  in  disorder,  the  furniture  having  been 
moved  into  the  middle  of  the  floor  to  make  room  for  the 
workingmen. 

A  white  card,  which  evidently  had  fallen  from  behind 
some  article  of  furniture  when  it  had  been  moved,  lay 
upon  the  carpet.  She  stooped  and  picked  it  up,  and  when 
she  turned  it  over  idly  in  her  hands  she  gave  a  sudden, 
joyous  start,  as  the  sweet  face  of  Madalena  Mackenzie 
smiled  up  at  her. 

It  was  a  very  correct  photograph  which  had  been  taken 
of  the  girl  in  her  tenth  year,  but  whose  face  still  retained 
its  look  of  childhood. 

Dora  walked  to  the  light  of  the  window  and  examined 
the  picture  minutely;  then  pressing  it  to  her  lips,  said, 
through  her  fast  falling  tears: 

"Oh!  my  best  beloved  friend,  how  cruel  and  how 
unjust  is  the  fate  that  separates  us." 

A  tap  at  the  door,  and  the  girl  hastened  to  hide  the  pic- 
ture in  her  bosom  before  she  answered  it. 

It  was  only  Aunt  Topsey,  who  had  been  sent  by  her  master 
to  wait  upon  her  young  mistress. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  PHANTOM   HOESE  AGAIN. — "  NOW,   IN    GOD'S    NAME, 
SIE,  WHAT  IS  IT?' 

"Jack,  I  tell  you  that  you  are  an  old  fool,  and  Pll  prove 
it  to  you  before  morning." 

"Well,  just  wait,  Mr.  Andrews;  it  has  struck  eleven, 
and  the  white  hoss  never  comes  until  twelve.  If  it  doant 
appear  to-night  it  will  be  the  fust  time  it  has  missed  coming 
for  ten  nights.  Have  you  got  your  pocket  flask  handy, 
sir?  " 

"Yes,  but  you  don't  get  a  pull  at  it,  Jack.  I  want  you 
to  keep  your  cool  senses  about  you,  and  then  you  will  see 
that  your  ( speeret  hoss'  won't  put  in  an  appearance." 

They  were  seated  on  the  vine-clad  gallery  at  Oak  Hurst, 
these  two,  Mr.  Andrews  and  Jack  Phelps,  awaiting  the 
appearance  of  the  specter  which  Jack  declared  had 
appeared  every  night  for  more  than  a  week  past,  in  the 
shape  of  a  white  horse,  at  the  hour  of  midnight. 

It  was  one  of  the  loveliest  nights  possible,  even  in  this 
lovely  land.  The  sky  was  pearl-like  and  pure  as  an  opal, 
and  the  full  moon  rode  majestically  through  the  heavens. 
Bright,  delicate,  shifting  clouds  floated  airily  about,  and 
became  flecked  with  a  crimson  radiance  as  they,  for  a 
moment,  obscured  the  bright  face  of  the  queen  of  night. 
A  soft  breeze  stirred  the  nodding  roses  overhead  and  wafted 
a  sweet,  subtle  perfume,  that  mingled  strangely  with  the 
smoke  of  Mr.  Andrews'  cigar. 

A  mocking-bird,  seated  in  a  tree  near  by,  burst  forth 
ever  and  anon  into  a  song  of  rapturous  melody,  to  be 
answered  by  its  mate  in  a  neighboring  shrub  in  the  same 
sweet  strain. 

219 
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"  Oh,  those  tiresome  birds,"  at  length  exclaimed  Mr. 
Andrews,  throwing  away  the  stub  of  the  cigar  which  he 
had  been  smoking.     "  Why  don't  you  shoot  them,  Jack?  " 

"  I  couldn't  shoot  them  now,  sir,  without  disturbing  the 
young  lady  and  Topsey,  and  you  don't  want  them  to  know 
that  we  are  keeping  watch." 

"  Of  course  not;  I  would  not  have  my  daughter  know 
that  I  am  guilty  of  such  an  act  of  folly  for  the  world." 

He  closed  his  eyes  and  fell  into  a  reverie,  while  Jack 
kept  his  wide  open  and  fixed  upon  the  white  gate  in  the 
distance. 

Hark !  the  hall  clock  is  striking  the  midnight  hour.  As 
the  last  silvery  stroke  sounded  upon  the  still  night  air, 
Mr.  Andrews  lazily  opened  his  sleepy  eyes  and  said,  mock- 
ingly: 

i(  Well,  Jack,  what  about  the  '  speeret  hoss.'  It  is  12 
o'clock.     I  fear  his  ghostship  will  be  late  to-night." 

Jack  Phelps  made  no  reply;  he  had  risen  to  his  feet  and 
was  bending  forward,  his  hand  behind  his  ear,  every  sense 
strained  to  listen. 

There  it  was,  the  dull  thundering  of  distant  hoofs  upon 
the  hard  road.  Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  distant  sound, 
which  now  has  even  fallen  upon  Mr.  Andrews'  incredulous 
senses.  He  sprang  to  his  feet,  quickly  crossed  the  balcony 
and  paused  upon  the  second  step  leading  to  the  ground. 

A  fleecy  cloud,  which  had  for  a  moment  veiled  the  moon's 
brightness,  swept  majestically  aside,  and  a  brightness 
almost  like  daylight  flooded  the  scene. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  sound  of  the  flying  hoofs, 
until  suddenly  the  milk-white  specter,  with  flying  bridge 
reins  and  madly  swaying  stirrup,  dashed  out  of  the  somber 
shade  of  the  wood,  crossed  the  cleared  space  in  front  of  the 
house  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  and  stopped  suddenly,  with 
a  loud,  terrified  snort,  beside  the  white  gate. 

Jack  Phelps  gave  one  terrified  look,  and  then  sank, 
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speechless,  to  the  floor  and  covered  his  face  with  his  cold 
hands  to  shut  out  the  sight  of  the  apparition. 

Mr.  Andrews  hastily  descended  the  steps,  and  ran  with 
all  his  speed  toward  where  the  horse  was  standing.  He 
reached  the  gate,  his  hand  was  upon  the  latch;  he  would 
soon  grasp  the  bridle  of  this  runaway  horse,  and  laugh 
triumphantly  at  Jack  for  his  folly  for  ever  having  sup- 
posed that  it  was  aught  else  than  flesh  and  blood. 

The  gate  flew  open,  he  raised  his  hand,  and  made  a 
grasping  spring,  his  hand  clutched  the  empty  air,  the 
horse  was  gone.  No  sound  of  galloping  feet  had  borne 
him  hence.  Suddenly  and  silently,  like  the  quickly  extin- 
guished flame  of  a  taper  held  in  a  strong  draught,  the  horse 
had  disappeared,  leaving  no  trace  behind  him,  and  the 
white  moonbeams,  sifting  down  through  the  quivering 
branches  of  the  old  oak  tree,  saw  the  exultant  look  that 
had  rested  upon  Mr.  Andrews'  face  change  to  one  of  hor- 
rified amazement. 

For  the  space  of  five  minutes  he  stood  thus,  perfectly 
spell-bound  with  wonder. 

"  You  saw  it — you  saw  it  yourself,  sir.  Now,  what  was 
it." 

It  was  the  voice  of  Jack  Phelps,  who,  having  recovered 
from  his  terror,  when  he  had  at  last  taken  courage  to  look 
toward  the  gate,  and  saw  that  the  apparition  had  vanished, 
had  approached  to  where  Mr.  Andrews  was  standing,  with 
exultant  footsteps. 

"  Yes,  I  saw  it,  Jack,"  he  said,  hoarsely. 

"Good  Lawd,  sir!  you  are  as  pale  as  a  ghost,  yourself. 
Get  your  brandy  flask,  quick;  you  are  going  to  faint,  sure." 

Walmer  Andrews  drew  his  flask  quickly  from  his  coat 
pocket  and  took  a  heavy  draught  from  it,  and  then  offered 
the  bottle  to  his  companion,  who  quickly  gulped  down  a 
half  dozen  swallows,  and  said,  as  he  handed  the  flask  back: 

"Now,  in  God's  name,  sir,  what  is  it?" 
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"I  do  not  know,  Jack/'  his  companion  answered,  hum- 
bly. (t  But  I  still  believe  that  it  is  a  clever  trick  of  some 
one  who  is  bent  upon  frightening  us;  but  how  it  is  done  is 
impossible  for  me  to  explain  at  present;  but  I  am  not  done 
with  it.  Be  sure  that  you  do  not  mention  to  any  one  what 
we  have  seen  to-night,  and  to-morrow  night  we  will  watch 
in  a  way  that  will  no  doubt  give  us  a  key  to  the  mystery, 
by  which  this  trick  may  be  exposed." 

Jack  shook  his  head  doubtfully.  '■'..  You  will  find  out  that 
it  is  a  speeret,  and  nothing  but  a  speeret,  sir,"  he  said. 

"I  do  not  believe  there  is  anything  supernatural  about 
it,"  insisted  his  master;  "but,  as  you  say  it  never  appears 
but  once  in  one  night,  I  shall  have  to  wait  until  to-morrow 
night  to  convince  you.  We  will  go  to  bed  now,  and  be 
sure  and  remember  my  caution,  not  to  hint  this  night's 
adventure  to  a  living  soul." 

"You  may  depend  that  I  will  not  until  you  give  me 
leave  to  do  so,  sir,"  and  the  two  men  re-entered  the  gate 
and  returned  to  the  house.  Jack  Phelps  went  off  to  his 
quarters,  and  Mr.  Andrews  removed  his  shoes,  and, 
stealthily  entering  the  silent  house,  groped  his  way  in  the 
darkness  to  his  own  room. 

Mr.  Andrews  and  his  daughter  were  seated  at  the  break- 
fast-table in  the  dining-room  of  Oak  Hurst  the  next  morn- 
ing, waited  upon  by  Aunt  Topsey.  Mr.  Andrews  looked 
pale  and  somewhat  haggard  and  partook  of  the  meal 
almost  in  silence. 

"Do  you  not  feel  well,  papa?"  at  length  inquired  his 
daughter,  looking  wistfully  at  her  father's  pale  face. 

"  Yes,  I  am  well  enough,  Dora,"  he  replied,  looking 
absently  out  of  the  window;  "  but  I  did  not  sleep  well  last 
night." 

"  Neither  did  I,  papa.  It  must  have  been  the  strong 
odor  of  fresh  paint  that  disturbed  us.  I  had  a  very  strange 
dream,  too." 
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"  What  did  you  dream,  Dora?  "  he  asked,  making  a  fee- 
ble attempt  to  keep  up  the  conversation. 

"  I  dreamed  that  Madalena  Mackenzie  was  here,  and 
she  and  I  were  out  on  the  lawn.  I  thought  we  were  look- 
ing at  the  dead  rosebushes,  and  Madalena  burst  into  tears 
because  they  were  dead!  I  went  up  and  put  my  arms 
around  her  neck  and  kissed  and  tried  to  comfort  her;  then 
I  looked  again  where  the  dead  bushes  stood,  and  at  the 
foot  of  each  a  new,  young,  green  bush  heavily  laden  with 
blooms  had  sprung  up.  '  Oh,  Maddie/  I  cried,  'just  look, 
they  were  not  dead.  They  are  more  beautiful  than  ever, 
and  will  never  wither  and  fade/  Just  then  a  noise  at  the 
front  gate  attracted  my  attention,  and  I  saw  a  lovely,  glit- 
tering carriage,  which  resembled  a  chariot,  drawn  by  a 
milk-white  horse,  stop  at  the  gate.  We  both  walked 
quickly  toward  it,  and  the  lady  who  sat  alone  in  it  and  held 
the  reins  turned  her  face  toward  us,  and  I  instantly 
recognized  her  as  the  Spanish  lady  whose  tragic  death 
occurred  here  when  I  was  a  little  girl.  I  knew 
her  by  her  picture  which  hangs  in  the  room  where  I 
slept  last  night.  She  smiled  and  beckoned  to  me  with 
what  seemed  to  be  a  loving  hand,  and  I  instantly  approached 
her  side  and  took  her  proffered  hand.  Without  any  seem- 
ing effort  of  my  own,  I  was  seated  beside  her  in  a  moment. 
'Oh  Dora,  Dora,  dear,  do  not  go!'  fairly  screamed  Mada- 
lena, whom  I  had  left  standing  inside  the  gate. 

"  '  I  must  go,  my  darling/  I  said  in  answer.  'Learn  a 
lesson  of  the  rosebushes  over  which  you  wept  and  once 
thought  dead  and  let  that  comfort  you;  and  with  my  words, 
horse  and  chariot  seemed  to  leave  the  ground  and  went  fly- 
ing through  the  air.  I  heard  Madalena's  frantic  screams 
in  the  distance,  and  the  sound  awoke  me." 

Walmer  Andrews  had  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork,  and 
sat  staring  at  his  daughter  while  she  related  the  strange 
dream,  his  face  growing  almost  ghastly  in  the  strange  pal- 
lor which  overspread  it. 
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"Why,  papa,"  cried  Dora,  springing  to  his  side,  "do 
not  let.  my  foolish  dream  alarm  you.  Can't  you  see  that 
it  was  only  a  strange  commingling  of  my  waking  thoughts, 
which  were  of  dead  rosebushes,  Madalena  and  the  Span- 
ish lady,  whose  picture  I  looked  at  just  before  I  went  to 
sleep?" 

"I  hope  so,  my  darling,"  he  said,  drawing  her  upon  his 
knee  as  he  spoke;  "but  are  you  quite  sure  that  you  are 
well?  Oh,  my  precious,  if  anything  serious  should  happen 
to  you  it  would  kill  me." 

"I  am  very  well,  papa  dear,'"  she  answered,  "and  am  so 
sorry  that  I  related  my  foolish  dream  if  it  is  going  to  worry 
you." 

"Your  pa's  right,  honey," said  Aunt  Topsey,  with  all 
the  freedom  of  an  old,  privileged  servant.  "It  was  a  bad 
dream  and  Fs  feered  you's  gwine  to  be  sick." 

"Oh,  nonsense,  Aunt  Topsey,  I  was  never  in  better 
health  in  my  life.     The  dream  don't  mean  anything." 

"You  had  better  take  Aunt  Topsey  with  you  and  go 
home  this  forenoon,  darling.  I  can  not  leave  here  to-day, 
as  I  wish  to  superintend  the  repairs,  and  shall  not  be  home 
before  to-morrow;  but  Wallace  will  come  home  to-day,  so 
you  will  not  be  lonely." 

"No,  papa,"  she  said,  with  the  freedom  of  a  spoiled 
child;  "  I  shall  stay  out  here  as  long  as  you  do.  I  have 
nothing  to  call  me  home  and  shall  remain  with  you. 
Wallace  can  take  care  of  himself." 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  will  have  to  have  your  own  way; 
you  always  do,"  he  laughed.  "  But  as  your  way  is  always 
right,  or  proves  to  be  so,  it  doesn't  matter,  does  it  Aunt 
Topsey?" 

"Law,  Massa  Andrews,  how  you  does  spile  dat  chile." 

"I  think  I  shall  go  and  lie  down  and  see  if  I  can't 
get  a  nap,  Dora,"  he  said,  as  he  left  the  dining-room;  "  I 
believe  I  am  threatened  with  one  of  my  bad  headaches." 
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"Do,  papa,"  she  urged;  " I  will  see  that  everything  is 
kept  quiet  about  the  house,  and  I  am  sure  that  a  good  nap 
will  make  you  feel  better  and  less  nervous." 

Everything  was  still  within  the  house  two  hours  later. 
The  painters  having  finished  the  inside  work  had  begun 
on  the  outside  walls  of  the  house.  Jack  Phelps  was 
busily  engaged  pruning  orange  trees,  and  Aunt  Topsey  was 
busily  preparing  dinner  in  the  kitchen.  Dora  Andrews 
put  on  her  wide-brimmed  hat  and  drew  on  her  gloves 
and  started  out  on  a  walk.  As  she  passed  the  kitchen 
door  she  was  caught  sight  of  by  Aunt  Topsey,  who  called 
out: 

"  Whar-is  you  gwine,  Miss  Dora,  honey?" 

"  I  am  going  out  for  a  walk,  Aunt  Topsey.  Be  sure  not 
to  make  any  noise,  if  you  go  in  the  house,  to  disturb  papa; 
he  is  sleeping." 

"  I'll  be  keerful,  honey;  but,  Miss  Dora,  I  wish  you'd 
look  about  de  yard  and  see  if  you  sees  Mona.  Dat  little 
lim  is  alius  running  away  from  me.  If  you  see  her  send 
her  to  de  kitchen,  please,  mam." 

"  All  right,  Aunt  Topsey,  I  will  look  for  her  and  send 
her  in,"  she  replied,  cheerfully. 

She  passed  Jack  Phelps,  busy  at  his  work.  "Jack," 
she  stopped  to  say,  "  have  you  seen  the  cook's  child  this 
morning?" 

Jack  removed  his  hat  from  his  head  and  answered: 

"  Yes,  Miss.  Dora,  I  saw  her  going  toward  the  lake  about 
half  an  hour  ago.  I  told  her  to  go  back,  but  she  wouldn't 
mind  me,  the  little  nigger." 

"  That  is  a  dangerous  place  for  the  child  to  go,"  she  said, 
hurrying  onward,  but  she  called  back  over  her  shoulder: 

"  Jack,  if  you  will  cut  down  and  clear  away  the  dead 
rosebushes  to-day  I  will  give  you  two  dollars;  and,  Jack, 
do  you  think  they  are  alive  at  the  roots  and  will  put  out 
again?" 
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"  No,  Miss  Dora,  they  are  dead  enough,  roots  and  all, 
but  I  will  dig  them  up  to-day  and  clean  the  lawn  up  nice/' 

"  All  right,  Jack,  I  will  do  as  I  said."  And  she  hastened 
away. 

"Wonder  how  upon  earth  Walmer  Andrews  ever  came 
to  have  such  an  angel  for  his  child  as  Miss  Dora  is?  Til 
declare  to  goodness  it  is  a  mystery  to  me. "  And  Jack  shook 
his  grizzly  head  over  the  puzzling  thought,  and  started  to 
his  work  of  cleaning  up  the  lawn. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

DORA    AND    LITTLE    MONA. — TRAGIC    DEATH    OF    WALMER 
ANDREWS'  DAUGHTER. 

An  hour,  perhaps,  had  passed  away  since  Dora  Andrews 
paused  in  her  morning  ramble  to  speak  a  few  kind  words 
to  Jack  Phelps,  and  give  him  instructions  in  regard  to  the 
work  she  wished  to  be  done  upon  the  neglected  lawn  at 
Oak  Hurst. 

A  quick  step  was  heard  upon  the  gravel  walk,  a  shadow 
fell  across  the  sunlight  at  Jack's  side,  and,  looking  up 
from  his  work  of  digging  up  the  dead  and  withered  rose- 
bushes, he  saw  Mr.  Andrews  standing  before  him. 

"Miss  Dora  told  me  to  dig 'em  up,  sir.  She  says  she 
does  not  like  the  dreary  look  they  give  to  the  lawn,"  Jack 
said,  half  apologetically,  pausing  in  his  work.  "Am  I 
doing  right,  sir?" 

"  Certainly,  Jack,  they  should  have  been  removed  long 
ago.     Do  you  know  where  my  daughter  has  gone?" 

"  She  walked  down  toward  the  lake  about  an  hour  ago. 
Shall  I  go  and  find  her  for  you,  sir?" 

"No,  I  will  go  and  find  her  myself.  Carry  all  the  dead 
bushes  outside,  Jack,  to  a  safe  distance  from  the  fence  and 
burn  them.  I  think  the  place  will  look  as  well  as  ever  it 
did  after  we  get  it  straightened   up,  don't  you  think  so?'' 

"Well,  I  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  Jack,  stroking  his 
long,  shaggy  beard  with  one  hand,  meditatively,  as  he  spoke. 
"  I  thought  when  I  fust  come  out  here  with  Sheriff  Wil- 
son, when  he  set  the  Mackenzies  out,  you  know,  that  it 
was  the  poottiest  place  I  ever  looked  at,  and  I  thought  I'd 
jest  like  to  live  and  die  here;  but  somehow  things  has  all 
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gone  wrong  with  me  since,  and  I've  had  such  cussed  luck 
here.  You  know  I  hadn't  been  here  a  week  when  thai 
fiery  hoss  '  Black  Prince '  broke  my  leg  and  nearly  killed 
me,  and  then  I  fell  outen  the  barn  loft  and  broke  both  m^i 
arms  and  nearly  broke  my  neck  soon  after  I  was  able  tcji 
creep  about  after  the  hoss  hurt  me,  and  I  never  have  beeiji 
able  to  keep  a  confounded  nigger  on  the  place  to  help  me|; 
and  now  that  ar  ghost,  or  whatever  it  is  that  we  saw  las|i 
night,  keeps  a-comin'  and  skeering  me  outen  my  wits,  tijjl 
Fve  got  so  I  jes  fairly  hate  the  place,  and  I  hope  you '8 3 
soon  sell  it,  or  git  somebody  else  to  take  care  of  it,  sir,  foij 
Fm  clean  outen  heart  with  the  whole  business. " 

Mr.  Andrews  laughed  scornfully.  "You  are  in  your 
dotage,  Jack,  as  I  told  you  before,  and  you  have  not  got 
as  much  sense  as  an  old  nigger.  What's  going  to  become 
of  you  if  you  play  out  like  this?  I  am  not  going  to  ddj 
anything  more  for  you,  I  assure  you,  and  there's  nothing 
left  for  you  but  to  become  a  pauper  upon  the  town." 

"  But  I've  sarved  you  faithfully  for  many  a  year,  sir;  and 
you  always  said  I  should  never  know  what  it  was  to  want," 
whined  Jack. 

"There,  that  will  do,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  interrupting 
him,  angrily.  "  If  you  expect  me  to  do  anything  for  youi 
you  must  stop  this  cussed  whining,  like  some  half-witted: 
old  woman,  and  cheer  up,  and  go  to  work  like  a  man.  I 
believe  that  it  is  all  your  own  fault  that  I  have  not  sold 
Oak  Hurst  long  ago.  If  you  don't  do  better  I  shall  dis- 
charge you  before  the  month's  out,  and  I  guess  you  wouldn't 
be  able  to  get  another  place  in  a  hurry,  you  good-for-noth- 
ing, trifling  old  Jackanapes,  you;"  and  shaking  his  can© 
threateningly  toward  the  cowering  old  man,  Mr.  Andrews 
strode  angrily  away. 

His  treatment  of  this  man,  who  had  been  his  willing 
slave  and  ready  tool  to  assist  him  in  his  evil  work  and  cruel 
designs  against  his  fellow-men  for  years,  was  in  every  way 
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Characteristic  of  Walmer  Andrews.  This  man  had  grown 
old  and  gray  in  his  service,  and  had  brought  the  contempt 
of  all  honest  people  upon  his  head  by  his  devotion  to  his 
wicked,  hard-hearted,  conscienceless  master,  and  now 
that  he  manifested  signs  of  failure  from  age  and  sickness, 
and  would  probably  be  of  little  further  use  to  him,  Mr. 
Andrews  would  have  none  of  him,  would  "  kick  him  out," 
cast  him  off,  like  an  old  faithful  horse  turned  out  to  starve. 
"What  would  the  man's  whining  and  pleading  avail  with 
his  master?  Nothing.  Mr.  Andrews  was  used  to  such 
things;  aye,  was  used  to  the  tears  of  orphans,  and  the 
beseeching  prayers  of  widows,  whom  he  turned  adrift 
houseless,  homeless,  and  penniless,  while  he  gathered  up 
their  little  all,  to  increase  his  own  overflowing  coffers. 
Would  he  be  moved  by  poor  old  Jack's  pitiful  condition 
when  his  work  was  done,  and  he  was  cast  adrift  to  beg  or 
starve? 

Ah,  no!  Walmer  Andrews'  heart  was  not  made  of  mate- 
rial that  melted  or  was  moved  to  compassion  by  the  woes 
of  humanity. 

"My  good  Lord!"  exclaimed  Jack  Phelps  to  himself, 
looking  after  the  retreating  form  of  his  master  until  it 
had  disappeared  within  the  belt  of  woods  which  lay 
between  the  house  and  lake.  "Is  that  the  way  he  is  going 
to  sarve  me  after  all  his  promises?  Why,  he  has  told  me 
for  years  and  years  that  he  would  give  me  a  house  and 
ten  acres  of  ground,  with  enough  to  live  on,  when  I  got 
too  old  to  work,  if  I'd  stick  to  him,  and  now  he  calls  me 
an  old  dotage,  or  something  like  that,  and  says  I've  lost 
all  the  little  sense  I  ever  had,  and  is  going  to  discharge 
me  and  let  me  go  on  the  town  if  I  don't  stay  on  this 
cussed  place — Oh,  this  cussed  place,  it  has  been  my  ruin, 
and  if  I  can't  soon  get  away  from  here  I  will  surely  die  or 
go  crazy."  And  poor  old  Jack  sank  down  upon  the  ground, 
and  locked  his  arms  around  his  bent  knees,  and  leaned  hia 
head  against  them  in  an  attitude  of  deep  dejection.  • 
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"I  will  go  to  Miss  Dora  about  it,"  he  said  to  himself,  at 
length.  "  Her  papa  loves  her  and  she  is  the  only  thing  he 
ever  did  love  'cept  money,  and  maybe  she  can  git  him  to  do 
the  fair  thing  by  me.  Bless  her  sweet  heart,  she  will  do 
all  she  can  for  me,  I  know,  and  I  do  not  believe  that  she 
will  let  me  come  upon  the  town  as  a  pauper  if  her  Da  does 
discharge  me." 

He  was  interrupted  in  his  sad  reverie  by  loud  shouts 
coming  to  his  ears  from  the  direction  of  the  lake.  He 
rose  to  his  feet  and  stood  eagerly  listening. 

"  What  does  that  noise  mean,  Jack  ?"  called  one  of  the 
painters  to  him  from  his  place  upon  the  ladder  outside  the 
house. 

"I  doant  know,"  shouted  Jack  back  to  him.  "It 
sounds  like  Mr.  Andrews  calling  for  help." 

"  Well,  why  don't  you  run,  old  idiot,  and  see  what  is  the 
matter?"  cried  the  man,  coming  hastily  down  from  the  lad- 
der and  running  toward  the  lake  from  which  the  sound 
proceeded. 

The  other  workmen  joined  in  the  race,  and  Jack's  trem- 
bling legs  brought  up  the  rear. 

The  men  cleared  the  fence  at  a  bound  and  had  just 
reached  the  cleared  place  surrounding  the  lake,  when  they 
met  Mr.  Andrews  running  toward  them,  pale  and  hatless, 
and  wildly  waving  his  arms  above  his  head  as  he  shouted, 
frantically : 

"Oh,  for  God's  sake,  hurry,  hurry — my  daughter — my 
daughter — Oh,  my  God,  my  daughter  is  in  the  lake — 

"0  God,  have  mercy — God,  have  mercy  upon  me." 

He  wrung  his  hands  together  in  agony  of  despair,  and 
the  frightened  men  rushed  past  him,  and  in  a  moment 
stood  upon  the  banks  of  the  lake,  the  waters  of  which  lay 
placidly  smiling  and  shimmering  in  the  bright  sun's  rays, 
as  if  exulting  over  the  lovely  form  which  lay  engulfed  in 
their  treacherous  depths. 
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A  girl's  hat  with  its  rich  fluttering  plumes  lay  upon 
the  bank,  and  beside  it  a  mantle  which  had  the  appearance 
of  having  been  cast  aside  in  haste. 

Standing  upon  the  low  bank  and  looking  downward  into 
the  clear,  transparent  water  the  form  of  Walmer  Andrews' 
daughter,  with  the  body  of  the  little  colored  child  clasped 
close  to  her  pulseless  heart,  could  be  distinctly  seen,  rest- 
ing tfpon  the  bright,  pebbly  bottom,  the  bright  and  many- 
colored  shells  and  pebbles  shivering  like  rainbows  around 
it. 

The  horrified  men  gave  one  terrified  glance,  and  then 
with  pitying  kindness  sought  to  prevent  Mr.  Andrews 
from  seeing  what  they  had  seen. 

But  too  late,  too  late,  and  with  a  shriek  of  despairing 
madness,  the  sound  of  which  those  who  heard  it  never 
forgot,  the  bereaved  father  sank  senseless  upon  the  lake's 
green  bank. 

Pitying  hands  tried  in  vain  to  restore  him  to  conscious- 
ness, and  then  his  still  senseless  form  was  carried  back  to 
the  house  and  placed  tenderly  upou  the  couch  in  his  room 
from  which  he  had  risen  less  than  an  hour  since  to  seek  his 
dearly  beloved  child. 

He  was  left  in  the  hands  of  the  horrified  Aunt  Topsey 
and  Jack  Phelps,  who  tried  every  means  within  their  power 
to  restore  him  to  consciousness,  and  a  half  hour  later  the 
workmen  with  slow,  solemn  footsteps  re-entered  the  silent 
house,  bearing  between  them  a  hastily  constructed  litter, 
upon  which  reposed  all  that  was  mortal  of  Walmer  Andrews' 
lovely  and  beloved  daughter  Dora.  They  carried  their 
light  burden  into  what  had  been  her  room  upstairs,  and 
laid  the  cold,  waxen  form  upon  the  same  bed  upon  which 
the  form  of  the  murdered  Spanish  lady  had  been  laid,  and 
where  poor  Leon  De  Soto  had  died  a  suicide's  death. 

How  the  dreadful  tragedy  came  about  none  but  the  Great 
$od  above  all  knows,  but  from  the  form  of  the  little  child 


232  THE   TRAGEDIES    OF    OAK    HURST. 

having  been  closely  locked  within  the  arms  of  the  dead 
girl,  it  was  supposed  that  she  had  found,  when  she  reached 
the  bank  of  the  lake  alone,  that  the  child  had  fallen  into 
the  water,  and  in  the  noble  girFs  brave  attempt  to  save  the 
life  of  the  child  she  had  lost  her  own. 

The  forms  when  rescued  from  the  water  were  cold  and 
rigid,  and  life  must  have  been  extinct  in  both  for  over  two 
hours. 

Walmer  Andrews  was  brought  out  of  his  long  and  death- 
like swoon  by  his  attendants,  only  to  relapse  into  anothei 
as  soon  as  reason  held  her  sway  and  brought  back  to  hi 
anguished  heart  the  terrible  calamity  which  had  overtake] 
him. 

"Sinclair,  for  God's  sake  go  for  the  Doctor,  quickly 
The  man  will  surely  die  if  something  more  is  not  done  foi 
him  than  we  are  doing,"  said  one  painter  to  another,  as 
Mr.  Andrews  lay  white  and  cold  before  them. 

"  Dr.  Mackenzie, "  said  Sinclair,  who  was  a  newcomer 
at  Magnolia  Centre,  as  he  started  towards  the  door.  "  I  shall 
bring  him,  of  course." 

"  Oh  !  no,  no,"  cried  Jack  Phelps,  turning  if  possible  a 
shade  paler  and  more  ghastly  at  the  proposition  than  he 
was  before. 

"  Any  doctor  but  Dr.  Mackenzie,"  cried  both  Jack  and 
Aunt  Topsey  in  a  breath. 

"  Seems  tome  you  are  mighty  particular,"  said  the  man, 
as  he  ran  down-stairs  and  hastened  away  in  quest  of  a 
physician.  "In  cases  of  accident  like  this,  one  must  just 
take  the  first  doctor  one  can  find,  or  it  may  be  too  late  for 
any  one  to  do  any  good.  Poor  young  lady,  what  a  terri- 
ble accident,"  he  said  to  himself,  in  his  warm-hearted  sym- 
pathy, as  he  hastened  onward.  '"  I  believe  the  blow  will., 
kill  her  father." 

It  was  not  long  until  the  sound  of  galloping  hoofs 
broke  upon  the  ears  of  the  anxious  watchers  at  OakHurst, 
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and  a  carriage,  in  which  were  seated  Doctor  Armstrong 
and  wife,  with  their  daughter  Bessie  and  Wallace 
Andrews,  dashed  up  to  the  door,  and  the  occupants 
alighted  hastily,  and  with  pale  faces  sought  the  rooms 
where  the  dead  girl  and  her  stricken  father  lay. 

"Oh!  father,  father,"  cried  the  young  man,  dropping 
upon  his  knees  beside  the  inanimate  form  of  his  parent. 
"Oh  !  for  Christ's  sake  speak  to  me,  and  tell  me  that  this 
terrible  news  I  have  heard  is  not  true.  My  sister,  my 
beautiful,  darling  sister  cannot  be  dead.  Oh!  tell  me  that 
it  is  all  a  cruel  mistake,  before  I  go  mad." 

He  took  his  father's  cold  hand  within  his  own  and 
pressed  it  to  his  pale  lips.  Still  the  eyes  of  the  swooning 
man  unclosed  not,  and  Doctor  Armstrong  drew  near  the 
bed  and  motioned  for  his  wife  to  take  the  young  man 
away. 

"  Come  with  me,  Wallace,"  she  Said,  tenderly,  while 
tears  of  pity  rained  over  her  motherly  face.  She  put  her 
arm  around  him  and  tried  to  draw  him  away. 

"But,  my  father  ;  oh!  Doctor,  is  my  father  dead?  "  he 
cried. 

"INTo,  Wallace,  he  has  only  fainted.  Go  with  Mrs. 
Armstrong,  boy.  Your  father  will  soon  be  all  right." 
And  he  suffered  the  lady  to  lead  him  out  of  the  room. 

"Where  is  my  sister,  Mrs.  Armstrong?  "  he  cried,  when 
they  stood  in  the  hall  together.  "Where  is  my  sister? 
Take  me  to  her." 

"Must  you  see  her  now,  Wallace?"  she  said,  through 
her  tears.  "Had  you  not  better  come  down  into  the 
parlor,  and  try  to  compose  yourself,  first?" 

"No,  no,  take  me  to  her,"he  cried.  She  kept  her  arm 
around  him,  and  together  they  traversed  the  length  of 
the  hall  until  they  reached  the  door  of  the  room  where  the 
dead  girl  lay. 

With  gentle  hand  she  unclosed  the  door  and  entered  the 
room,  and  he  tottered  in  after  her. 
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The  form  of  the  beautiful  girl,  still  clad  in  its  water- 
soaked  garments,  lay  upon  the  bed;  the  fair  head  rested 
upon  the  pillow,  over  which  streamed  the  wet  masses  of 
golden  hair.  The  eyes  were  closed,  and  around  the 
slightly  parted  lips  rested  a  smile  of  indescribable  peace 
and  beauty. 

Bessie  Armstrong  knelt  sobbing  beside  the  bed,  with  on< 
of  the  cold,  waxen  hands  held  in  her  own.  At  the  sight  oj 
her  mother  and  Wallace  Andrews,  the  weeping  girl  pressec 
her  lips  to  the  lifeless  hand  of  her  friend,  and  laid  it  rev- 
erently back  across  the  pulseless  breast,  and  rose  to  he 
feet,  and  fell  almost  fainting  into  her  mother's  arms,  who, 
with  pitying  gentleness,  drew  her  from  the  room,  and  Wal 
lace  Andrews  was  left  alone  with  his  dead  sister. 

"What  have  you  in  your  hand,  Bessie?"  said  the 
mother,  when  she  had  placed  the  half -fainting  girl  upon 
the  sofa  in  the  parlor,  and  was  trying  to  chafe  her  cold 
hands  between  her  own. 

"  Look  at  it,  mother,"  the  weeping  girl  said,  as  she 
handed  her  mother  a  wet  bit  of  cardboard.  "  Aunt  Topsey 
found  it  in  poor  Dora's  bosom  when  she  loosened  her  cloth- 
ing after  she  was  drowned." 

Mrs.  Armstrong  took  the  card,  wonderingly,  and  replac 
ing  her  glasses  upon  her  swollen  eyes  walked  to  the  win-" 
dow,  and  examined  it  critically. 

"Why,  it  is  a  photograph  of  Madalena  Mackenzie,  taken 
when  she  was  a  little  girl,"  she  cried,  in  amazement;  "and 
poor  Dora  wore  it  in  her  bosom."  And  the  tears  of  mother 
and  daughter  flowed  afresh. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

"YOU   HERE?  MACKENZIE'S   DAUGHTER  COME  TO  MOCK   ME 
IN    MY   GRIEF?" 

As  the  mellow,  slanting  rays  of  the  declining  sun  fell 
athwart  the  green  earth  and  lighted  up  the  many  windows 
of  Oak  Hurst  with  a  glittering  radiance  upon  the  evening 
of  the  sad  day  of  Dora  Andrews'  accidental  death,  a 
mournful  cortege  left  its  protecting  shades,  and  wound 
slowly  along  the  forest  road  leading  to  Magnolia  Centre. 
The  hearse  bearing  the  remains  of  the  lovely  girl  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  close  carriage,  in  which  were  Walmer  Andrews, 
his  son  Wallace,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Marsh,  of  the  Baptist 
church,  who,  upon  hearing  of  the  sad  tragedy  which  that 
day  had  occuired  at  Oak  Hurst,  had,  with  his  character- 
istic and  christian  kindness,  hastened  to  the  spot  to  offer 
such  consolation  as  lay  in  his  power.  Next  came  the  car- 
riage of  Dr.  Armstrong,  containing  himself,  his  wife  and 
his  daughter  Bessie;  while  the  wagon  bearing  the  body  of 
the  colored  child  and  the  servants  brought  up  the  rear. 

Many  were  the  small  groups  which  had  collected  upon 
the  street  corners  that  looked  after  the  little  solemn  pro- 
cession as  it  slowly  wound  its  way  through  the  town,  and 
many  were  the  whispered  comments  of  the  awful  retribu- 
tion which  this  day  had  so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
fallen  upon  Walmer  Andrews. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  caught  sight  of  a  pale,  worn,  haggard 
face  through  the  carriage  window,  in  which  Mr.  Andrews 
leaned,  half  fainting,  upon  the  shoulder  of  his  son,  as  the 
procession  passed  his  office  window  on  its  way  to  the 
Andrews  residence,  and  he  tried  hard  to  repress  the  exult- 
ant feeling  which,  human-like,   sprang  into  his  heart  at 
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the  sight  of  his  enemy's  woe.  His  mind  wandered  back 
to  that  agonizing  day  when  he  stood  looking  upon  the 
dead  face  of  his  own  murdered  child,  and  he  heard  again, 
as  one  hears  a  voice  in  his  dreams,  the  voice  of  Mr.  Wells 
saying,  as  he  reverently  closed  the  coffin  lid  on  the  dead 
babe:  "Vengeance  is  mine  ;  I  will  repay,  saith  the 
Lord." 

When  Dr.  Mackenzie  joined  his  family  around  the 
dinner  table  a  half-hour  later,  he  turned  his  eyes  from 
Madalena's  vacant  chair  inquiringly  upon  his  wife,  who 
sat  behind  the  coffee  urn  at  the  table.  She  understood 
his  look,  and  answered: 

' '  Madalena  is  suffering  from  nervous  headache,  and  is 
not  able  to  come  down  to  dinner." 

"Yes,  and  she  has  cried  herself  almost  to  death  over 
poor  Dora  Andrews'  sudden  death,"  said  Eva,  sympathet- 
ically; and  then,  lowering  her  voice,  exclaimed:  "Oh, 
papa,  wasn't  it  an  awful  accident,  and  to  occur  at  our  old 
home,  too!     Perhaps — " 

But  a  warning  look  from  her  mother's  eyes  caused  the 
child  to  leave  the  sentence  unfinished.  Dr.  Mackenzie 
made  no  reply,  and  the  meal  proceeded  almost  in  silence. 

The  night  closed  in,  dark  and  stormy,  the  wind  sighed 
dismally  through  the  dripping  branches  of  the  trees  sur- 
rounding the  house— this  new  home  of  the  Mackenzies — 
whib  ever  and  anon  gusts  of  rain- drops  dashed  angrily 
against  the  window-panes. 

"  What  a  night  for  any  one  to  be  abroad  in,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  to  her  husband,  as  she  closed  the  shutters 
of  the  windows  of  her  room,  preparatory  to  retiring  for 
the  night.     "  I  hope  no  one  will  call  you  out  to-night." 

"  I  sincerely  hope  not,"  returned  the  doctor,  sleepily, 
"  but  a  doctor  must  be  prepared  to  face  all  sorts  of  weather, 
you  know,  my  dear .  By  the  way,  have  you  been  to  Mada- 
lena's  room  since  dinner?  " 
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"Yes;  I  just  came  from  there  a  few  moments  since. 
Her  head  is  easier,  but  she  is  very  pale,  and  her  eyes  are 
red  and  swollen  from  weeping.    Poor,  warm-hearted  girl." 

"  It  was  very  unfortunate  that  she  should  have  formed 
such  a  deep  attachment  for  Walmer  Andrews'  daughter," 
he  returned,  moodily. 

(i Poor  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  with  something  like  a 
sob  in  her  voice;  "when  I  went  to  bid  her  i  good  night' 
just  now,  she  held  both  my  hands  in  hers,  and,  looking 
wistfully  up  in  my  face,  said,  through  her  tears:  '  Mother, 
I  have  just  been  thinking  of  what  poor  Dora  said  the  last 
time  I  talked  to  her  on  that  day,  when  I  told  her  that  our 
loving  intimacy  must  cease.  '"  Oh!  Maddie,  I  hope  the  day 
will  come  when  your  father  will  know  that  I  was  worthy  of 
your  love,  dear,"  she  said — and,  mother,  I  shall  never  for- 
get the  expression  upon  her  sweet  face  as  she  said  this;  and 
now  that  she  is  dead,  yielding  up  her  young  life  in  the 
attempt  to  save  that  of  another,  and  that  other  nothing 
but  the  poor  little  useless  life  of  the  child  of  her  colored 
servant — Oh,  mother,  the  darling's  prayer  is  answered  in 
her  death,  because  my  father  must  now  realize — even  though 
it  be  too  late  to  right  the  wrong  he  unconsciously  did  us 
both — that  Dora  Andrews  was  a  noble  girl,  and  worthy  of 
the  love  and  confidence  of  any  human  being.'  And  her 
tears  flowed  afresh." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  made  no  reply  as  the  voice  of  his  wife 
ceased  speaking,  but  sat  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  small, 
flickering  flame  which  blazed  upon  the  open  hearth  arid 
made  weird  shadows  against  the  walls  of  the  darkened 
room. 

Did  the  voice  of  conscience,  rising  above  the  dismal 
moaning  of  the  storm  outside,  ring  the  accusation  in  his 
heart  that  he  had  let  the  sense  of  his  injury  and  hatred  for 
the  treacherous  man  who  had  wrought  him  years  of 
misery  lead  him  to©  far  and   cause  him  to  be  unjustly 
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harsh  to  his  own  loving  child  and  the  innocent  friend 
whose  untimely  death  she  now  bemoaned? 

An  hour  later,  when  all  the  inmates  of  Ivy  Lodge,  save 
one,  were  wrapped  in  slumber,  and  darkness  brooded  over 
the  silent  house,  a  small  figure  wrapped  closely  in  a  dark 
water-proof  cloak  and  hood  descended  the  stairs  cautiously, 
and  with  noiseless  footsteps  crept  along  the  thickly-car- 
peted hall  and  softly  opened  the  back  door,  and  let  itself 
out  into  the  dripping  darkness  of  the  night.  Then,  with 
one  hand  pressed  against  the  loudly  beating  heart,  it 
paused  for  one  moment  in  an  attitude  of  eager  listening.  All 
was  still  as  the  grave;  and  Madalena  Mackenzie,  for  it  was 
she,  silently  descended  the  broad  steps  of  the  back  bal- 
cony and  made  her  way  through  the  darkness  to  Aunt 
Liza's  cabin. 

Her  timid  knock  at  the  door  of  the  cabin  was  answered 
by  the  old  woman  who  herself  was  wrapped  in  water-proof 
garments  and  carried  an  unlighted  lantern  in  her  trem- 
bling hand. 

At  sight  of  the  black  figure,  scarcely  discernible  in  the 
dense  darkness,  the  old  woman  came  outside  the  cabin,  and 
cautiously  closed  the  door  behind  her.  Both  figures  noise- 
lessly crossed  the  little  porch  of  the  dwelling,  and  when 
they  had  reached  the  wet  ground  and  walked  a  few  steps 
from  the  house,  Aunt  Liza  paused,  and,  putting  her 
motherly  arm  about  the  slight  figure  of  the  young  girl  at 
her  side,  whispered:  " Oh,  my  lamb,  mus'  you  go?  Don't 
you  do  it,  honey.  It  is  so  wet  and  dark,  you'll  catch  your 
death  ob  cold,  baby,  and  what  if  your  pa  finds  it  out  ?  Les 
go  back,  honey;  les  go  back." 

"  Aunt  Liza,"  the  girl  answered,  pitifully,  "  you  are  not 
going  to  fail  me  now,  are  you?  Surely  you  will  not,  dear 
Aunt  Liza,  when  I  tell  you  that  if  you  will  not  go  with  me, 
I  shall  go  alone;  for,  oh,  Liza,  I  must  see  her  dear  face 
once  more  before  the  cold  grave  shuts  it  forever  from  my 
sight." 
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"Fail  you,  my  lamb,  an'  let  you  go  all  dat  long  half 
mile  through  de  woods  by  yo'self  dis  dark,  wet  night?" 
she  answered,  reproachfully*  "Not  if  ole  Liza  knows 
herself.  But  it  does  seem  like  an  awful  thing  for  you  to 
be  out  in  de  storm  an'  de  darkness.  But  it  wont  hurt  ole 
Liza  to  go;  an'  if  you  goes,  my  lamb,  ole  Liza  goes  too.'* 
And,  drawing  her  protecting  arm  close  about  the  shrinking 
figure  at  her  side,  she  continued:  "See,  honey,  Fse  got  de 
lantern  lit,  and  turned  down  so  low  you  can't  see  de  light; 
but  as  soon  as  we  gits  into  de  woods  outen  sight  ob  de 
house,  HI  turn  up  de  light  an'  we'll  be  all  right.  Is  you 
wrapped  up  good,  honey?" 

"Yes,  thank  you,  Aunt  Liza,  I  am  perfectly  protected 
from  the  rain,  except  my  face,  and  I  like  to  feel  the  soft, 
cool  rain-drops  falling  on  that.  It  refreshes  me,  and  gives 
me  strength.     Come,  let  us  go." 

Without  another  word  they  turned  and  crept  noiselessly 
along  the  walk  that  led  to  the  back  gate,  and,  crossing  a 
small  lot  set  in  young  orange  trees,  they  passed  through 
another  gate  and  took  the  road  leading  to  Magnolia 
Centre. 

With  hasty  footsteps,  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  which 
Liza  had  turned  up  to  full  flame,  they  pressed  on  through 
the  driving  wind  and  rain,  and  ere  long  the  few  sickly 
street  lamps  of  Magnolia  Centre  flickered  through  the  gloom. 

"  Turn  down  your  light  now,  Aunt  Liza,"  Madalena 
whispered,  with  panting  breath;  and,  taking  a  back  street, 
they  soon  came  to  Walmer  Andrews'  residence. 

?'  Ain't  yeu  afeerd,  honey,"  whispered  Aunt  Liza,  as 
they  neared  the  door . 

"No,  I  am  not  afraid,  Aunt  Liza,"  she  answered,  reas- 
suringly. "  You  stand  here  under  this  large  tree  until  I 
come  back.     I  shall  not  be  gone  long." 

She  boldly  ascended  the  broad,  white  steps  of  the  veranda, 
and  approached  the  front  door,  which  stood  slightly  ajar, 
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with  its  emblem  of  mourning  floating  from  the  silver  door- 
handle.  She  pushed  the  door  timidly  back,  and  peered 
into  the  dimly-lighted,  lofty  hall.  No  one  was  visible, 
and,  with  trembling  footsteps  and  loudly  beating  heart, 
she  entered  and  paused  beside  the  half -open  parlor  door. 

The  girl  had  thrown  aside  her  dripping  cloak  and  hood 
upon  the  veranda  outside,  and  her  luxuriant  nut-brown 
hair  had  escaped  its  confines  and  floated  like  a  silken  mantle 
about  her  slender  form,  its  golden  sheen  plainly  revealed 
in  the  flare  of  the  hall  lamp  hanging  aloft  above  her  head. 
A  sweet,  subtile  aroma  of  tuberoses  and  sweet  jasmine  was 
borne  to  her  senses  as  she  stood  looking  into  the  dimly- 
lighted  parlor,  through  the  half-open  door,  at  the  costly 
coffin  upon  its  sable  bier  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
large  room,  beside  which  stood  with  bowed  head  the  slen- 
der form  of  a  young  man  dressed  in  a  suit  of  deep  black. 
A  smothered  sob  escaped  her  lips,  and  at  the  sound  the 
young  man  hastily  turned  his  head  and  looked  at  her  a 
moment  with  deep,  wondering  surprise,  and  then  hastened 
toward  her. 

"Miss  Mackenzie!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low,  amazed 
voice. 

"  I  have  come  for  one  last  look  at  her  dear  face,"  she 
faltered,  growing  even  paler  than  before  under  Wallace 
Andrews'  inquiring  gaze. 

He  made  no  answer  in  words,  but  reached  forth  his 
hand  and  drew  her  gently  into  the  great  room,  and  led 
her  to  the  coffin's  side,  then  turned  hastily  without  a 
word  and  left  the  room  ;  and  Madalena  was  alone  with  the 
dead. 

Beneath  the  clear  glass  plate  of  the  coffin  the  waxen 
features  of  her  beloved  friend,  set  in  a  smile  of  indescrib- 
able peace  and  loveliness,  were  clearly  outlined,  resting 
upon  a  bed  of  white,  odorous  flowers,  their  waxen  petals 
drooping  under  the  coffin  lid. 
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"Oh,  Dora  !  ".  moaned  the  pale  lips  of  the  young  girl, 
as  she  bent  down  closely  to  the  dead  face,  her  hot  tears 
falling  fast  upon  the  glass  plate  ;  "  my  best  beloved  friend, 
I  could  not  let  you  go  away  from  me  forever  without  one 
more  look  at  your  sweet  face — without  once  more  assuring 
you  of  my  undying  love.  Oh,  Dora,  Dora  love,  can  you 
give  me  no  answering  sign  to  let  me  know  that  you  know 
I  am  true  to  you  ?  " 

She  gazed  through  her  tears  a  few  moments  longer  at 
the  face  of  the  dead,  and  then  sank  down  upon  her  knees 
on  the  soft  carpet  beside  the  coffin,  and  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands. 

The  door  slowly  unclosed,  the  fall  of  a  heavy  footstep 
was  in  the  room,  and  Walmer  Andrews  bent  over  the  coffin 
of  his  child. 

He  did  not  seem  to  notice  the  bowed  slender  figure 
kneeling  there  until  Madalena  rose  to  her  feet  and  stood 
beside  him.  He  gave  one  hurried  look  into  the  tear 
stained  face  that  looked  up  at  him  with  its  pitying,  violet 
eyes,  and  started  back  in  horror,  while  over  his  smoothly- 
shaven  face  and  coarse  features  a  crimson  tide  swept, 
chasing  away  the  yellow  pallor  of  a  moment  before. 

"  You,  here  J"  he  exclaimed,  in  an  awe-struck  whisper; 
"  Mackenzie's  daughter  come  to  mock  me  in  my  grief/' 

<f  Not  tomock  you,"  the  girl  answered,  placing  her  fair, 
young  hand  against  his  brown,  sinewy  one,  sympathetically. 
"Oh,  no,  not  to  mock  your  grief!  God  forbid  that  I 
should  do  such  a  thing  !  But  to  grieve  with  you,  for  God 
knows  how  much  I  loved  her,  and  what  my  loss  has  been." 
Her  voice  trembled  and  vibrated  in  its  low  intensity,  and 
Walmer  Andrews  looked  once  again  into  the  weeping  eyes 
and  turned  shudderingly  away. 

In  the  depths  of  the  clear  eyes  of  Mackenzie's  child  he 
saw  the  image  of  the  man  whom  he  had  so  deeply  wronged 
in  the  long  ago,  and  conscience  whispered  :  "  Retribution, 
retribution,  retribution,"  to  his  anguished  sense. 
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And  only  a  few  short  days  ago  his  idolized  child,  whose 
lifeless  clay  now  lay  before  him,  to  be  borne  forever  from 
his  sight  on  the  morrow,  wept  bitter  tears  upon  his  breast 
because  she  was  denied  the  love  and  companionship  of  this 
beautiful  young  girl,  between  herself  and  whom  his  own 
dishonest  deeds — his  own  mad  greed  for  gold — had  raised 
an  impassable  barrier.  Ah,  gold  !  gold  !  cursed  gold ! 
How  gladly  would  Walmer  Andrews  have  yielded  up  the 
last  penny  of  his  dearly-hoarded  treasure  in  this  supreme 
moment  of  anguish  if  thereby  the  light  of  life  and  glow 
of  health  might  return  to  the  eye  and  cheek  of  the  idol- 
ized being  whose  last  days  upon  earth  were  clouded  by  a 
sorrow  of  his  own  making. 

He  groaned  aloud  in  his  anguish,  and,  with  fingers 
tightly  locked  together,  paced  up  and  down  the  richly- 
furnished  apartment. 

Madalena  Mackenzie  looked  after  him  one  moment  with 
pitying  eyes,  then  rose  hastily  to  her  feet,  took  one  more 
loving,  lingering  look  at  the  dead;  then,  pressing  her  hot 
lips  against  the  cold,  hard  glass  of  the  coffin  lid,  whispered: 
"Good-bye,  darling!  good-bye!  Until  we  meet  where 
partings  are  unknown — where  tears  are  never  shed,  and 
love  remains  an  unbroken  chain."  She  gathered  a  few  of 
the  drooping,  white  flowers  from  the  coffin,  placed  them 
hurriedly  in  her  bosom  and  fled  from  the  room  and  from 
the  presence  of  death  and  anguish. 

When  the  young  girl  reached  the  veranda  she  found 
Wallace  Andrews  standing  there  with  uncovered  head. 
The  rain  had  ceased  to  fall,  and  a  few  struggling  stars 
were  beginning  to  show  themselves  behind  the  drifting 
clouds. 

Wallace  Andrews  came  toward  her  with  her  water-proof 
cloak  in  his  hand. 

"Miss  Mackenzie/'  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "I  have 
taken  the  liberty  to  order  out  the  carriage,  and  the  coach- 
man will  drive  you  and  your  servant  home." 
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She  glanced  toward  the  front  gate  where  stood  the  wait- 
ing carriage,  and  hastened  to  say,  in  great  alarm,  "Oh, 
no,  no,  Mr.  Andrews.  Indeed,  you  are  very  kind,  but  not 
for  worlds  would  I  dare  ride  home  in  your  carriage.""  And 
when  he  insisted,  "You  know  not  what  you  ask,"  she 
said,  and  the  terror  in  her  eyes  drove  him  to  silence. 

He  assisted  her  to  put  on  her  cloak  and  walked  by  her 
side  to  the  gate,  where  Aunt  Liza  stood  awaiting  her 
coming. 

"John,"  he  said  to  the  coachman,  "the  carriage  will 
not  be  needed." 

John  touched  his  cap  and  drove  away,  the  carriage 
lamps  flashed  upon  the  little  group  as  it  passed,  and  a 
strange  something  stirred  in  Wallace  Andrews'  hitherto 
untouched  heart  as  he  looked  for  a  moment  into  the  sad 
face  of  the  lovely  young  girl  at  his  side. 

She  reached  forth  her  small,  white  hand,  and  mur- 
mured, "Good-bye.     Do  not  think  me  ungrateful,  will 

you?" 

He  clasped  the  proffered  hand,  and  pressed  the  flutter- 
ing thing  a  moment  in  his  broad,  warm  palm.  She  quickly 
withdrew  it  and  placed  it  upon  Aunt  Liza's  arm,  and  the 
two  disappeared  in  the  gloom  of  the  night. 


CHAPTEK  XXVIII. 

WALLACE   ANDREWS. 

Our  story  passes  rapidly  over  the  events  of  the  next 
three  ensuing  years. 

Walmer  Andrews  never  recovered  from  the  shock  given 
him  by  his  daughter's  sudden  and  accidental  death.  For 
a  few  months  he  had  tried  to  shake  his  grief  off  by  his 
usual  devotion  to  business  habits,  but  he  had  lost  all  heart 
and  energy  for  business;  the  accumulation  of  gold  had 
ceased  to  charm  him,  and  he  was  fast  losing  all  interest  in 
life. 

Jack  Phelps  had  died  a  few  months  subsequent  to  Dora 
Andrews'  death — died  a  poor,  miserable,  friendless  man, 
unwept  and  unhonored;  and  Oak  Hurst  was  deserted, 
while  rank,  pungent-odored  weeds  filled  the  neglected 
grounds,  and  the  once-magnificent  buildings  were  given  up 
to  neglect  and  decay. 

In  less  than  a  year  after  his  daughter's  death  Mr. 
Andrews  sold  his  merchandising  business  at  ari  immense 
profit,  his  business  luck  not  even  now  deserting  him,  and 
placing  his  interests  in  the  hands  of  an  agent  he  left  Mag- 
nolia Centre,  going  no  one  knew  where. 

Wallace  Andrews  had  remained  at  home  for  a  few  months 
after  his  father's  departure,  and  during  that  time  he  had 
sought  every  opportunity  within  his  power  to  address 
Madalena  Mackenzie;  but  the  girl,  although  she  had  loved 
her  father's  enemy's  daughter  with  a  pure  and  all-absorb- 
ing devotion,  had  no  love  to  give  to  his  son,  and  shrunk* 
from  his  advances  With  every  sense  of  her  being. 

One  day  Walter  Andrews  sset  her  when  she  was  driv- 
ing aloB<>  jw*  the   p^hy  e&*yia.ge-  ^?fi«  »  l*m«*ly  Mfy  *>.$■  t0«4? 
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and,  reining  up  his  horse  beside  her,  he  presented  her  with 
the  photograph  of  herself  which  had  been  found  upon  his 
sister's  dead  bosom.  Tears  rushed  to  Madalena's  eyes  as 
the  tender  memories  of  her  dead  friend  gushed  over  her, 
and  Mr.  Andrews,  taking  advantage  of  her  tender  mood, 
urged  his  suit  with  all  the  power  and  eloquence  of  love, 
finally  pleading  with  her  to  be  his  wife;  she  listened 
patiently  to  his  outbursts  of  passionate  love,  and  then 
kindly,  gently,  but  firmly,  told  him  that  she  could  never 
be  his  wife. 

"  Do  not  banish  me  without  one  ray  of  hope,"  he  replied; 
( '  I  have  surprised  and  alarmed  you  with  my  vehemence, 
I  know.  But  forgive  me  and  take  time  to  think.  Give 
me  the  opportunity  to  prove  my  love  and  devotion.  Put 
me  to  any  test  you  will.  You  are  young,  I  will  wait  for 
years  if  I  can  only  win  your  love. 

She  shook  her  head  silently  and  firmly. 
"  Is  it  because  our  fathers  are  enemies,"  he  cried,  "that 
you  will  not  bid  me  hope?" 

"It  is  because  I  do  not  love  you,  and  I  know  that  I 
never  can,"  she  answered,  saddened  by  his  pitiful  pleading. 
"Madalena,  you  little  dream  of  the  intensity  of  my  love 
for  you  ever  since  I  saw  you  one  year  ago  bending  over 
my  dear  sister's  coffin — yes,  ever  since  your  pictured  face 
was  taken  from  off  her  silent,  pulseless  heart,  and  placed 
within  my  hands,  my  one  sweet  dream,  sleeping  or  waking, 
has  been  of  you.  Let  the  love  you  bore  the  one  whose 
memory  we  both  so  tenderly  cherish  plead  for  me." 

"Should  I  even  learn  to  love  you,"  she  cried,  almost 
driven  to  desperation  by  his  persistency,  "my  father  never 
would  consent  to  our  union.  He  would  not  even  let  me 
claim  Dora  as  my  friend,  and  I  know  he  would  see  me  dead 
before  him  rather  than  I  should  be  your  wife.  I  tremble 
for  what  trie  consequences  would  be,  did  he  even  know 
that  I  allowed  you  to  speak  to  me,  and  my  conscience  even 
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now  upbraids  me  for  the  deception  I  have  of  late  used 
toward  him  in  this.  Think  calmly  and  rationally  of  this 
matter,  I  beseech  you,  Mr.  Andrews,  you  must  see  how 
impossible  it  is  for  your  wishes  to  be  fulfilled.  In  the  first 
place,  I  do  not  love  you,  and  it  is  impossible  that  I  ever 
should;  and  if  I  loved  you  even  as  you  love  me,  it  would 
be  equally  as  impossible  that  I  should  ever  become  your 
wife." 

"  Not  if  you  loved  me  as  I  love  you,"  he  cried,  hoarsely; 
"such  love  as  mine  knows  no  impossibilities,  and  laughs 
at  all  barriers." 

The  sound  of  galloping  hoofs  was  borne  upon  their  ears. 
Madalena  hastily  gathered  up  the  reins  lying  in  her  lap 
and  urged  the  pony  forward,  while  Mr.  Andrews  wheeled 
his  horse  quickly  about  and  started  in  an  opposite  direction. 

Not  many  yards  had  separated  them  when,  through  a 
cloud  of  dust,  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  seen  approaching. 
He  reined  in  his  impatient  horse  when  he  caught  sight  of 
the  pony  carriage  in  which  his  daughter  was  seated. 

"Which  way,  little  one?"  he  asked,  affectionately. 

"  Mother  sent  me  to  carry  some  wine  and  jelly  to  poor 
old  Mrs.  Sparman,  who  has  been  sick  so  long,  papa,"  she 
answered,  stopping  the  pony  to  speak  to  him.  She  was 
deadly  pale  and  the  reins  shook  visibly  in  her  trembling 
hands. 

"  Well,  try  and  get  back  before  the  day  gets  hot.  You 
are  not  looking  very  well  this  morning." 

"I  shall  not  be  gone  long,  and  the  drive  will  do  me 
good,"  she  answered,  quickly,  starting  on  her  way,  glad 
to  escape  from  her  father's  inquisitive  eyes. 

After  this  episode  Madalena  avoided  going  out  alone ; 
hence  Wallace  Andrews  was  denied  the  boon  he  so  ear- 
nestly wished  of  further  pressing  his  suit  upon  her. 

One  afternoon,  as  she  and  Eva  were  coming  out  of  the 
Opera  house,  where  they  had  been  attending  an  afternoon 
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matinee,  and  while  Eva  was  a  little  in  advance,  a  boy- 
slipped  a  letter  into  Madalena's  hand.  "It  is  from  Mr. 
Andrews,"  he  whispered. 

"  Take  it  back  to  him."  she  said,  hastily  thrusting  the 
letter  into  the  boy's  hand.  "  Tell  him  that  Miss  Mackenzie 
declines  to  receive  a  letter  from  him."  And  hastening  away, 
she  overtook  her  sister,  who  had  seen  nothing  of  this  little 
by-play. 

Soon  after  this  Wallace  Andrews  too  disappeared  from 
Magnolia  Centre,  and  the  elegant  home  of  the  Andrews 
was  left  closed  and  deserted,  save  for  the  housekeeper's 
care. 

Not  far  from  Ivy  Lodge  a  stylish  cottage  had  been  erected, 
and  was  the  home  of  Ernest  Mackenzie  and  his  bonny, 
brown-eyed  bride. 

In  the  love  of  Bessie  Armstrong  and  Ernest  Mackenzie 
the  old,  time-honored  adage  which  says  "true  love  never 
runs  smooth,"  had  certainly  not  been  verified.  The  two 
had  been  lovers  from  childhood,  and  neither  had  ever 
loved  another,  so  when  they  had  attained  a  proper  age,  and 
when  Ernest  had  set  up  business  for  himself  and  was  doing 
well,  there  was  a  quiet  little  wedding  at  Dr.  Armstrong's 
residence,  where  the  winsome  Bessie,  the  pride  of  her 
parents'  hearts  and  the  pet  of  the  whole  neighborhood, 
became  Mrs.  Ernest  Mackenzie.  In  a  few  short  weeks  the 
happy  couple,  who  seemed  to  be  the  especial  favorites  of 
the  good  Dame  Fortune,  set  up  housekeeping  for  them- 
selves in  Glen  Cottage,  which  was  charmingly  situated 
between  the  residences  of  the  respective  parents  of  the 
young  people,  and  where  happiness  reigned  supreme. 

sjc  *|C  3$C  ;|c  $]$  j|r  :jc 

Full  four  years  had  flown  since  Dora  Andrews'  death, 
two  of  which  had  followed  Wallace  Andrews'  disappear- 
ance from  Magnolia  Centre,  when  suddenly  the  doors  and 
windows  of  the  Andrews'  residence  were  thrown  open  to 
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the  bright  sun  and  the  pure  air  of  heaven,  and  in  a  few 
days  Mr.  Andrews  and  his  son  were  again  established  in 
their  home. 

The  shocking  change  which  had  taken  place  in  the 
former  made  his  old  acquaintances  stop  and  stare  at  the 
man  as  if  he  was  an  apparition  from  an  unknown  world. 
He  had  grown  thin  and  hollow-eyed,  while  his  bent  form 
and  tottering  footsteps  might  have  belonged  to  a  man  long 
past  his  three-score  years  and  ten.  His  face  wore  a  sickly 
pallor,  and  the  thin  hair  upon  his  temples  was  white  as 
snow.-  What  had  been  at  work  upon  the  man?  Was  it 
grief,  or  remorse,  or  both  ?  God  only  knew,  for  the  thin, 
sinister  lips  spoke  no  word  that  would  enlighten  any  one  in 
regard  to  his  changed  condition,  and  he  sat  at  home 
morose  and  stern,  or  wandered  aimlessly  about  the  streets 
or  country  roads  moody  and  silent. 

"  You  will  forgive  Walmer  Andrews  now,  will  you  not, 
father  ?  For  how  can  any  one  hold  resentment  toward 
such  a  wreck  as  he  has  become  ?  " 

It  was  the  sweet,  pleading  voice  of  Madalena  Mackenzie, 
and  as  she  spoke  she  placed  her  hand  tenderly  upon  her 
father's  arm,  while  her  violet  eyes  looked  beseechingly  into 
his  own.  They  had  met  Walmer  Andrews  upon  the  road 
as  they  were  returning  home  from  town  one  evening, 
shortly  after  Mr.  Andrews'  return  to  Magnolia  Centre, 
and  the  tender  pity  which  the  sight  of  the  man  stirred  in 
the  girl's  heart  had  prompted  the  words. 

Her  father's  lips  closed  for  an  instant  in  a  hard  line  and 
his  brow  darkened. 

"  The  question  of  forgiveness  is  between  Walmer 
Andrews  and  his  G-od,"he  said,  presently,  and  lapsed  into 
gloomy  silence,  which  his  daughter  dared  not  break. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

DR.     PAUL     FLEMING. —  MYSTERIOUS      MURDER       AT     OAK 

HURST. 

A  year  previous  to  the  return  of  Walmer  Andrews  and 
his  son  to  Magnolia  Centre,  Dr.  Mackenzie's  practice  of 
medicine  had  increased  to  such  an  extent  that  he  found  it 
necessary  to  take  a  partner  in  his  business  to  share  his 
arduous  labor. 

"  If  Ernest  had  only  taken  to  the  study  of  medicine, 
instead  of  commercial  life,  what  a  chance  this  would  have 
been  for  him,  and  what  a  relief  to  me,"  the  Doctor  said, 
regretfully,  to  his  wife.  "  But  as  it  is,  I  must  perforce  leave 
the  boy  to  his  weighing  and  sampling  of  cotton,  while  I 
look  about  me  for  a  partner  and  successor  in  my  business; 
still,  after  all,  I  do  not  know  as  I  would  have  it  otherwise 
if  I  could,  for  a  doctor's  life  is  a  weary  treadmill  of  harass- 
ing duties,  the  responsibility  of  which  eats  into  the  very 
bone  and  sinew  of  a  man,  and  makes  him  old  before  his 
time." 

"I  have  always  been  very  well  satisfied  that  our  son 
never  had  any  desire  to  become  a  physician,"  answered  Mrs. 
Mackenzie.  "  The  profession  in  itself  is  truly  a  noble  one, 
but  the  care  and  anxiety  which  beset  its  followers  make  it 
the  most  trying  of  all  the  professions,  I  think." 

They  were  seated  upon  the  vine-draped  porch  of  Ivy 
Lodge,  upon  the  evening  of  a  bright  June  day,  and  their 
conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  click  of  the  gate  latch, 
and  looking  hastily  down  the  broad  level  walk  which 
leads  to  the  gate  they  saw  Mr.  Wells,  with  a  tall  young 
man  by  his  side,  enter  and  walk  leisurely  toward  the  house. 

"  This  is  indeed  an  unexpected  pleasure,  Mr.  Wells, " 
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exclaimed  Dr.  Mackenzie,  cordially,  as  the  two  gentlemen 
approached  the  steps.  tf  We  did  not  know  that  you  had 
returned  from  your  visit  to  Tallahassee." 

"I  only  returned  this  noon,  Doctor,  and  hastened  out 
to  pay  my  respects  to  you  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and  enjoy 
an  hour's  quiet  in  your  charming  home.  I  must  confess 
that  no  place  seems  so  like  home  to  me  as  Ivy  Lodge/'' 
said  the  minister,  returning  his  host's  warm  greeting.  "  But 
I  am  forgetting  myself,  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  allow 
me  to  introduce  my  young  friend^  Dr.  Paul  Fleming,  of 
Richmond,  Va/' 

The  guests  were  soon  seated  in  easy  chairs  and  engaged 
in  pleasant  conversation  with  Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  wife, 
while  they  enjoyed  the  delightful  coolness  of  the  shady 
veranda.  We  will  not  pause  to  listen  to  their  words,  but 
take  this  opportunity  to  further  introduce  the  newcomer 
to  our  readers. 

Dr.  Paul  Fleming  was  a  young  man  of  perhaps  twenty- 
seven  years  of  age.  .  In  stature  he  was  a  little  above  the 
average  height,  well  formed  and  symmetrical.  The  char- 
acter of  his  face  was  thoughtful,  with  just  a  tinge  of  good- 
humored  cynicism  in  certain  curves  about  the  proud 
mustached  mouth  and  velvety  black  eyes.  He  was  what 
one  would  call  a  handsome  fellow  in  a  manly  way,  which 
even  the  faultless  precision  of  his  attire  could  not  make 
foppish. 

He  was  a  native  of  Virginia,  a  descendant  from  the  stock 
who  proudly  called  themselves  "  First  Families  of  Vir- 
ginia." He  had  studied  medicine  at  an  early  age,  was  a 
graduate  of  the  Richmond  Medical  College,  being  welli 
qualified  for  the  profession  he  loved  and  had  practiced  a 
year  or  two  in  his  native  State,  when  a  desire  to  migrate 
Southward  had  seized  upon  him,  and  the  Providence  that 
kindly  watches  over  all  earth's  children  had  directed  his 
course  to  Magnolia  Centre,  whither  he  had  come  with  the 
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view  of  establishing  himself  in  the  practice  of  his  profes- 
sion. 

He  was  of  the  same  school  of  medicine  as  Dr.  Mackenzie. 
There,  then,  was  the  opportunity  which  Dr.  Mackenzie 
was  longing  for,  to  associate  himself  with  a  competent 
and  careful  practitioner. 

Hence  it  came  about  in  less  than  a  month  after  Dr. 
Fleming's  coming  to  Magnolia  Centre,  that  the  sign  over 
Dr.  Mackenzie's  office  door  was  changed  from  Dudley 
Mackenzie,  M.  D.,  to  Mackenzie  &  Fleming,  Physicians 
and  Surgeons. 

It  was  a  great  relief  to  the  elder  man,  the  presence  of 

this  strong  and   buoyant  young  nature,  whose  possessor, 

while   always  showing  marked  deference  to  the  age  and 

xperience  of  his  colleague,  was  ever  ready  to  take  his  share 

of  his  work  with  a  skill  far  exceeding  his  years. 

It  did  not  take  Paul  Fleming  long  to  find  his  way  into 
the  hearts  and  confidence  of  the  good  people  of  Magnolia 
Centre,  and  by  the  family  of  Dr.  Mackenzie  he  was 
regarded  as  a  most  estimable  young  man,  whose  good 
habits  and  quiet,  gentlemanly  ways  proclaimed  him  to  be  a 
true  gentleman  and  endeared  him  to  all  his  acquaintances. 

Therefore  it  seemed  the  most  natural  thing  that  could 
happen,  when  it  became  known  that  Dr.  Fleming  and 
Madalena  Mackenzie  were  lovers,  and  ere  long  the  tongues 
of  friendly  gossips  wagged  as  they  nodded  their  heads 
approvingly  over  the  news  while  they  drank  their  tea,  that 
Dr.  Paul  Fleming  and  Miss  Madalena  Mackenzie  were 
engaged.  And  this  is  the  way  matters  stood  when  Walmer 
Andrews  and  his  son  Wallace  returned  to  Magnolia 
Centre. 

When  Wallace  Andrews  heard  the  news  his  face  grew 
dark  with  passion  and  he  clenched  his  hands  together  in 
rage  until  the  nails  buried  themselves  into  the  tender 
palms  of  the  rich  man's  son,  which  had  never  come  in 
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contact  with  any  kind  of  labor  to  harden  their  delicate 
surface. 

He  gave  no  utterance  to  his  rage  and  disappointment, 
and  the  fact  of  his  ever  having  aspired  to  Madalena  Mac- 
kenzie's hand  remained  a  buried  secret  between  himself 
and  the  young  lady  in  question. 

Walmer  Andrews  had  never  been  a  man  of  strictly  abste- 
mious habits;  but  he  had  never  allowed  his  love  for  intoxi- 
cants to  cause  him  to  indulge  so  freely  in  their  use  as  to 
render  him  unfit  for  business,  or  permitted  this  habit  to 
come  between  him  and  his  one  great  object  in  life,  namely, 
to  accumulate  and  hoard  wealth.  Indeed,  to  this  mighty 
passion  of  his  life,  he  had  willfully  surrendered  everything 
in  life  of  which  a  man  should  be  proud — honor,  conscience, 
good  name  and  friends.  But  since  his  daughter's  death, 
after  which,  as  we  have  before  stated,  the  passion  which 
had  invited  him  to  so  many  cruel  and  unjust  deeds  sud- 
denly failed  him,  he  had  fallen  back  upon  his  cup  as  the 
only  source  from  which  he  could  hope  to  draw  any  solace. 

It  was  now  no  uncommon  thing  to  see  Walmer  Andrews 
reeling  home  in  a  beastly  state  of  intoxication,  and  his  son 
was  soon  obliged  to  look  himself  wholly  after  his  father's* 
money,  and  large  landinterests  lying  in,  and  adjacent  to,' 
Magnolia  Centre. 

What  now  had  the  wretched  Walmer  Andrews  to  live^ 
for?    Hated  and  despised,  without  one  friend  save  his  son, 
who  himself  was  ashamed  of  his  father,  without  hope  in< 
this  life,  or  the  life  beyond  the  grave. 

Ah,  Walmer  Andrews,  the  veriest  beggar  that  slouches 
along  the  street  asking  alms  with  a  pitiful  whine  of  the 
passer  by  is  far  more  to  be  envied  than  thou,  despite  the 
wealth  thou  hast  amassed  at  such  a  fearful  sacrifice! 

It  had  become  Walmer  Andrews' habit  of  late  to  wander 
out  to  the  deserted  Oak  Hurst,  where  he  would  spend 
hours  roaming  aimlessly  about,  or  sit  silent,  sullen  and 
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dejected  upon  the  green  bank  of  the  lake  where  his 
daughter  had  found  a  watery  grave,  and  often  he  would 
spend  the  night  alone  in  the  deserted  house, 

People  talked  of  insanity,  and  some  of  the  old  settlers 
at  Magnolia  Centre  remembered  that  insanity  was  heredi- 
tary in  Walmer  Andrews'  family.  The  man  was  surely 
going  mad,  for  to  what  else  could  his  strange  conduct  be 
attributable,  unless,  indeed,  it  be  remorse,  and,  if  remorse, 
why  did  he  not  hasten  to  make  what  restitution  still  lay 
in  his  power?  For  many  and  many  were  the  poor  families 
still  living  at  Magnolia  Centre  and  thereabouts  whose  cause 
of  poverty  and  suffering  lay  entirely  at  Walmer  Andrews' 
door. 

Men  shunned  him,  little  children  sped  hastily  across  the 
street  to  avoid  meeting  him,  and  tender  women  turned 
their  faces  pityingly  aside  as  his  bloated  visage  passed  them 
upon  the  street.  Poor,  unhappy  wretch,  why  do  you  not 
go  to  your  idol  of  other  days,  at  whose  unholy  shrine  you 
spent  your  manhood's  best  days  in  idolatrous  worship,  and 
demand  that  god  to  send  you  peace,  happiness  and  con- 
tentment to  solace  your  declining  years? 

December  came  with  its  balmy,  invigorating  breezes  in 
this  fair  South  land;  one  morning  near  the  approach  of 
the  Christmas  holidays,  the  dawn  had  broken  brightly  in 
the  eastern  sky.  The  gold-tipped  crimsom  blush  expanded 
its  bright  hues  until  the  whole  eastern  horizon  became  a 
sea  of  crimson  glory.  In  the  woods  surrounding  Oak 
Hurst  the  signs  of  awaking  life  and  animation  began  to 
make  themselves  heard  and  seen;  the  trees  were  by  no 
means  bare,  but  the  foliage  of  many  had  taken  on  the  gor- 
geous red  and  crimson,  russet  and  brown  tints  of  winter, 
which  contrasted  vividly  with  the  dark  green  of  the  tower- 
ing pines,  and  the  birds  fluttered  in  and  out  of  their  rich- 
nued  habitations,  calling  cheerily  to  their  mates;  while  the 
fcc|uii?irals  sprung  lightly  irnm  #re@  to  tree>  their  bright  ejm 
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gleaming  in  the  morning  light,  and  here  and  there  a  timid 
rabbit  sprung  out  of  the  bushes  and  flitted  off  on  its  rapid 
way. 

But  under  the  .water  oaks  which  grew  upon  the  banks  of] 
Oak  Hurst  lake,  half -hid  den  by  the  thick  undergrowth, 
lay  a  form  which  did  not  move  when  the  dawn  broke,  and;; 
the  early  gleams  of  light,  sifting  through  the"  trees,  crept 
in  and  rested  on  the  pallid,  bloated,  smoothly-shaven  face, 
with  the  thin  white  hair  upon  the  shrunken  temple  up- 
turned to  the  sky — a  face  which  still  bore  the  expression 
of  sullen  defiance,  as  though  the  last  thoughts  had  been 
bitter  ones. 

The  dawn  grew,  the  day  deepened.  The  king  of  day 
rode  high  in  his  flaming  chariot.  A  quick,  heavy  footstep 
crushed  the  dry,  fallen  leaves,  and  broke  the  slender  twigs 
underfoot;  a  voice  calling,  "Father,  father ! "  broke  the 
stillness  of  the  scene,  and  Wallace  Andrews  bent  over  the 
lifeless  form  of  his  father,  his  own  cheeks  blanching  to  the 
hue  of  the  dead  man's  at  the  sight  before  him. 

At  the  dead  man's  side  lay  a  clotted  pool  of  crimsors  gore. 
Wallace  Andrews  looked  with  horror  for  a  moment  at  the 
sight  before  him,  when  the  flutter  of  something  white  lying 
not  far  distant  caught  his  eyes  ;  he  stooped  mechanically 
and  picked  it  up.  It  was  a  gentleman's  large  white  linen 
handkerchief,  its  fair  surface  here  and  there  deeply  stained 
with  blood.  He  stood  regarding  the  bit  of  linen  in  his 
trembling  hand,  when  his  eye  caught  an  embroidered 
monogram  on  its  unsoiled  corner. 

He  bent  his  head  and  examined  the  letters  critically, 
and  a  crimson  tide  leaped  up  from  his  loudly-beating  heart, 
chasing  away  for  a  moment  the  deadly  pallor  of  his  face. 
He  thrust  the  handkerchief  hurriedly  into  the  bosom  of 
his  vest,  and  looked  about  him  again. 

About  six  feet  from  where  the  dead  man  was  lying  the 
glittering  sheen  of  something,  shone  in  the  morning  sun- 
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beams.  Wallace  Andrews  picked  it  up.  It  was  a  silver- 
nounted  revolver  and  not  far  distant  lay  its  open  case.  He 
urned  the  weapon  over  and  over  in  his  shaking  hand,  and 
xamined  it  carefully.  Then  the  strangest  expression  that 
jver  swept  over  any  human  face,  when  suddenly  standing 
ace  to  face  with  such  an  awful  tragedy  as  lay  before  him, 
wept  over  his. 

It  was  an  expression  of  triumph;  he  looked  eagerly  about 
lim,  peering  cautiously  through  the  underbrush  to  see  if 
my  one  was  watching  him.  Then  he  searched  further  to  see 
f  he  might  discover  still  more  evidence,  and  finding  none,  he 
>laced  the  revolver  quickly  into  its  case  and  thrust  it  into  the 
nside  breast-pocket  of  his  coat,  and  walked  back  to  where  hie 
ather  lay;  dropped  on  his  knees  beside  the  murdered  man, 
jazed  at  the  dead  a  moment,  then  drawing  his  own  hand- 
:erchief  from  his  coat  pocket  he  spread  it  pityingly  and 
everently  over  the  dead  face  with  its  unsightly  wide-open 
yes  ;  rose  to  his  feet,  walked  a  short  distance  to  where  he 
ad  left  his  horse  tied,  sprang  into  the  saddle  and  galloped 
nadly  away  toward  Magnolia  Centre.  When  he  reached 
own  he  went  directly  home,  hurriedly  tied  his  horse  at 
he  gate,  hastily  entered  the  house,  ascended  the  stairs  at  a 
)ound  and  locked  himself  in  his  own  room.  Then,  taking 
he  pistol  and  linen  handkerchief  he  had  found  from  his 
ockets,  he  placed  them  in  the  bottom  of  a  large  trunk 
yhich  stood  in  the  room,  locked  and  strapped  it,  and 
loiselessly  left. 

Thankful  that  his  movements  had  thus  far  escaped 
bservation,  he  descended  the  stairs,  left  the  house,  and 
gain  springing  into  the  saddle  of  his  waiting  horse  gal- 
oped to  Mayor  Grey's  office,  and  with  colorless  lips  and 
rembling  tones  informed  the  officer  of  the  awful  tragedy 
ie  had  just  discovered  at  Oak  Hurst. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE    CORONER'S  INQUEST. 

Walmer  Andrews  was  dead;  without  one  moment's  warn- 
ing, without  one  prayer  for  mercy,  his  sin-laden  soul  ha 
been  sent,  by  the  assassin's  bullet,  to  appear  before  t 
presence  of  its  maker,  to  give  an  account  of  its  unjus 
stewardship.  What  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  that' 
spirit,  as  he  looked  backward  toward  its  misspent  earth- 
life,  and  realized  the  utter  drossiness  of  the  gold  which  it 
had  bartered  its  salvation  and  happiness  to  gain  !  What  a 
millstone's  weight  that  gold  had  now  become  to  drag  the 
weary  spirit  for  ages  through  the  chasms  of  despair ! 

Christ  must  have  had  reference  to  the  rich  man,  who 
had  gained  his  wealth  after  the  manner  of  Walmer 
Andrews,  of  this  story,  when  he  said: 

"And  again  I  say  unto  you,  it  is  easier  for  a  camel  to 
go  through  the  eye  of  a  needle  than  for  a  rich  man  to 
enter  the  kingdom  of  God." 

A  coroner's  jury  was  hastily  empaneled.  The  son  of 
the  murdered  man  testified  that  he  had  found  his  father 
at  ten  o'clock  that  morning  lying  cold  and  dead,  in  a 
pool  of  his  own  blood,  upon  the  bank  of  Oak  Hurst  lake. 
His  father  had  walked  out  to  the  plantation  of  Oak  Hurst 
the  evening  previous  to  the  day  upon  which  his  dead  body 
had  been  found.  It  was  not  an  unusual  thing  for  him  to 
remain  at  Oak  Hurst  all  night;  therefore,  when  he  did  not 
return,  no  uneasiness  was  felt  concerning  him.  The  wit- 
ness further  testified  that  he  did  not  feel  alarmed  for  his 
father's  safety  when  he  himself  had  rode  out  to  Oak 
Hurst  that  morning,  but  had  expected  to  find  him  wan- 
dering about  the  plantation,  as  he  had  of  late  often  found 
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him  before;  and  it  was  with  the  intention  of  interrupting 
his  lonely  and  morbid  broodings  that  he  had  gone  in 
search  of  his  father  that  morning. 

Wallace  Andrews  was  very  pale,  and  his  voice  trembled 
with  emotion,  under  which  he  nearly  broke  down  while 
giving  in  his  testimony.  This  was  all  he  had  to  tell  the 
jury,  and  he  was  dismissed. 

A  neighbor  testified  that  as  he  was  passing  Oak  Hurst 
at  two  o'clock  of  the  afternoon  previous  to  the  discovery 
of  the  murder  he  had  seen  Mr.  Walmer  Andrews  sitting 
upon  the  veranda  steps  of  the  deserted  house  of  the  Oak 
Hurst  plantation.  He  had  not  spoken  to  him;  but,  hav- 
ing proceeded  about  half  a  mile  from  the  house  on  his 
way  to  Magnolia  Centre,  his  horse  had  shied  at  some 
object  in  the  bush  near  the  roadside,  and  to  ascertain 
what  it  was  he  had  stopped  his  horse,  when  a  well-dressed 
young  man,  quite  a  youth  in  fact,  had  risen  from  the 
ground  where  he  had  been  sitting,  or  partly  lying,  in  the 
bushes,  and  came  out  in  the  road  and  asked  him  the  dis- 
tance to  Magnolia  Centre.  He  had  not  noticed  anything 
unusual  in  the  appearance  of  the  young  man  except  that 
he  looked  delicate  and  was  so  very  pale  that  witness*  con- 
science had  upbraided  him,  as  he  rode  on,  for  not  having 
asked  the  young  man  if  he  was  sick  or  stood  in  need  of 
assistance.  Just  before  reaching  town,  witness  had  met 
Dr.  Mackenzie  driving  in  his  buggy  toward  Oak  Hurst, 
and  had  inquired  of  the  doctor  if  anyone  was  sick  in  wit- 
ness' neighborhood;  had  been  answered  in  the  negative 
and  had  been  further  informed  by  Dr.  Mackenzie  that 
he  was  on  his  way  to  visit  a  very  sick  woman  at  Montgom- 
ery, a  small  town  six  or  eight  miles  distant  from  Magnolia 
Centre.  These  were  all  the  persons  witness  had  seen  upon 
the  road  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day  in  question. 

At  the  mention  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  name  the  several 
spectators  had  looked  into  each  other's  faces  with  a  sig- 
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nificantly  inquiring  look.  But  not  a  word  was  uttered  of 
the  vague  suspicion  that  had  sprung  unbidden  into  their 
hearts  and  had  as  quickly  been  smothered  down  as  impos- 
sible and  unjust. 

Search  was  made  for  the  young  man  spoken  of  by  the 
last  witness,  but  no  trace  of  him  could  be  found;  neither 
could  anyone  be  found  who  had  seen  him  except  the  wit- 


Dr.  Mackenzie  had  remained  at  Montgomery  all  night 
by  the  bedside  of  his  patient,  and  had  returned  home 
shortly  after  sunrise  the  following  morning. 

No  evidence  whatever  could  be  produced  to  fasten  suspi- 
cion upon  any  one  as  the  assassin  of  Walmer  Andrews, 
and  after  most  diligent  search  the  coroner's  jury  returned 
a  verdict  to  the  effect  that  the  deceased  had  come  to  his 
death  from  a  pistol  ball  having  taken  effect  in  his  heart, 
fired  by  some  person  unknown  to  the  jury;  and  the  cur- 
tain fell  upon  the  fourth  ghastly  tragedy  of  (<  ill-fated  Oak 
Hurst." 

The  body  of  the  murdered  man  was  conveyed  to  his  late 
residence  and  prepared  for  burial,  and  the  next  day  all 
that  remained  of  Walmer  Andrews  was  consigned  to  its 
narrow  bed  of  clay,  beside  the  wife  of  his  youth  and  the 
beloved  daughter,  whose  tragic  death  had  plunged  the 
remainder  of  his  life  into  a  dark  abyss  of  despair. 

Then  the  kindly-assembled  villagers,  in  whose  hearts 
the  spirit  of  pity  had  been  awakened  by  a  remembrance  of 
the  man's  late  sorrow  and  his  own  tragic  and  unhappy 
fate,  turned  solemnly  away  and  sought  their  respective 
homes,  while  the  last  quivering  rays  of  the  setting  sun  fell 
aslant  the  new-made  grave,  and  the  restless  leaves  of  the 
low-branched  oaks  whispered  a  gentle  requiem  for  the 
dead. 

Search  was  made  for  the  late  Walmer  Andrews'  will, 
which  was  supposed  to  be  in  existence.    The  document  was 
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found  without  difficulty  amongst  the  private  papers  of  the 
deceased,  and  Mr.  Albert  Johnston,  a  legal  gentleman 
of  Magnolia  Centre,  who  of  late  years  had  been  Mr. 
Andrews'  lawyer,  was  summoned  to  read  it. 

The  will  had  been  drawn  up  by  Mr.  Johnston  himself, 
at  the  instigation  of  his  client,  shortly  after  the  death  of 
the  latter's  daughter,  and  was  in  every  way  characteristic 
of  the  testator,  whose  hard  heart  gave  not  one  single 
thought  to  benevolence,  even  when  arranging  his  worldly 
affairs  with  a  view  to  his  own  final  exit  from  off  the  stage 
of  life. 

All  the  testator's  wealth,  in  whatever  it  consisted,  was 
given  unconditionally  to  his  son  and  only  living  heir, 
Wallace  Andrews. 

No  charitable  institution  or  object  was  endowed  with 

one  dollar  of  Walmer  Andrews'  wealth,  nor  even  a  bequest 

made  in  his  will  to  any  old,  faithful,  family  servant;  all 

was  given  to  the   testator's  son,  to   hold,  dispose  of   or 

use  as  best  suited  him,  and  Mr.  Johnston  was  named  as 

executor  of  the  will. 

***  *  *  *  *  * 

Night  had  drawn  her  sable  curtain  over  the  dewy  eartn. 
Lights  shone  from  the  windows  of  Ivy  Lodge  and  streamed 
in  mellow  brightness  out  into  the  ornamental  ground,  with 
its  well-kept  shrubbery  and  trees. 

The  cozy  parlor  within  was  deserted  by  all,  save  Mada- 
lena  Mackenzie  and  her  betrothed  husband.  The  girl  was 
leaning  languidly  back  in  a  low  easy-chair,  while  her  lover 
sat  upon  an  ottoman  at  her  feet,  and  looked  up  into  her 
face  with  eyes  lighted  by  love's  devotion.  Her  eyes  were 
downcast  and  something  very  like  a  tear  glittered  upon 
the  long,  dark  lashes. 

They  had  been  speaking  of  the  funeral  of  Walmer 
Andrews  and  of  his  sudden  and  tragic  death,  and  the  girl's 
gentl©  heart  was  stirred  with  pity  for  the  fate  of  the  man 
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whom,  ever  since  she  could  well  remember,  she  had  been 
taught  to  look  upon  as  her  father's  most  bitter  enemy. 

"  You  must  not  feel  sadly  about  it,  my  darling.  If  ever 
a  man  met  his  just  deserts,  Walmer  Andrews  has.  I  only 
wish  that  his  history  and  unhappy  fate  could  be  known 
through  the  whole  length  and  breadth  of  this  broad  land, 
so  that  it  might  serve  as  a  warning  to  others.  Blessed 
are  the  merciful,  my  little  Madalena,  for  they  shall  obtain 
mercy."  And  Dr.  Fleming  caressed  the  little  pink-and- 
white  hand  he  held  within  his  own,  and  pressed  it  to  his 
lips  in  loving  tenderness. 

"God  grant,"  she  murmured,  "that  the  sorrow  which 
fell  to  his  lot  during  the  last  years  of  his  life  in  some  way 
atoned  for  his  mistakes  of  other  years." 

"It  is  just  like  my  tender-hearted  darling  to  say  'mis- 
takes/ when  she  should  have  said  his  wanton  wickedness," 
said  he,  smiling  fondly  upon  her. 

"  De  mortiiis  nil  nisi  bonum,"  she  murmured,  gently, 
and  then  added,  " I  think  we  shall  all  find  that  we  have 
made  a  grievous  mistake  whenever  we  have  yielded  to  a 
wicked  temptation.  Wicked  acts  are  certainly  the  great- 
est mistakes  one  can  make  in  life,  look  at  them  from  what- 
ever point  of  view  you  will." 

He  smiled  indulgently  upon  her.  "  Away  with  this 
gloomy  subject,  little  one,"  he  said  at  length,  "and  look 
over  this  memorandum  with  me,  and  see  if  it  is  complete, 
and  then  I  must  away,  because  I  have  several  sick  calls  to 
make  yet  to-night." 

"  Do  you  think  papa  will  be  gone  all  night  again  to-night, 
Paul?  He  was  so  weary  and  pale  all  day,  after  having  been 
absent  all  last  night,  that  I  fear  he  will  be  ill,"  she  said,  as 
she  took  the  long  sheet  of  paper  from  his  hand  containing  a 
memorandum  of  the  furniture  he  was  to  order  the  next 
day  for  the  furnishing  of  their  new  house  which  was  now 
nearing  completion,  within  a  stone's  throw  of  her  father's 
and  brother's  residences* 
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"I  trust  not,  dearest,"  he  answered.  "He  thought  he 
should  return  about  midnight;  and/' glancing  at  his  watch, 
"it  is  now  near  ten  o'clock.  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  could 
not  have  attended  this  particular  case  instead  of  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie, as  it  has  been  a  very  trying  one^  But  both  the 
friends  of  Mrs.  Moore,  as  well  as  your  father,  thought  her 
case  so  critical  that  she  ought  to  have  the  benefit  of  Dr. 
Mackenzie's  greater  skill  and  experience.  It  is  later  than 
I  thought  it  was;  time  flies  so  when  I  am  with  you,  dear 
one/'  he  added,  rising,  "so  I  must  really  be  off.  Look 
over  the  memorandum  at  your  leisure,  and  add  whatever 
you  choose." 

"Thank  you,  but  oh,  you  haven't  seen  the  Christmas 
tree,  Paul,"  she  said,  with  more  animation  than  she  had 
shown  that  evening. 

"Why,  I  had  forgotten  that  it  was  Christmas  eve;  well, 
I  will  just  take  a  peep  at  it,  and  then  I  must  away." 

She  swept  aside  the  velvet  curtains  which  separated  the 
two  parlors,  and  entering  the  back  parlor,  closely  followed 
by  Dr.  Fleming,  applied  a  match  to  the  gas  which  blazed 
brightly  up  and  revealed  the  pretty  room  tastefully  deco- 
rated with  bright  holly  berries  and  Christmas  green,  while 
upon  a  side  table  stood  an  elegant  Christmas  tree  heavily 
laden  with  Christmas  presents  and  waxen  tapers,  all  ready 
for  the  morrow. 

"Charming,"  he  murmured.  "I  know  whose  little 
hands  decked  this  beauty/'  indicating  the  tree  as  he  spoke. 

"Oh,  I  did  not  do  half  as  much  as  you  imagine  I  did," 
she  said,  deprecatingly,  "for  I  have  felt  dull  and  half 
stupid  all  day,  so  most  of  the  work  fell  upon  poor  mother, 
who  has  gone  to  bed  completely  tired  out." 

"And  you  must  follow  her  example,  darling,  and  get  a 
good  night's  rest  so  as  to  be  your  own  bright  sweet  self 
to-morrow.  Do  you  remember  that  I  am  to  dine  with  you 
to-morrow?"  putting  his  hand  under  her  chin,  and  smil- 
ing fondly  down  into  her  upturned  face. 


262  THE  TRAGEDIES  OF  OAK  HURST. 

"  As  if  I  could  forget  that,  Paul,"  she  said,  in  playful, 
loving  reproach;  "but  I  shall  remain  up  until  midnight 
to  see  if  papa  comes,  and  make  him  a  cup  of  coffee.  I 
know  he  will  be  exhausted  from  fatigue." 

They  turned  away  from  the  contemplation  of  the  tree 
and  decorations  of  the  room,  and  entered  the  wide  hall 
and  walked  arm-in-arm  to  the  front  door. 

They  paused  at  the  hall  hat-stand,  and  she  helped  him 
on  with  his  hght  overcoat,  and  gave  him  his  hat,  and 
walked  with  him  out  upon  the  broad  veranda. 

It  was  a  lovely,  moonless  night,  with  the  stars  lyingthick 
as  dust  "overhead,  while  the  planets  shone  through  the 
darkness  like  small  moons.  The  air  was  crisp  and  exhilara- 
ting, with  a  faint  scent  of  smoke  from  a  remote  forest  fire. 
One  moment  the  lovers  stood  there,  with  clasped  hands, 
whispering  their  soft  nothings,  as  all  lovers  will,  and  then 
bidding  her  run  in  out  of  the  chilly  night  air,  he  ran  down 
the  steps,  sprang  into  his  waiting  phaeton  and  vanished 
in  the  darkness. 

She  stood  a  moment  looking  out  into  the  night,  after 
he  had  gone.  Ah,  little  did  that  happy  and  beautiful  girl 
suspect  that  within  the  next  few  moments  an  awful  and 
tragic  thread  would  be  woven  into  her  life! 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

A   MIDKIGHT  VISITOR,   AND  TEKRIBLE   REVELATIONS. 

With  a  sinileupon  her  rosy  lips,  and  humming  the  sweet 
refrain  of  some  ancient  love  song,  Madalena  again  entered 
the  silent  house.  She  stepped  lightly  into  the  back  parlor 
and  extinguished  the  gas  jet  which  she  had  lighted  to  show 
Dr.  Fleming  the  Christmas  preparation  which  had 
been  made,  and  she  returned  to  the  front  parlor,  where 
she  had  sat  a  few  moments  before  with  her  happy  lover.  She 
picked  up  several  sheets  of  music  from  the  carpet,  placed 
them  on  a  side  table,  closed  the  piano,  turned  down  all, 
the  gas  jets  in  the  room  except  one,  then  replenishing  the 
fire  within  the  open  fire-place  from  the  small  wood -box  in 
the  closet,  she  took  the  memoranda  from  the  table  which 
Dr.  Fleming  had  given  her,  and  sat  down  to  look  over 
it  while  she  awaited  her  father's  coming. 

At  length  her  pleasant  task  is  finished,  and  dropping  the 
paper  in  her  lap  she  murmured:  "Dear  Paul.  He  has 
forgotten  nothing  that  can  add  to  the  beauty  and  conven- 
ience of  our  home.  Oh,  that  I  may  prove  a  true  and  lov- 
ing wife  to  him."  And  the  girl  leaned  back  in  her  easy 
chair  and  fell  into  a  happy  contemplation  of  the  bright 
and  blissful  future  which  lay  spread  out  entrancingly 
before  her  mental  vision. 

The  perfect  silence  which  reigned  throughout  the  house 
was  only  broken  for  some  time  by  the  gentle  ticking  of 
the  small  ormola  clock  under  its  glass  globe  upon  the 
mantle  and  by  the  soft  purring  of  the  pet  cat  upon  the 
rug,  who  occasionally  looked  at  his  young  mistress  with 
l*zy,  half -shut  eyes. 

*'  "Eark!  what  noise  was  that?  "    She  started  up  in  her 
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chair  and  listened.  It  sounded  like  a  steal tHy  step  on  the 
veranda  without.  It  must  be  that  her  father  had  returned, 
she  thought,  and  was  trying  to  noiselessly  enter  the  house 
so  as  not  to  arouse  its  sleeping  inmates. 

She  arose  and  walked  to  one  of  the  long,  low  windows 
which  looked  out  upon  the  veranda,  and  drawing  aside  its 
lace  drapery  looked  eagerly  out  in  the  darkness.  As  she 
did  so,  the  form  of  a  man  appeared  standing  close  to  the 
glass  panes. 

ls  Papa,"  she  exclaimed,  joyfully,  "  I'm  so  glad  you  have 
come,"  unfastening  the  window  as  she  spoke,  and  swinging 
it  open  upon  its  hinges.  "  Come  in;  I  have  a  nice  fire,  for 
I  knew  you  would  be  chilled  through  after  your  long  night 
ride."  s 

She  started  back  in  dismay  and  smothered  a  scream  of 
alarm,  as  the  form  of  Wallace  Andrews  stood  in  the  open 
window  clearly  revealed  by  the  bright  light  within. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  suit  of  deep  mourning,  and  the  hat 
he  held  in  his  hand  was  heavily  banded  with  crape. 

"Why  are  you  here,  Mr.  Andrews?"  she  demanded, 
retreating  toward  the  hall  door  in  alarm  as  she  spoke,  while 
her  heart's  throbs  sounded  painfully  in  her  ears. 

"  Madalena,  do  not  be  alarmed,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice; 
"I  knew  you  were  alone,  and  have  taken  this  opportunity 
to  say  something  important,  which  is  for  your  ears  alone." 

He  advanced  into  the  room  as  he  spoke,  closed  and  fast- 
ened the  window,  and  drew  the  curtain  with  scrupulous 
exactness  across  the  burnished  panes. 

"You  can  have  nothing  to  say  to  me,"  she  answered, 
angrily,  as  she  paused  with  her  hand  on  the  door-knob, 
"and  I  consider  your  intrusion  here  an  insult.  If  you  do 
not  depart  immediately,  I  shall  arouse  the  house  and  have 
you  dealt  with  as  you  deserve  to  be,  sir,  for  your  audacity," 
turning  the  door-knob  in  her  trembling  hand  as  she  spoke. 

"  Gently,  gently,  Madalena,"  he  replied,  in  the  same 
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low  voice,  and  there  was  something  in  his  looks  and  gest- 
ures that  made  her  pause,  in  spite  of  her  alarm  and  indig- 
nation. "Kaise  the  alarm  and  have  me  put  out  if  you 
will,  but  I  warn  you  that  you  do  so  at  the  imminent  peril  of 
one  whom  you  love  better  than  you  do  your  own  life.  Listen 
to  me  patiently,  and  that  peril  may  be  averted.  Now 
make  your  choice,"  he  continued,  iu  mocking  coolness, 
folding  his  arms  across  his  chest  and  advancing  nearer  to 
where  she  was  standing. 

"What  do  you  mean;  are  you  mad?"  she  cried. 
"Not  mad,"  he  uttered,  as  a  bitter  smile  curled  his 
moustached  lip;  "  but  small  wonder  it  would  be  if  I  were, 
after  all  I  have  been  made  to  suffer  from  you  and  yours." 
"  Your  words  are  as  mysterious  as  is  your  presence  here, 
and,  unless  you  speedily  explain  both,  I  shall  be  con- 
strained to  put  my  threat  into  execution." 

"I  have  said  already  you  have  your  choice.  If  you  are 
prepared  to  face  the  consequences,  deny  me  a  hearing"  he 
hissed,  his  face  growing  paler  with  excitement. 

"Well,  what  is  it  you  have  to  say?  Why  do  you  not 
make  known  your  errand,  if  it  is  so  important,  and  then 
leave  the  house  where  you  know  your  presence  is  so  unwel- 
come?" she  demanded. 

"Madalena,"  he  said,  coming  still  closer  to  her  and 
attempting  to  take  her  disengaged  hand  as  he  spoke,  "  I 
will  cease  to  speak  in  enigmas,  and  come  to  the  purpose  of 
my  visit.  You  are  aware  of  my  love  for  you ;  you  know 
how  I  have  begged  and  prayed,  like  the  veriest  slave 
might  beg  a  bone  from  his  master,  for  one  answering 
spark  of  love  from  you  to  repay  the  devotions  of  my  heart, 
which  never  has,  nor  never  will,  love  any  woman  but  you." 
"  Oh,  cease!  cease!"  she  cried,  clapping  her  hands  to  her 
ears  as  she  spoke  to  shut  out  the  sound  of  his  voice.  "Why 
will  you  insult  me  with  such  words — I  whom  you  know  to 
be  the  betrothed  bride  of  another  ?" 
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" Yes,  and  that  other  Paul  Fleming!  Curse  him  forever 
having  come  between  us  with  his  handsome  face  and  soft 
voice!  Oursehim!  I  say,  to  the  lowest  depths  of  hell!"  And 
he  ground  his  teeth  in  rage  while  his  face  grew  dark  with 
passion,  and  flecks  of  foam  stood  on  his  bloodless  lips. 
"  But  for  him,  I  should  have  won  your  love." 

"  Never!  never!  "  she  cried.  "  Had  I  never  met  Paul 
Fleming  my  feelings  towards  you  would  ever  have 
remained  the  same.  I  never  could  have  loved  you,  and 
nothing  upon  earth,  even  were  I  not  engaged,  could  ever 
induce  me  to  become  your  wife." 

"  That  declaration  brings  me  to  the  object  of  my  visit,"' 
he  replied,  unmoved  from  his  purpose  by  her  bitterness. 
"When   this   is   revealed   to   you,   it  will   give  you  such 
another  evidence  of  my  devotion  that  you  must  relent." 

She  looked  at  him  as  if  she  doubted  his  sanity,  and  he 
continued:  et  Madalena,  you  have  scorned  the  truest  heart 
that  ever  was  laid  at  the  feet  of  woman.  Let  the  words  of 
the  proposition  I  am  now  about  to  make  to  you  bear  me 
witness  in  this  assertion.  But,  Madalena,  brace  your 
nerves  to  hear  a  terrible  fact."  First  he  bent  his  face  so  close 
to  hers  that  his  hot  breath  swept  her  soft  cheek  as  he 
spoke  in  a  hissing  whisper  to  her  startled  ear:  "  Madalena, 
your  father  was  my  father's  murderer." 

"It  is  false,"  she  cried,  recoiling  from  him  in  horror; 
"and  you  should  be  struck  dead  for  the  lie  your  false  lips 
have  uttered!" 

He  smiled  sardonically  as  he  answered:  "Think  you 
that  I  would  be  mad  enough  to  come  here  to  make  this 
accusation  were  I  not  fully  armed  with  proof  of  your 
father's  guilt?  No,  madly  as  I  love  you,  girl,  I  should  at 
once  see  the  folly  of  such  a  course.  Madalena,  where  was 
your  father  upon  the  night  of  my  father's  murder?" 

The  hot  blood  rushed  from  her  heart  to  her  brain  in  one 
wild  surge,  and  the  objects  in  the  room  swam  before  her5 
and  for  an  instant  grew  indistinct. 
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"  He  was — my  father  was — "  she  stammered,  trying  to 
regain  her  self-control— "  was  at  the  bed-side  of  Mrs. 
Moore,  at  Montgomery,  all  that  night,  as  we  can  prove." 

"Perhaps,"  he  answered,  with  fine  sarcasm;  "perhaps 
you  can  also  prove  that  these  articles  do  not  belong  to 
your  father.  You  might  get  Mr.  Wells,  your  minister,  to 
testify  that  this  pistol  does  not  and  never  did  belong  to 
Dr.  Mackenzie — and  this  dainty  bit  of  cambric,  perhaps 
you  yourself  will  swear  that  it  never  belonged  to  your 
father." 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  a  pistol  case  from  his  inner  coat 
pocket,  and  then  diving  into  the  pocket  again  drew  forth 
a  blood-dabbled  handkerchief,  and  held  the  articles  out  for 
her  gaze.  Then  he  unclasped  the  pistol  case,  and  as  the 
lid  flew  back  he  continued:  "Come  with  me  nearer  the 
light,  so  that  you  may  make  no  mistake;  and  tell  me  truly, 
my  sweet  Madalena,  if  you  identify  the  articles?" 

Like  one  walking  in  a  troubled  dream  she  mechanipally 
followed  her  tormentor,  and  stood  beside  him  under  the 
one  gas  jet  still  burning  in  the  swinging  chandelier. 

"  Take  your  time,  and  look  well  before  you  answer," 
he  said,  in  his  cruel,  mocking  tones. 

The  girl  bent  her  head  closely  above  the  open  case  he 
still  retained  in  his  hand,  and  looking  at  the  glittering 
weapon  within,  with  horror  settling  in  her  violet  eyes,  read 
upon  the  polished  side  of  the  barrel,  "Dudley  Mackenzie, 
M.  D." 

"  It  was  my  father's,"  she  admitted,  with  ashen  lips. 

"  And  this — have  you  ever  seen  this  article  before?" 
And  he  held  the  stained  handkerchief  before  her. 

She  picked  up  a  fluttering  corner  of  the  handkerchief 
as  it  hung  from  his  hand,  and  there,  like  the  handwriting 
of  old  which  appeared  upon  the  wall,  carrying  in  its 
import  the  terrible  seal  of  doom,  appeared  the  monogram 
of  her  father's  name,  which  she  herself  had  marked  with 
such  loving  care. 
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."Oh,  my  G-od!"  she  moaned,  turning  aside  and  "bury- 
ing her  face  in  her  clammy  hands.  "Oh,  my  God!  do  I 
awake  or  do  I  'dream?"  Then,  as  a  faint  hope  flashed  into 
her  heart,  she  snatched  her  hands  away  from  her  face  and 
confronted  her  cruel  tormentor  with  dry,  flashing  eyes. 

"I  admit,"  she  cried,  "that  these  articles  were  my 
father's.  But  I  demand  to  know  of  you,  sir,  how  they  came 
into  your  possession!  By  some  vile  scheming  of  yours,  I  am 
fully  convinced." 

"  Listen,  while  I  tell  you,  my  gentle  Madalena,  and  I 
think  your  convictions  will  be  shaken,"  he  answered,  with 
maddening  coolness.  He  closed  the  pistol  case  with  a 
gentle  clicking  sound  as  he  spoke,  and  replaced  it  in  the 
pocket  from  whence  he  had  drawn  it,  and  then,  carefully 
folding  the  handkerchief  and  replacing  that  also,  with 
relentless  light  glittering  in  his  eyes  as  he  turned  thej 
fully  upon  her,  he  continued : 

"  Perhaps  you  have  heard  it  stated  that  I  was  the  firs! 
one  upon  the  scene  of  my  father's  murder;  but  it  remains 
for  me  to  tell  you  that  these  articles  I  have  shown  you  I 
found  lying  near  his  dead  body.  They  both  bear  th< 
impress  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  name,  so  there  can  be  no  mis- 
take but  that  the  articles  are  his.  Connect  the  finding  oi 
these  with  the  circumstance  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's  absence 
from  his  home  upon  the  night  of  the  murder,  and  the  fact  of 
his  having  to  pass  Oak  Hurst  both  going  and  coming  from 
Mrs.  Moore's  sick-room,  together  with  the  old  fued  which 
has  existed  for  years  between  your  father  and  mine, 
Madalena,  and  the  former's  intense  hatred  of  the  latter, 
and  we  need  no  skilled  detective  to  ferret  out  the  case  to 
discover  who  my  father's  murderer  was." 

Madalena  again  with  her  hands  covered  her  face,  upon 
which  his  recital  had  caused  cold  drops  of  anguish  to  burst 
forth,  and  bowed  her  head  in  silent  despair  while  he  con- 
tinued : 
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"And  now  comes  the  fresh  evidence  of  the  loving  adora- 
tion, which  I  proposed  upon  my  first  coming  here  this 
evening  to  lay  at  your  feet.  My  first  thought  upon  finding 
this  evidence  of  who  my  father's  murderer  was,  Madalena, 
was  of  you,  dear  one,  whom  I  knew  could  not  be  to  blame 
for  your  father's  rash  and  cruel  act;  and  dearly  as  I  loved 
my  father,  and  gladly  as  I  would  have  avenged  his  death 
under  any  other  circumstances,  my  first  impulse  now  was 
to  shield  his  slayer,  for  your  dear  sake.  So  I  secreted 
the  proofs  I  had  discovered,  and  revealed  nothing  of  their 
existence  to  the  coroner's  jury,  so  that  now  to  the  world 
the  perpetrator  of  my  father's  murder  is  unknown,  and 
the  whole  affair  is  wrapped  in  mystery." 

He  approached  her  side  as  he  said  this,  and  drew  her 
cold  hands  from  her  face. 

"Look  at  me,  Madalena,  and  hear  what  I  now  propose 
to  do.  If  you  will  pledge  yourself  to  become  my  wife,  I 
will  relinquish  to  you  the  proofs  I  hold  and  bind  myself 
by  a  sacred  oath  never  to  reveal  what  I  know  that  would 
lead  to  your  father's  arrest.  Can  you  ask  for  greater  proof 
of  a  man's  love  than  this?  " 

The  cold,  triumphant  look  that  had  shown  in  his  eyes 
was  replaced  by  one  of  tender  pleading. 

"  How  can  you  possibly  find  it  in  your  heart  to  offer  to 
take  for  your  wife,  and  possible  mother  of  your  children, 
the  daughter  of  the  one  whom  you  regard  as  the  murderer 
of  your  own  father?"  she  cried.  "  To  me  the  proposition 
seems  inhuman!  impossible! — that  you  should  wish  to  do 
such  a  thing!" 

" Madalena,"  he  answered,  calmly,  "I  told  you  long 
ago  that  such  love  as  mine  knows  no  impossibilities  and 
laughs  at  all  barriers*  and  this  I  now  repeat  to  you." 

"  But  I  do  not  love  you,  and  I  am  the  affianced  bride  of 
another  man,  as  sacredly  bound  to  him  as  if  our  marriage 
vows  had  been  breathed  A*  God's  altar,"  she  moaned. 
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"  You  will  ! — you  must  ! — love  me  in  time.  For  suchf 
love  as  mine,  it  seems  to  me,  would  awake  an  answering! 
cliord  in  the  breast  of  any  woman  living,  with  a  heartless! 
cold  than  an  iceberg.  And  as  for  your  affianced — you! 
think  he  loves  you;  but  just  fancy  his  love  put  to  such  al 
test  as  mine  has  been— bah,  that  white-and-pink-facedj 
student  is  incapable  of  such  passion  as  holds  a  place  in  my! 
heart  for  you.  But  I  am  done  pleading,  Madalena,  and! 
now  you  must  make  your  choice.  Accede  to  my  wishes,  and! 
all  will  be  well.  Refuse  to  do  so,  and,  by  the  God  above  us  J 
I  will  with  to-morrow's  sun  lodge  the  evidence  I  hold! 
against  your  father  with  the  proper  authorities,  and  ere! 
that  sun's  setting  that  father  will  look  from  behind  the! 
grated  bars  of  a  felon's  cell! " 

"But  my  father  will  never  consent  to  my  becoming! 
your  wife.  I  know  him  too  well  to  suspect  for  one  moment! 
that  he  would  accept  this  sacrifice  from  my  hands,  even  tcl 
save  his  own  life.  My  poor  father,"  she  murmured,  herj 
tone  changing- to  one  of  ineffable  tenderness.  "If  ha 
committed  this  rash  act,  he  did  it  in  a  moment  of  frenzy,! 
caused  by  long  brooding  over  the  wrongs  your  father  per-1 
petrated  against  him  in  other  days.  But  I  do  not  believe! 
him  guilty,  even  in  face  of  all  the  evidence  you  producei 
Do  you  not  suppose  that  if  he  had  done  this  deed,  hef 
would  have  been  careful  to  have  removed  these  articles, 
which,  if  discovered,  would  have  led  to  his  sure  detection?" 

**  If,  as  you  suggest,  he  committed  the  deed  in  a 
moment  of  mad  frenzy,  his  excitement  would  have  caused 
him  to  overlook  these  precautions.  But,  he  was  to  all. 
appearances  sane  enough  the  next  day;  and  there  is  noth- 
ing unusual  in  his  appearance  to-day  except  a  paleness  of 
the  countenance.  And  murderers  are  not  cleared  by  the 
insanity  dodge  as  easily  as  they  once  were,  remember.  I 
feel,  as  sure  as  I  am  living,  that  your  father  is  the  guilty 
man,  and  now  it  remstisiS  With  jqu  whether  h@  b@  broughi 
to  trial  Qt  not*" 
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' *  But  I  tell  you  he  will  never  consent  to  the  sacrifice 
you  demand/'  she  reiterated. 

"He  need  not  know  the  circumstances  which  led  to 
your  becoming  my  wife.  Only  say,  dear  one,  that  you  con- 
sent, and  I  will  arrange  the  rest.  Speak  quickly — make 
your  choice." 

" Oh,  have  mercy!"  she  pleaded,  in  tones  of  despair,  as 
she  wrung  her  hands  together  in  agony.  (i  Oh,  spare  me! 
spare  me,  and  the  ones  I  love  from  this  awful  trial.  Have 
mercy  upon  us,  as  you  yourself  hope  to  obtain  mercy." 

She  sank  on  her  knees  in  the  soft  carpet  at  his  feet,  and 
aurst  into  a  passion  of  sobs  and  tears  wrung  from  the  very 
lepths  of  her  anguished  heart. 

He  turned  his  face  aside  for  one  brief  moment,  moved 
3y  the  touching  sight  of  her  anguish  as  she  groveled  at 
his  feet,  beseeching  his  pity. 

"I  have  said  all  I  have  to  say,"  he  said,  coldly,  at 
ength.  "  I  shall  only  wait  five  minutes  longer  for  your 
answer."  And  he  cooly  drew  his  elegant  gold  repeater 
from  his  pocket,  and  held  it  in  his  hand. 

"  At  least  give  me  twenty-four  hours  in  which  to  decide," 
she  implored.  "At  eleven  o'clock,  to-morrow  night,  I 
will  meet  you  under  the  great  oak  tree,  that  grows  in  a 
remote  corner  of  my  father's  grounds,  north  of  the  house, 
and  you  shall  know  my  decision.  I  swear  it  !  I  will  ask 
for  no  longer  delay." 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then,  replacing  his  watch  in 
his  pocket,  said:  "Very  well,  to-morrow  night,  then,  I 
shall  come  for  my  answer  and  you  must  come  with  it 
already  prepared;  for  remember,  Madalena,  I  have  warned 
you;  I  am  done  pleading,  and  now  shall  leave  the  case 
wholly  in  your  own  hands^  to  decide  without  further  argu- 
ment from  me." 

"Thank  God  for  even  this  brief  respite,"  she  exclaimed, 
in  a  heart-broken  voice,  as  she  arose  to  her  trembling  feet 
and  stood  once  more  before  him. 
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Before  he  could  reply,  the  voice  of  her  mother  calling  j 
her  from  the  upper  landing  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  came  \ 
floating  down  the  silent  hall  and  fell  upon  their  startled  ■ 
ears. 

"  Oh,  go!  go  !  for  pity's  sake  leave  me,  or  we  shall  be 
detected/'  she  cried,  her  grief  giving  place  to  alarm  at  the 
sound  of  her  mother's  voice. 

He  hastened  to  obey  her,  only  pausing  to  whisper  asj 
she  unclosed  the  window  for  his  exit: 

"  To-morrow  night,  Madalena.  Eemember  I  shall  be 
under  the  large  oak  tree  promptly  at  eleven,  you  will  not 
fail  to  keep  your  promise,  and  meet  me  there  with  your 
answer,  will  you?    Remember — " 

"  I  will  come — I  will  come — "  her  panting  voice  inter- 
rupted him,  as  she  urged  his  flight  with  wild  gestures. 

He  stepped  outside  into  the  darkness  of  the  night,  and 
she  hastened  to  close  the  window  noiselessly,  and  drew  the 
curtain  just  as  her  mother's  voice  called  her  name  from 
the  upper  hall  the  second  time. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  she  answered,  coming  out  of  the  parlor 
and  approaching  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  thankful  for  the 
darkness  of  the  hall,  which  effectually  hid  her  agitated 
face  from  her  mother's  eyes. 

"Has  father  not  come  yet,  Madalena?"  her  mother 
inquired. 

"  No,  mamma,  he  has  not  come  yet ;  but  Dr.  Fleming 
thought  he  would  be  home  at  midnight,"  she  answered, 
trying  hard  to  steady  her  voice,  which  shook,  in  spite  of 
her  will,  with  the  pulsation  of  her  loud,  rapid  heart-throbs. 
' ' 1  thought  I  would  not  retire  until  he  came;  I  think  he  will 
be  here  presently.     It  must  be  nearly  twelve  o'clock  now." 

"  Why,  daughter,  you  must  have  been  asleep,  the  clock 
struck  one  fully  fifteen  minutes  ago,"  replied  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie. "  You  had  better  go  to  bed,  child;  I  do  not  think 
your  father  will  come  home  to-night." 
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"  Very  well,  mother,  I  will  not  sit  up  for  papa  any  longer, 
but  will  go  to  my  room  as  soon  as  I  extinguish  the  gas  and 
attend  to  the  parlor  fire,"  she  answered. 

The  mother  turned  away  and  went  back  to  her  sleeping 
room,  little  dreaming  in  the  tranquil  happiness  of  her  heart 
of  the  thrilling  and  tragic  event  which  had  just  transpired 
below!  And  the  young  girl,  thankful  to  escape  from  the 
loving  eyes  of  her  mother,  re-entered  the  parlor  and  gave 
one  glance  at  the  ashes  of  the  extinguished  fire  in  the  cold 
grate,  then  lighted  her  bed-room  lamp,  turned  off  the  gas 
in  the  chandelier,  and,  with  the  heaviness  of  her  aching 
heart  weighing  down  her  footsteps  like  lead,  slowly 
ascended  the  stairs  and  sought  her  own  room. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

madalena/s  despair, 

"I  will  be  still  — 
The  terror  drawing  nigh 
Shall  startle  from  my  lips  no  coward  cry  I 
Nay,  though  the  night  my  deadliest  dread  fulfill, 
I  will  he  still. 

' '  For  oh !  I  know, 
Though  suffering  hours  delay — 
Yet  to  Eternity  they  pass  away, 
Carrying  something  onward  as  they  flow, 
OutlastiDg  woe." 

When  Madalena  reached  her  room  she  put  the  lamp, 
which  she  held  in  her  trembling  hand,  down  upon  her 
dressing  bureau,  when  her  eyes,  falling  upon  her  own  face, 
reflected  back  from  the  polished  mirror  before  her  the 
deadly  pallor  of  her  countenance.  She  started  back  with  a 
smothered  cry  of  dismay  upon  her  bloodless  lips.  Could 
that  pale,  drawn  face,  with  its  haggard  eyes  and  hair 
pushed  aside  in  wild  disorder,  be  hers? — she,  whose  youth- 
ful face  and  eyes,  soft  and  radiant  with  love's  happy  light, 
only  a  few  hours  since  had  looked  back  at  her  from  this 
same  mirror  that  now  revealed  to  her  the  woeful  change? 

For  a  moment  she  felt  bewildered  and  almost  paralyzed 
as  she  stood  there  gazing  at  her  own  reflection  in  the  shin- 
ing mirror. 

What  was  this  awful  calamity  that  had  so  suddenly  over- 
taken her?  Had  some  one  whom  she  loved  been  suddenly 
stricken  by  the  cold  hand  of  death  ?  Or — "Oh,  worse !  worse ! 
far  worse  than  death,  is  the  cause  of  thy  woe!  "came like  a 
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mocking  voice  to  her  breaking  heart — yes,  an  hundred- 
fold worse  than  death  is  thy  fate,  Madalena,  for  peace  and 
rest  come  with  death,  while  from  your  life  all  happiness, 
and  peace,  and  rest  have  fled  forever. 

She  clasped  her  hands  to  her  throbbing  brow,  and  sink- 
ing into  a  heap  on  the  carpet,  she  buried  her  face  in  her 
cold  hands. 

Again  she  lived  over  the  awful  interview  she  had  had  that 
evening  with  Wallace  Andrews,  and  every  word  of  his,  and 
every  threat  with  which  he  had  menaced  her,  rang  across 
her  anguished  brain  like  the  knell  of  doom. 

"Oh,  she  could  not!  God  knew  she  could  not  accede  to 
his  wishes!  Should  she  make  the  attempt  it  would  drive 
her  to  madness!"  she  told  herself  over  and  over  again,  as 
she  crouched  there  in  the  flickering  lamp-light,  like  some 
half  demented  creature,  wringing  her  hands  in  pain'. 

"Give  up  my  love  and  my  dearly-cherished  youthful 
dream  of  happiness  and  become  the  wife  of  a  man  I  despise, 
and  forever  be  branded  by  those  I.  love  as  utterly  unworthy 
and  false!  Oh,  no!  Dear  God,  let  thy  pitying  angels  bear 
witness  that  it  is  a  sacrifice  I  am  not  strong  enough  to 
make,"  she  moaned. 

"Accede  to  my  wishes  and  all  will  be  well.  Refuse  to 
do  so,  and,  by  the  God  above  us,  I  will  with  to-morrow's 
sun  lodge  the  evidence  I  have  against  your  father  with  the 
proper  authorities;  and  ere  that  sun's  setting  that  father 
will  look  from  behind  the  bars  of  a  felon's  cell!  " 

Shrill  and  terrible  rang  the  words  of  Wallace  Andrews' 
threats  across  her  memory  until  the  very  blood  in  her  heart 
seemed  to  be  turning  to  ice. 

"My  noble  father  never  committed  this  awful  act!" 
she  said  aloud.  "Never  !  never  !  I  would  willingly  stake 
my  life  on  his  innocence  !  And  if  he  is  brought  to  trial 
that  innocence  can  easily  be  established  !-  But  those  arti- 
cles of  his  found  upon  the  scene  of  the  murder ;  his  absence 
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from  home;  his  long  and  bitter  hatred  of  the  murdered 
man;  were  these  not  all  terrible  evidences  against  him  ? 
And  even  if  he  was  innocent,  could  he  prove  it,  or,  could 
his  sensitive  nature  bear  the  shame  of  the  indictment  and 
trial  ?    Oh  no,  this  alone  would  be  sufficient  to  kill  him." 

Then  thoughts  of  her  fragile  mother,  whose  life  was 
only  prolonged  by  the  tenderest  care,  and  of  her  noble 
brother,  and  of  her  sweet  young  sister  whose  life  was  just 
budding  into  womanhood — whose  threatened  disgrace  and 
sorrow  she  was  too  cowardly  and  weak  to  avert  when  it  lay 
in  her  power — rushed  over  her  and  shamed  her  for  her 
cowardice  and  selfishness. 

She  rose  to  her  feet,  and,  pushing  her  tangled  hair  away 
from  her  tear-stained  face,  walked  to  the  side  of  the  bed 
where  Eva  lay  in  peaceful  slumber,  and  stood  looking  at 
the  sleeping  child  with  feelings  somewhat  akin  to  those 
which  rend  the  heart  when  one  looks  on  the  face  of  the 
beloved  dead. 

The  sleeper  lay  with  her  golden  hair  tossed  upon  the  snowy 
pillow,  her  cheeks  rosy  with  childhood's  healthful  slum- 
ber, and  over  her  slightly-parted  lips  a  smile  hovered  for  an 
instant  as  she  murmured  a  sentence  in  her  happy  dream,  in 
which  Madalena  caught  the  sound  of  her  own  name. 

"Oh,  my  darling  !  my  darling  !  "  sobbed  the  unhappy 
girl,  sinking  on  her  knees  beside  the  bed,  and  burying  her 
face  in  the  bed  clothing  to  smother  the  sounds  of  her  sobs. 
"Not  for  all  the  happiness  that  can  ever  come  to  me,  will 
I  cloud  your  young  life  with  this  dark  and  disgraceful 
sorrow  !  My  resolve  is  made.  God  help  me  to  be  strong 
in  my  purpose.  Let  the  world  think  of  me  as  it  will.  Let 
my  loved  ones  banish  me  forever  from  their  hearts.  My 
resolve  is  made  !  I  can,  and  I  will,  avert  this  calamity 
that  threatens  to  engulf  my  family  in  shame  !  Thank 
God,  that  it  is  within  my  power  to  save  them." 

u  If  my  poor  father  committed  this  sin  he  did  it  in  a 
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moment  of  madness  for  which  he  is  not  accountable  ;  God, 
who  knows  how  bitterly  he  was  deceived  and  wronged  by 
Walmer  Andrews,  will,  in  His  tender  mercy,  forgive  the 
deed,  I  know.  But  he  must  never,  while  /  can  avert  it, 
stand  before  any  human  tribunal  to  bow  his  gray  head  in 
shame,  and  break  my  mother's  heart.  What  is  the  sacri- 
fice of  my  love,  or  even  my  life,  compared  to  what  their 
suffering  would  be?"  And  thus  the  girl  knelt  and  rea- 
soned with  herself,  beating  back  with  her  feeble  hands  the 
great  waves  of  despair  which  ever  and  anon  swept  over 
her  heart,  and  threatened  to  dethrone  her  reason.  Had  it 
not  been  for  her  firm  faith  in  God's  goodness  and  loving 
care  for  those  who  trust  Him  and  look  up  to  Him  for 
guidance  and  strength,  her  soul  must  have  sunk  in  the 
arctic  circle  of  despair. 

The  hall  clock  below  rang  out  the  hour  of  four  with 
slow,  measured  strokes.  The  lamp-light  flickered  and  grew 
dim.  The  room  had  grown  cold  and  damp.  The  beauti- 
ful young  girl  upon  the  pillow  slumbered  peacefully  on, 
all  unconscious,  thank  God,  of  the  awful  battle  being 
waged  by  her  bed-side — all  unconscious  of  the  depths. of 
woe  her  sister's  soul  was  sounding. 

The  sound  of  buggy  wheels  upon  the  gravel  walk  below 
broke  the  oppressive  stillness  of  the  room. 

Madalena  sprang  to  her  feet;  he*r  father  had  returned. 
He  must  not  suspect  that  she  was  still  up;  she  would  go 
quickly  to  bed  before  he  entered  the  house. 

Then  a  mighty  longing  took  possession  of  her  heart  to 
look  upon  his  face,-  and  see  if  aught  of  guilt  was  printed 
there.  She  could  not  wait  in  her  impatience  for  the  morn- 
ing light.     She  must  see  him  now. 

She  flew  to  her  toilet-stand  and  plunged  her  hot  face  and 
swollen  eyelids  into  the  icy-cold  water  for  a  few  moments, 
gathered  up  the  luxuriant  brown  hair  that  enveloped 
her  form  like  a  shawl  and  quickly  bound  it  into  a  coil  at 
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the  back  of  her  head,  rubbed  some  toilet  powder  hastily 
upon  her  face,  adjusted  her  disordered  dress,  and,  taking 
the  almost  expiring  lamp  in  her  hand,  went  out  in  the  hall 
to  meet  her  father,  whose  weary  footsteps  she  now  heard 
ascending  the  stairs. 

"Why,  daughter!"  he  exclaimed,  in  surprise,  as  he 
came  face  to  face  with  her  on  the  landing.  "  Why  are  you 
out  of  your  bed  at  this  hour?  Is  your  mother  ill,  or  what 
is  the  matter?" 

"I  could  not  sleep,  papa,"  she  answered,  in  a  low  voice, 
trying  pitifully  to  smile  as  she  spoke,  "and  staid  up  to 
await  your  coming." 

She  raised  the  lamp  and  peered  anxiously  into  the  dear 
face  to  see  if  by  its  poor  light  she  might  detect  the  terrible 
secret  written  there. 

He  had  put  aside  his  overcoat  and  hat  in  the  hall  below, 
and  his  face  was  pale  and  worn,  and  his  eyes  shone  with  an 
unnatural  luster. 

He  drew  forth  his  pocket  handkerchief  and  passed  it 
wearily  across  his  white,  blue-veined  forehead,  and  then 
removing  his  spectacles,  began  to  wipe  the  mist  from  them 
on  the  pocket  handkerchief  in  his  hand. 

"  You  should  not  have  remained  up,  my  child,"  he  said, 
reprovingly.  "  It  was  very  imprudent  for  you  to  do  so. 
Is  there  a  fire  lighted  in  the  house?  " 

The  hand  which  held  the  lamp  shook  visibly.  "No, 
papa,"  she  answered,  half  guiltily;  "  the  fire  has  all  gone 
out,  but  I  can  easily  light  one  if  you  are  cold." 

"  Oh,  no!  I  shall  go  immediately  to  bed,  for  I  am 
exhausted  with  fatigue.  But  your  remaining  up  in  the 
cold,  damp  house  so  long  without  fire  makes  your  impru- 
dent act  still  greater.  You  will  be  ill  yourself,  to-morrow. 
I  am  surprised  at  your  folly." 

"  Good-night,"  she  said,  coming  nearer  and  putting  up 
her  lips  to  kiss  him. 
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'-'  Good- morning,  you  had  better  say,  naughty  girl,"  he 
said,  drawing  her  fondly  to  his  bosom. 

"Oh,  papa,"  she  said,  in  a  sobbing  voice,  "you  are 
killing  yourself  with  hard  work.  Why  will  you  do  it? 
Surely  there  is  no  need  of  your  doing  so.  Your  are  not  well 
— I  know  you  are  not." 

He  pressed  her  a  moment  to  his  breast.  "  I  am  well 
enough,"  he  answered,  as  he  gently  released  her.  "All  I 
need  is  rest.  You  must  not  worry.  You  have  sat  up 
watching  for  me  until  your  nerves  are  all  unstrung.  You 
must  not  do  this  again,  Madalena.  Hurry  now,  and  go  to 
bed,  and  you  will  feel  better  after  a  good  sleep,  as  I  hope 
to  do." 

He  turned  toward  the  door  of  his  own  room  as  he  spoke. 
She  lighted  him  to  it;  and  when  the  door  had  closed  upon 
him  she  went  wearily  back  to  her  own  chamber. 

"  Could  it  be  possible,"  she  asked  her  aching  heart 
again  and  again,  "that  he,  her  noble  father,  could  be 
guilty  of  murder?"  Every  instinct  within  her  pleaded 
his  innocence.  "Yet,  was  his  manner  not  somewhat 
strange  at  times?  And  then,  again,  this  awful  evidence 
against  him  which  was  in  Wallace  Andrews'  hands?  What 
of  that?"  She  could  not  reason  this  away;  and  she  knew 
that  men  had  suffered  the  severest  penalty  of  the  law  from 
a  weaker  chain  of  circumstantial  evidence  than  that  which 
then  appeared  to  surround  her  parent. 

She  disrobed  and  laid  her  aching  head  beside  that  of  her 
sister.  But  no  sweet  slumber  mercifully  closed  her  weary 
eyes,  to  shut  out  for  a  moment  the  awful  unrest  which  was 
wildly  tossing  her  tortured  soul . 

Ere  long,  through  the  clear  frosty  darkness,  the  cocks 
began  to  crow  in  a  new  day.  Loud  and  clear,  and 
triumphant,  their  voices  sounded  the  glad  reveille  of  this 
blessed  Christmas  morning,  the  preparations  for  which  she 
had  made  only  yesterday  with  such  a  happy,  joyous  heart. 
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And  now,  God  pity  her,  how  could  she  face  the  festivities 
and  rejoicings  of  this  glad  Christmas  tide,  and  give  no 
sign  that,  beneath  the  smiling  exterior  she  would  be  forced 
to  wear,  her  heart  was  breaking  with  its  secret  load  of  woe. 

With  the  deepening  daylight  Madalena  arose  from  her 
sleepless  couch  and  made  a  careful  morning  toilet.  Then, 
while  her  sister  woke  not  from  her  rosy  slumber,  the  girl 
dropped  upon  her  knees  beside  the  bed  and  sought 
strength  for  the  trials  of  the  day  from  the  source  which 
never  faileth,  and  laid  her  burden  of  grief  and  perplexity 
at  the  Heavenly  Father's  feet. 

The  sweet  petitioner  was  not  turned  empty  away;  and 
when  she  met  the  family  around  the  late  breakfast  board, 
and  joined  in  their  merry  greetings,  her  appearance  did  not 
excite  any  remark  from  any  member  of  the  family  except 
her  father,  who  noticed  the  girl's  heavy  eyes  and  pallid 
face,  and  attributing  this  to  her  last  night's  vigils,  read  her 
a  loving  little  lecture  upon  her  imprudent  act  in  remaining 
up  nearly  all  night  to  await  his  coming. 

Madalena  listened  meekly,  with  down-cast  eyes,  to  his 
gentle  rebuke,  and  was  thankful  that  the  chiming  of  the 
distant  church  bells  breaking  in  upon  them  reminded  her 
mother  that  it  was  time  to  make  preparations  for  attend- 
ing church,  and  thus  she  was  spared  the  reply  she  scarcely 
dared  trust  her  voice  to  make. 

A  half  hour  later  Dr.  Fleming  burst  in  upon  them  with 
his  gay  Christmas  greetings,  his  happy  face  all  aglow  with 
the  light  of  love  and  happiness. 

He  had  called  to  take  his  affianced  bride  to  church.  The 
girl  made  an  almost  superhuman  effort  to  appear  as  usual 
in  her  lover's  eyes;  and  so  well  did  she  succeed  that  he  did 
not  even  notice  her  unusual  paleness  nor  slightly  swollen 
eyelids. 

"  Christmas — a  holy  and  happy  time,"  she  said,  as  they 
were  seated  in  his  phaeton  on  their  way  to  church. 


THE   TEAGEDIES   OF   OAK   HURST.  281 

"  But,  oh,  my  darling,  my  most  precious  of  heaven's 
*ifts,  never  in  my  life  have  I  been  so  thankful  and  joyous 
is  I  am  this  blessed  Christmas  morning." 

Oh,  how  his  joyous  words  stabbed  her  tender,  loving 
heart  like  a  two-edged  weapon,  and  she  prayed  in  her 
misery  that  she  might  die  before  the  setting  of  the.  sun, 
which  was  now  flooding  the  earth  with  a  tide  of  sparkling 
light. 

Gaily  the  bells  chimed  out,  and  gloriously  pealed  the 
organ  within  the  little  chapel,  while  the  sweet  boy  voices 
rang  through  chancel  and  nave,  "Peace  on  earth,  good 
will  towards  men." 

Ah,  Madalena,  seated  there  beside  your  happy,  joyous 
lover,  with  the  terrible  vision  of  the  bitter  desolation  of 
the  future  you  are  going  bravely  forth  to  meet  coming 
between  you  and  the  floral  decorations  of  this  glad  time, 
and  making  the  glorious  "Peace  on  earth"  sound  in 
your  ears  like  a  bitter  mockery,  look  up  and  see;  the 
amaranths  are  already  springing  up,  and  an  angel's  face  is 
shining  through  the  cross. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

CHRISTMAS   FESTIVITIES. 

After  the  Christmas  services  were  over  at  St.  John's 
church,  a  merry  party  gathered  at  Ivy  Lodge.  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie was  a  happy  woman  that  day.  All  the  trials  of  the 
past  had  become  but  a  remote  memory  in  the  calm,  peaces 
f  ul  quiet  of  the  present,  and  she  looked  with  eyes  shining 
with  happiness  upon  the  group  of  loved  faces  gathered1 
around  the  cheerful  Christmas  board,  with  a  heart  swell-! 
ing  with  gratitude  for  the  blessings  showered  upon  her. 

The  near  approaching  marriage  of  Madalena  gave  her  | 
not  one  painful  heart-throb,  as  is  so  often  the  case  witri 
mothers  when  their  daughters  leave  the  home  nest  and 
take  upon  themselves  the  duties  of  wives.  For  her  daugh- 
ter's marriage  involved  no  long  separation;  no  going  for 
long,  weary  years  from  the  loving  watchful  care  of  thl 
parents  to  scenes  untried  and  new,  for  the  home  of  thd 
happy  wedded  pair  would  be  within  a  stone's  throw  of  her 
own  home,  and  within  call  of  her  own  voice. 

So  with  Ernest  happily  settled  under  the  protecting 
shade  of  his  parental  home,  and  Eva — bright,  laughter- 
loving  Eva — still  at  home  to  cheer  her  parents'  declining 
years,  it  is  no  wonder  that  a  calm,  peaceful  serenity  filled 
the  mother's  heart,  and  made  glad  her  voice  on  this  blessed 
Christmas  day. 

Alas,  alas!  how  often  when  we  deem  ourselves  the  most 
secure  in  our  earthly  happiness,  and  look  out  upon  life's 
placid  ocean,  over  which  our  life  bark  is  sailing,  unruffled 
by  boisterous  waves  or  sobbing  tempest,  it  is  but  the  calm 
before  the  storm,  that  is  even  now,  unseen  by  our  eyes, 
rising  upon  the  distant  horizon,  and  will,  God  help  us. 
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>on  sweep  over  our  frail  bark,  and  may  hap  leave  us 
recked  and  stranded  by  cruel  breakers  upon  the  rocks  of 
le  great  desert  island  of  despair. 

It  was  always  a  marvel  to  Madalena  in  after  years,  how 
le  ever  lived  through  that,  to  her,  dreadful  day,  with  the 
urden  of  her  great,  hidden  sorrow  weighing  down  her  soul 
id  tightening  the  chords  around  her  aching  heart,  while 
>r  the  sake  of  others  her  lips  must  smile  and  join  in  the 
ay  repartee  that  sounded  to  her  own  anguished  senses 
lore  like  the  wailings  of  the  doomed. 

Once,  in  an  unguarded  moment,  she  had  almost  forgotten 
er  part,  and  was  aroused  to  self -consciousness  by  the  gay 
oice  of  Halcot  Camden  exclaiming  by  her  side: 

'What  is  the  matter,  Madalena?  You  look  as  serious 
s  a  nun  at  her  prayers." 

The  girl  started  guiltily,  while  a  crimson  tide  swept  over 
er  pale  face,  which  quickly  receded,  leaving  her  paler 
lan  before. 

Qaickly  recovering  herself,  Madalena  answered,  laugh- 
igly:  "I  believe  the  warmth  of  the  room  was  making 
le  a  little  dull  or  sleepy." 

"  And,  no  wonder;  for,  will  you  believe  it,  Halcot? — that 
illy  child  sat  up  all  last  night,  awaiting  my  uncertain 
eturn,"  said  Dr.  Mackenzie. 

'Ah  !  that  is  the  secret  of  her  unwonted  paleness  to<. 
lay,"  said  Dr.  Fleming,  crossing  over  to  the  window 
/here  Madalena  was  sitting.  "  Her  looks  have  puzzled  me 
ince  we  came  from  church,  especially  as  she  persists  in 
leclaring  that  she  is  not  feeling  indisposed.  '  Sat  up  all 
light/  did  she?  Well,  we  must  take  her  to  task  for  her 
lisobedience,"  he  continued,  laughingly,  "because  she 
promised  both  her  mother  and  myself  that  she  would  only 
vait  for  her  father's  return  until  twelve  o'clock." 

"Oh,  spare  me,  I  beg,"  she  protested,  smiling  back  at 
lim.  "Papa  has  already  imposed  a  penance  for  my 
:olly." 
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To  Madalena's  intense  relief,  the  attention  of  the  com- 
pany was  diverted  from  her,  and  the  subject  of  converse 
tion  changed  at  that  moment  by  the  entrance  of  old  Aunt] 
Liza^  glorious  in  a  bright,  silken  turban  and  spotless  ker-| 
chief  and  apron,  carrying  in  her  arms  the  brown-eyeds. 
smiling  baby-girl  of  Ernest  and  Bessie  Mackenzie,  whilel 
the  two  chubby  boys  of  Halcot  Camden  rushed  upon  thel 
little  lady  in  her  proud  nurse's  arms,  and  almost  devoured! 
her  with  hugs  and  kisses. 

"Come  away,  Mackenzie,"  said  Millie, to  her  first-bornj 
"  You  are  as  rough  as  a  little  bear.  Don't  you  see  thai! 
you  have  frightened  the  poor  baby?" 

"  But,  she  is  so  sweet,  mamma,  and  brother  Halcot] 
shall  not  have  all  the  kisses.  Make  him  come  away  J 
too." 

At  which  reply  every  one  laughed,  and  the  proud  father, 
of  the  Camden  boys  remarked  :  "Right  you  are,  my  son.i 
Never  leave  the  field,  without  a  struggle,  clear  to  your 
rival."  And  Mrs.  Mackenzie  said  :  "  Bring  the  baby  to* 
me,  Aunt  Liza,  I  may  be  able  to  keep  the  boys  away  fromj 
her." 

So  the  pretty  little  pink-and- white  Bessie,  in  her  rich; 
laces  and  snowy  drapery,  was  placed  within  her  proudi 
grandmother's  arms  to  be  chirruped  to  and  admired  by  the 
whole  company,  and  to  be  fondled  by  the  doting  young 
parents,  who  were  very  sure  there  never  was  another  such 
a  charming  infant. 

"I  am  very  sorry  that  father  had  to  go  to  Montgomery 
again  this  afternoon,"  said  Ernest,  presently.  "I  had 
hoped  that  he  would  get  to  rest  this  day  at  least." 

"  I,  too,  regret  very  much  his  having  to  go,"  replied 
Dr.  Fleming.  "But  he  will  intrust  this  particular  case 
to  no  one  else.  He  thought,  however,  that  he  should 
return  by  dark,  and  I  am  to  make  the  other  sick  visits. 
And,  by  the  way," — glancing  at  his  watch — "it  is  time 
for  me  to  be  off,  for  it  is  already  four  o'clock." 
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He  left  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  side,  where  he  had  been  toy- 
ng  with  the  beautiful  babe  in  her  arms  as  he  spoke,  and 
rossed  over  to  where  Madalena  sat  upon  the  piano  stool, 
triking  low,  sweet  cords  upon  the  rich-toned  instrument 
efore  her,  and  said,  in  a  voice  intended  for  her  ear 
lone  : 

" Darling,  I  must  go  now.  I  have  a  few  visits  to 
nake .  Can  you  not  excuse  yourself  to  the  others,  who 
ire  all  home  folks,  and  drive  with  me?" 

She  started  up  from  the  painful  train  of  thought  into 
vhich  she  had  fallen,  and  answered  him,  almost  mechan- 
cally: 
"  Certainly,  Paul,  I  know  my  mother  will  excuse  me." 
"  Well,  be  ready  then,  sweetheart,  when  I  drive  around 
o  the  door  in  about  twenty  minutes,"  he  answered, 
ondly. 

At  the  appointed  time  the  prancing  bays  stood  before 
he  front  door  of  Ivy  Lodge,  and  the  little  company 
svalked  out  upon  the  sunny  balcony  to  see  the  young 
jouple  depart. 

"Ah  me,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life  as  love's 
poung  dream,"  quoth  Mr.  Camden,  as  they  watched  the 
whirling  phaeton  disappear  down  the  shady  road.  I '  Know 
low  it  is  ourselves,  don't  we,  Millie  ?  "  pinching  the  plump 
cheek  of  his  wife,  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  think  if  ever  a  couple  were  deeply  and  truly  in  love 
with  each  other,  it  is  my  sister  and  Dr.  Fleming,"  remarked 
Ernest. 

"  And  such  a  handsome  couple  as  they  are,"  replied  Bes- 
sie, admiringly. 

"And  what  is  better  than  all,  their  course  of  true  love 
is  running  so  very  smoothly,"  said  Mr.  Camden.  "Just 
like  that  of  yours  and  Ernest,  Mrs.  Bessie.  It  must  run 
in  the  family,  as  my  old  Aunt  used  to  say;  eh,  Mrs.  Mac* 
kenzie  ?"  appealing  to  Ernest's  mother. 


286  THE  TRAGEDIES  OF  OAK  HURST. 

"I  hope  so,"  answered  the  lady,  tranquilly/ as  she  led 
the  way  back  to  the  deserted  parlor. 

Meanwhile,  Dr.  Fleming  laughed  and  chatted  with  thf 
fair  girl  at  his  side,  who  strove  with  all  the  power  she  posf 
sessed  to  appear  as  usual  in  her  lover's  eyes.  But  the  ey< 
of  love  is  hard  to  deceive  when  any  ill  threatens  the  object! ! 
of  its  adoration,  and  ere  long  Dr.  Fleming  became  aware  o% 
an  intangible  shade  of  sadness  pervading  Madalena's  man?; 
ner  and  every  tone,  in  spife  of  her  efforts  at  concealment, 

At  length  he  drew  off  the  driving  glove  from  his  right 
hand,  and  silently  pressed  his  fingers  on  her  delicate  wrisj 
as  her  hand  lay  listlessly  in  her  lap. 

"My  darling,"  he  exclaimed,  after  a  moment's  pause; 
"  you  are  not  well,  your  pulse  is  all  of  a  quiver,  and  youi 
flesh  hot  and  feverish.  I  have  felt  all  day  that  something 
was  amiss  with  you." 

She  turned  her  face  away  and  tried  hard  to  swallow  the 
hysterical  sob  she  felt  rising  in  her  throat.  He  put  liB 
hand  gently  on  her  cheek,  and  drew  her  reluctant  face 
towards  him,  and  tried  to  look  into  her  eyes,  a  mighty  feat 
springing  into  his  heart,  as  he  did  so,  lest  she  were  threat- 
ened with  an  attack  of  a  low  type  of  typhoid  fever  thai 
was  then  prevalent  in  and  about  the  town  and  neighbors 
hood. 

"  I  will  turn  and  take  you  home  at  once,"  he  said^ 
uneasily. 

"  Oh,  no,  Paul,"  she  hastened  to  say  ;  "  I  am  not  sick, 
you  must  not  try  to  make  me  think  that  I  am.  I  do  no| 
want  to  go  home  now,  the  drive  will  do  me  good,  and  I  do; 
not  mind  in  the  least  sitting  in  the  buggy  and  wailing  ioi 
you  while  you  make  your  calls.  Please  do  not  take  rr-<f 
home.  It  would  frighten  mamma  so.  It  is  nothing  fcs? 
the  loss  of  sleep  that  depresses  me." 

He  turned  the  horses  back  into  the  road  from  which  he 
had  partly  turned  them  when  he  declared  his  intention  of 
taking  her  home,  and  said,  as  they  resumed  their  way; 
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(i  You  have  worked  too  hard  of  late,  Madalena,  ard  you 
mst  not  do  so  again.     Now  that  Christmas  is  over,  you 

ill  not  have  much  to  do,  and  I  think  we  had  better  give 
p  the  notion  of  having  a  grand,  public  wedding,  and  have, 
istead,  a  very  quiet  one.  I  never  half  liked  the  notion  of 
many  wedding  guests  and  such  an  ado,  anyhow ;  and 
ow  I  am  decidedly  opposed  to  it,  because  I  am  sure  that 
our  nerves  are  not  equal  to  the  task  of  the  preparation 
nd  excitement.  You  see,  darling,  what  it  is  to  have  a 
hysician  for  your  affianced,  who  knows  better  what  you 
re  able  to  endure  than  you  know  yourself,  and  hence 
resumes  to  be  dictatorial  in  matters  concerning  yourphys- 
cal  welfare,"  he  added,  with  a  light  laugh. 

She  had  grown  almost  ghastly  white  in  the  twilight  of 
he  short  winter  day  as  he  spoke,  and  he  felt  her  shiver 
lightly  by  his  side.  He  looked  at  her  again,  anxiously, 
nd  said  as  he  touched  up  the  spirited  horses  with  the  end 
f  the  whip  lash  :  "  I  have  but  one  call  more  to  make — 
o  see  Whetherby's  child — and  then  we  will  go  home.  The 
ir  grows  chilly." 

The  horse  turned  a  sudden  angle  in  the  road  as  he 
poke,  and  the  occupants  of  the  carriage  came  face  to 
ace  with  a  horseman,  seated  on  a  large,  roan  horse,  trotting 
long  at  a  leisurely  pace. 

It  was  Wallace  Andrews.  He  lifted  his  hat,  and  a 
uocking  smile  curled  his  lips  as  he  passed  them,  and  he 
ooked  in  Madalena's  eyes  with  a  significant  look,  which 
yent  to  the  girl's  heart  like  a  cruel  dagger  thrust. 

Young  Andrews  seems  to  be  taking  his  father's  death 
rery  philosophically/'  Doctor  Fleming  remarked,  as  the 
listance  widened  between.  "Well,  I  do  not  imagine  that 
le  was  very  deeply  attached  to  the  father,  by  whose  death 
Wallace  Andrews  has  become  the  wealthiest  man  in  the 
State  of  Florida." 

She  made  no  reply,  and  he  continued,  after  a  pause:  "  I 
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never  could  get  acquainted  with  Wallace  Andrews,  althougj ' 
I  have  tried  to  do  so;  and  he  is  the  only  young  man  ii i 
Magnolia  Centre  that  I  am  not  well  acquainted  with  in  on 
way  or  another.  But  there  was  always  a  regular  stand 
offishness  in  the  fellow  towards  me,  for  which  I  coul< 
never  account,  unless  it  was  because  your  father  and  m; 
partner  and  his  father  were  enemies.  I  do  not  imagine 
however,  that  I  have  lost  much  by  not  possessing  hi 
friendship." 

i(  I  do  not  think  you  have,"  she  answered,  faintly. 

"  He  will  be  considered  a  great  catch  now  by  marriage 
able  young  ladies  and  their  managing  mammas,"  he  con 
tinued,  with  a  light  laugh.  "  They  will  forget  all  abou 
the  very  questionable  way  in  which  the'father  acquired  hii 
wealth.  Ah,  money,  what  a  multitude  of  faults  and  sini 
its  possession  covers  up." 

"  Yes,  with  some  people,"  she  said,  in  a  very  low  voice, 

"  Yes,  with  some  people,"  he  repeated ;  "  but  not  with 
everyone;  for  if  all  women  were  as  good  and  conscientious 
as  my  own  sweet  girl,  Wallace  Andrews  would  have  a  diffi- 
cult matter  to  persuade  any  woman  to  link  her  fate  with 
his,  his  wealth  notwithstanding." 

He  took  her  trembling  hand  within  his  own,  in  lover- 
like fondness,  as  he  spoke,  and  the  tension  which  the  poor, 
tortured  girl  had  held  upon  her  nerves  all  day  suddenly 
gave  away,  and  to  his  alarm  and  consternation  she  burst 
into  hysterical  weeping  and  sobbed  piteously. 

<<  Why,  my  darling,"  he  cried,  distressed  beyond  meas- 
ure by  her  emotion,  "  what  have  I  said — what  have  I  done 
to  grieve  you  ?  "  He  put  his  arm  around  her  and  drew  hei 
head  to  his  shoulder.  "  What  is  the  matter,  Madalena: 
For  God's  sake,  speak,  and  tell  me  the  cause  of  youn 
tears." 

"  Oh,  Paul,  you  have  done  nothing,  but  I  am  so  tiredJ 
and  faint — take  me  home — take  me  home,"  she  sobbed. 
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He  turned  his  horses  quickly  about,  and  sought,  while 
on  their  homeward  way,  by  every  word  of  endearment 
known  in  the  vocabulary  of  love,  to  quiet  the  agitated 
girl. 

When  they  reached  Ivy  Lodge,  the  dusk  of  evening  was 
fast  gathering  over  the  scene,  and  lights  twinkled  forth 
from  its  many  windows. 

Dr.  Mackenzie,  hearing  the  sound  of  the  carriage  wheels, 
came  out  into  the  darkness  to  meet  them  as  they  drew  up. 
Dr.  Fleming  sprang  from  the  carriage  and  lifted  the  girl 
tenderly  to  the  ground. 

"Madalena  is  not  well  and  has  had  a  nervous  attack/' 
he  said,  anxiously,  to  her  father. 

"It  is  nothing,  papa,"  she  hastened  to  explain;  "only 
I  felt  tired  and  nervous  and  burst  into  tears  without  any 
other  cause,  and  have  frightened  Paul  nearly  out  of  his 
senses.  You  know  how  silly  and  foolishly  weak  girls  will 
act  sometimes.     Ask  him  to  forgive  me,  won't  you,  papa?" 

Dr.  Mackenzie  took  her  hand  in  his  own;  it  was  burn- 
ing hot  through  the  closely-fitting  kid  glove. 

" She  has  fever,"  he  said  to  Dr.  Fleming.  "Take  her 
into  the  house  and  let  her  mother  put  her  to  bed."  And 
Madalena  suffered  him  to  do  as  he  was  bid. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  alarm,  took  her  daughter  to  her 
room;  and,  after  she  had  disrobed  the  trembling  girl  and 
clad  her  in  a  soft  white  woolen  wrapper,  and  she  was 
reclining  comfortably  against  the  white  pillow  of  her 
couch,  the  mother  descended  the  stairs  and  joined  her 
husband  and  Dr.  Fleming  in  the  parlor  below. 

The  Christmas  guests  had  all  departed,  and  the  parlor 
was  unoccupied  save  by  the  master  of  the  house  and 
young  Fleming. 

The  latter  was  pacing  the  floor  uneasily  as  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie entered   the  room,  and    he  started  toward   her, 
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exclaiming,  eagerly:  "How  is  Madalena?  Has  she  any 
fever?  And  had  not  her  father  and  myself  better  see  her 
at  once?" 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  smiled  at  the  young  physician's  agitated 
manner  and  answered,  reassuringly:  "  You  are  alarm- 
ing yourself  needlessly,  I  am  sure,  Doctor.  Madalena  has 
little  fever,  if  any.  It  is  only  a  slight  nervous  attack, 
such  as  I  have  been  subject  to  all  my  life,  and  which 
comes  on  without  any  apparent  cause.  But  her  father 
can  go  up  and  see  her,  and  I  will  stay  here  and  talk  to 
you.  It  would  never  do  to  send  two  physicians  to  diag- 
nose the  girl's  ailment.  It  would  frighten  her  into  a 
worse  nervous  attack  than  she  has  already  had,"  she 
added,  laughingly  v 

Doctor  Mackenzie  picked  up  his  small  pocket-case  from 
the  table  and  repaired  to  his  daughter's  room,  and,  as 
soon  as  the  door  closed  on  his  retreating  form,  Dr.  Flem- 
ing said,  anxiously:  "I  can  not  look  as  lightly  upon 
Madalena's  indisposition  as  you  do,  Mrs.  Mackenzie;  she 
has  been  perfectly  well  apparently  until  to-day,  and  it  is 
so  unlike  her  to  be  nervous  or  hysterical." 

"She  has  had  too  much  care  of  late,  for  one  thing," 
replied  the  mother;  "for  you  know  we  have  been  unusu- 
ally busy  preparing  for  the  holidays  and  the  wedding  that 
is  so  soon  to  follow,  and —  " 

"That  is.  just  what  the  trouble  arises  from  "he  said, 
interrupting  her.  "In  making  these— which  appear  to 
me  as  needless — preparations,  she  has  overtaxed  her  nerves, 
and  the  result  has  been  a  general  breaking  down  of  the 
nervous  system.  Mrs.  Mackenzie,"  he  exclaimed,  eagerly, 
"  why  should  Madalena's  marriage  be  delayed  still  three 
weeks  longer?  Why  not  dispense  with  the  proposed  grand 
wedding  that  was  to  have  been  on  the  twenty-second  of 
January,  and  have  instead  to-morrow  morning  a  quiet 
little  wedding  with  no  guests  except  the  family  and  Mr. 
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Camden's  family?  Let  it  be  at  nine  o'clock,  so  that  we 
may  take  the  eleven  o'clock  morning  train,  and  we  will  go 
to  some  quiet  country  resort,  which,  with  the  change  and 
quiet,  will  soon  restore  Madalena  to  her  usual  good  health. 
Think  of  it  for  a  moment,  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and  take  all 
things  into  consideration,  and  make  me  happy  by  saying 
that  you  approve  of  my  plan,"  he  said,  pleadingly. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  young 
man's  earnestness,  but  she  answered,  indulgently:  "  I  have 
no  serious  objection  to  your  proposed  plan,  Doctor,  and 
must  confess  that  I  too  would  like  to  be  spared  the  trying 
ordeal  of  what  you  are  pleased  to  term  a  grand  wedding, 
but  there  are  other  things  to  be  considered;  the  first  of 
which  is  what  will  the  terrible  Mrs  Grundy  say  at  the  sud- 
denness of  this  affair,  and  our  departure  so  wholly  from 
our  original  plans?" 

"  Mrs.  Grundy  be  hanged,"  he  was  about  to  say,  but 
checking  himself  in  time,  he  said  instead,  "Who  cares 
what  any  one  will  say,  Mrs.  Mackenzie?"  seriously.  "You 
do  not,  I  am  sure,  and  I  know  T  do  not  (Madalena's  health 
must  be  considered),  regardless  of  what  meddling  gossips 
may  say." 

"But,  she  may  not  be  willing  herself  to  be  carried  off  in 
this  summary  manner,"  she  replied,  teasingly. 

"  Well,  consult  her  about  it  at  once,  dear  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie, will  you  not?"  he  pleaded, "and  try  to  get  her  consent 
to  my  plan." 

Before  Mrs.  Mackenzie  could  reply,  Dr  Mackenzie 
re-entered  the  room,  and  in  answer  to  Dr  Fleming's  inquir- 
ing look  said,  thoughtfully: 

"  Madalena  has  no  fever,  and  her  symptoms  are  all  of  a 
nervous  character.  If  I  did  not  know  that  such  can  not 
be  the  case,  I  should  say  that  she  is  suffering  from  some 
terrible  nervous  shock." 

Dr.  Fleming  gave  Mrs*  Mackenzie  an  imploring  look, 
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understanding  which  the  lady  quitted  the  room,  and 
sought  her  daughter's  chamber  to  fulfill  the  lover's  request, 
while  Dr.  Fleming  proceeded  to  lay  before  the  father  of 
his  bride  elect  the  plan  he  had  proposed  to  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie, of  a  quiet  wedding  early  on  the  following  day. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  saw  the  good  sense  of  the  lover's  proposi- 
tion at  once,  and  readily  fell  into  his  plan.  "  What  Mada- 
lena  needs  is  a  change  of  scene  and  a  careful  avoidance  of 
all  excitement  until  her  nervous  system  is  restored,"  he 
said,  "  which  will  readily  come  to  pass  under  the  watchful 
care  of  asgood  a  physician  as  her  husband  will  be." 

Dr.  Fleming  was  interrupted  in  his  grateful  thanks  by 
the  entrance  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who  dashed  the  lover's 
rising  spirits  ruthlessly  to  the  ground  by  saying: 

'c  Madaleha  is  inexorable,  she  will  not  listen  a  moment 
to  the  proposed  plan,  and  says  the  wedding  can  not  take 
place  before  the  22d." 

"Ah,  we  might  have  known  that  it  would  be  no  easy 
matter  to  cheat  a  young  girl  out  of  her  bridesmaids  and  all 
the  elegant  display  of  a  grand  wedding  after  she  had  once 
set  her  heart  upon  it,"  laughed  Dr.  Mackenzie.  And  his 
wife  replied: 

u  Well,  I  must  confess  that  I  am  disappointed  in  her  firm 
refusal  to  coincide  with  the  Doctor's  proposition.  Mada- 
lena  has  never  in  her  life  cared  for  display  of  any  kind  and 
opposed  the  plan  of  a  public  wedding  for  sometime,  but 
having  once  acceded  to  the  plan  she  adheres  strictly  to  it, 
and  her  refusal  to  accept  the  change  of  programme  is  so 
decided  that  I  am  sure  it  would  be  only  a  waste  of  breath 
to  urge  the  matter  further  upon  her.  She  says  herself  that 
she  needs  a  change  and  proposeso  runaway  for  a  few  days 
and  visit  a  schoolmate  of  hers  if  she  does  not  feel  better 
to-morrow.'5 

Dr.  Fleming  frowned  discontentedly,  and  said.  "And 
are  you  sure,  Mrs.  Maekengie,  that  we  can  not  coa.£  Mad  a* 
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lena  to  accede  to  my  plan?    You  have  no  idea  how  deeply 
I  feel  about  it,  and  something  almost  akin  to  a  presenti 
ment  haunts  me  this  evening  that  unless  we  are  wedded  on 
the  morrow,  Madalena  may  die  or  our  marriage  be  long 
delayed." 

"It  is  no  use,  Doctor,  not  a  particle  of  use,"  laughed 
T)n  Mackenzie.  "  I  have  been  a  married  man  myself  long 
enough  to  learn  that  when  a  woman  will  she  will,  and  you 
may  depend  upon  it;  and  when  she  won't  she  won't,  and 
there's  an  end  of  it.  Let  the  girl  go  away  and  make  a  few 
days'  visit,  if  she  will.  She  will  come  home  feeling  as  well 
as  usual,  no  doubt.  It  is  only  three  weeks  until  the  time 
set  for  the  wedding.  The  time  will  slip  past  before  you 
realize  it,"  he  added,  consolingly,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
young  man's  gloomy  face. 

Dr.  Fleming  picked  up  his  hat  and  overcoat  from  where 
he  had  thrown  them  upon  a  chair,  in  his  excitement,  upon 
entering  the  parlor,  when  he  had  returned  from  his  drive 
with  his  affianced,  and  said,  with  a  note  of  sadness  tinging 
his  usually  cheerful  voice:  "  Well,  sir,  I  can  but  submit 
to  Madalena's  wishes,  although  I  can  not  help  regretting 
that  she  can  not  see  this  matter  in  the  same  light  as  we 
do.     I  trust,  however,  that  she  is  in  the  right." 

H  Of  course  she  is.  Ladies  always  are,  and  one  can  trust 
to  their  judgment  in  such  matters  every  time,"  replied  the 
elder  man,  cheerfully;  and  then  added,  as  Dr.  Fleming 
proceeded  to  draw  on  his  coat  and  gloves:  "  But  why  are 
you  going  so  soon?  I  thought,  perhaps,  I  could  beguile 
you  into  a  game  of  chess  with  me." 

"  Nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure,  Doctor,"  he 
replied.  "  But  I  must  go  down  and  see  Wetherby's  child, 
who  is  not  doing  as  well  as  we  could  wish,  and  I  have  not 
been  there  since  morning.  Madalena  was  taken  ill  before 
we  reached  Wetherby's  house  this  afternoon,  and  we  turned 
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back.  But  I  shall  call  early  in  the  morning,  with  your 
permission,  sir,  to  inquire  after  Madalena,  whom  I  hope  to 
find  quite  recovered.'" 

(i  Certainly,"  responded  Dr.  Mackenzie,  heartily. 
"  Come  by  all  means."  And  the  young  physician,  with  a 
strange  pain  stirring  at  his  heart  and  saddening  his  face, 
took  his  leave. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE    MIDNIGHT   MEETING. — GOD   HELP  THEE,   MADALENA. 

"  Will  nothing  move  you  to  pity?  Think  o'  -he  awful 
position  in  which  I  am  placed — I  who  have  never  harmed 
you  or  yours.  The  part  you  are  about  to  force  me  to  act  is 
ten-fold  worse  than  death,  for  by  it  I  stand  branded  before 
the  world  as  a  false-hearted  traitor  to  those  who  love  me 
best — to  those  who  would  willingly  die  to  save  me  from 
this  fate,  did  they  but  know  the  step  you  urge  upon 
me  to  take.  Oh,  spare  me  and  spare  my  poor  father, 
who,  if  guilty  of  this  crime,  must  have  committed  it  in  a 
moment  of  insanity.  Spare  us,  I  pray,  and  receive  the 
gratitude  of  my  whole  life  and  my  friendship,  which 
nothing  but  death  will  ever  dim.  Let  me  stand  in  Dora's 
place  to  you — dear  Dora,  who  loved  us  both  so  well/' 

"  Madalena,  have  you  not  heard  it  said,  '.  That  friend- 
ship sometimes  turns  to  love,  but  love  to  friendship 
never'?  No,  girl,  I  will  be  your  husband,  or  I  will  be 
your  bitter  enemy,  and  pursue  you  with  my  relentless 
hate  until  you  will  pray  for  the  very  earth  to  open  up  and 
swallow  you  beyond  the  reach  of  my  persecution/' 

The  time  is  eleven  o'clock  on  that  Christmas  night  fol- 
lowing the  incidents  which  were  given  in  our  last  chap- 
ter, and  the  place  beneath  the  old  oak  tree  which  stood  in 
«t  remote  corner  of  the  grounds  surrounding  Ivy  Lodge. 

The  two  dark  figures  standing  there,  hid  even  from  the 
glimmering  stars  overhead  by  the  wide-spreading  branches 
of  the  tree,  are  Madalena  Mackenzie  and  Wallace  Andrews, 
and  the  careful  reader  of  these  pages  will  not  be  at  a  loss 
to  understand  this  meeting  or  the  import  of  the  words 
between  them,  to  which  we  have  listened. 
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Wallace  Andrews  ceased  speaking,  and  for  some 
moments  no  sound  broke  the  midnight  stillness  save  the 
low,  smothered  sobbing  of  the  girl,  who  had  sank  down 
upon  the  cold,  damp  ground  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"I  warned  you  last  night,  Madalena,  that  I  was  done 
pleading '~\th  you,"  her  companion  at  last  said,  in  low,  J 
intense  to^es.  "The  resolution  I  then  made  I  intend  to 
keep,  and  only  warn  you  that  our  time  of  meeting  must 
be  short,  and  your  answer  must  be  yea,  yea,  or  nay,  nay, 
and  this  is  the  last  opportunity  you  will  have  for  giving 
it.  I  am  willing,  as  I  said  last  night,  to  bind  myself  by 
a  solemn  and  most  sacred  oath  never  to  disclose  the  evi- 
dence I  have  of  your  father's  crime  to  the  world,  and, 
furthermore,  swear  to  be  a  loving,  loyal  and  devoted  hus- 
band to  you.  My  wealth,  my  heart  and  my  life  I  lay  at 
your  feet,  and  if  it  is  within  my  power  to  make  you  a 
happy  woman,  you  shall  be  one." 

He  paused  for  her  answer,  but  it  came  only  in  despair- 
ing sobs.  He  knelt  down  on  the  earth  beside  her  and 
drew  her  cold  hands  gently  away  from  her  face. 

"Answer  me,  Madalena,  answer  me,  for  the  love  of 
God,  before  the  clock  in  yonder  steeple  rings  the  midnight 
hour;  for  with  that  sound  the  utmost  limit  of  the  time  I 
have  given  you  expires.  Answer  me,  darling,  and  say  you 
will  give  yourself  to  me,  for  surely  man  never  loved  mor- 
tal woman  before  as  I  do  you." 

"If  you  love  me,  for  God's  sake  spare  me,"  slie  pleaded, 
"for  I  never  can  be  your  wife."  He  dropped  the  hands  he 
held  with  an  impatient  gesture,  and  rising  hastily  to  his 
feet  turned  away. 

"Very  well,"  he  answered.  "Our  interview  is  ended. 
You  say  you  can  never  be  my  wife,  and  nothing  remains 
now  for  me  to  do  but  to  avenge  my  father's  murder." 

She  sprang  to  her  feet  with  a  smothered  cry  of  anguish 
that  sounded  like  nothing  human, 


THE   TRAGEDIES    OF    OAK    HURST.  297 

"  Oh,  do  not  leave  me  thus/'  she  cried,  in  tones  that  must 
have  made  the  very  angels  weep  for  pity.  "Oh,  do  not 
leave  me,  Wallace!  For  God's  sake,  do  not  leave  me  in 
anger!  Come  back  and  hear  my  promise — God  help  me! 
— come  back,  I  say!" 

He  walked  hastily  back  to  where  she  was  standing  in 
the  darkness,  and  again  took  her  cold,  trembling  hands 
in  his. 

She  stood  silent  and  passive  for  a  moment  with  her  head 
bent  on  her  aching  breast. 

"I  have  come  back  as  you  bid  me,  Madalena,  to  hear 
your  promise,"  he  said,  gently,  at  length.  "You  will  be 
my  wife  ?  " 

She  raised  her  pale  face  a  moment  to  the  pale  twinkling 
stars  in  the  blue  dome  of  the  heavens  above  her  head, 
while  a  silent  cry  arose  from  her  tortured  heart  to  God  for 
strength,  and  answered  him.  "Yes,  Wallace  Andrews; 
God  help  and  pity  us  both,  I  will  he  your  wife." 

"  God  bless  you,  my  darling — God  bless  you,"  he  cried, 
sinking  on  his  knees  on  the  soft  turf  at  her  feet  and  cover- 
ing her  hands  with  kisses. 

She  drew  them  shudderingly  away,  and,  reaching  within 
the  folds  of  the  loose  black  cloak  she  wore,  drew  forth  a 
small  book  and  undid  the  clasp. 

"  It  is  the  Bible,"  she  whispered,  bending  low  over  him, 
"I  am  ready  to  hear  your  oath." 

He  took  the  book  in  his  own  hands,  which  were  cold 
and  trembling  with  excitement,  and  she  dropped  upon  her 
knees  before  him  while  he  repeated : 

"I  solemnly  swear,  by  all  I  hold  sacred  and  holy,  and  by 
my  hope  of  happiness  in  this  world,  or  in  the  world  to 
come,  that  on  the  day  Madalena  becomes  my  wife  I  will 
relinquish  into  her  keeping  the  proofs  I  alone  hold  of  her 
father's  guilt;  and  I  further  swear  that  I  will  never  reveal 
the  existence  of  said  proofs  to  any  living  being,  nor  speak 
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of  the  same  to  any  one,  not  even  my  own  wife,  or  refer  in 
any  way  to  the  circumstances  which  led  to  our  union.  S(< 
help  me  God." 

His  voice  trembled  with  intensity,  and  with  the  last  wore 
of  the  oath  he  pressed  his  lips  to  the  open  book  in  his  hanc 
and  murmured  "Amen." 

"  Do  you  think  the  oath  sufficiently  binding,  Madalena?  I 
he  said  to  the  sobbing  girl  on  her  knees  before  him.  "  II 
not,  I  will  alter  it  in  any  way  you  suggest." 

"  It  is  sufficient  and  an  oath  you  dare  not  break,"  she 
sobbed. 

"May  God  curse  me  if  I  ever  break  the  least  of  my  vows 
to  you,"  he  murmured,  solemnly.  <(  And  now,  Madalena, 
it  is  your  turn  to  make  a  vow  to  me,  my  darling,  and  bind 
yourself  by  an  oath  to  keep  the  same." 

He  placed  the  Bible  in  her  hands  and  continued: 
"  Repeat  after  me  the  words  I  shall  say,  Madalena.  ,  I 
solemnly  swear  by  all  I  hold  sacred  and  holy,  and  by  my 
hope  of  happiness  in  this  world  or  in  the  world  to  come, 
that  I  will,  if  I  live,  become  Wallace  Andrews'  wife,  and 
that  I  will  never  reveal  to  any  living  being  as  long  as  w& 
both  shall  live,  the  circumstances  which  led  to  our  union, 
but  will  let  the  world  believe  that  my  becoming  Wallace 
Andrews'  wife  was  my  own  voluntary  act  and  deed;  and  I 
further  swear  to  be  a  faithful  and  true  wife  to  him  as  long 
as  we  both  shall  live.     So  help  me  God,  Amen." 

She  repeated  the  words  over  after  him,  in  slow,  meas- 
ured tones,  the  calmness  of  which  astonished  her  own  ears 
as  well  as  her  listener's,  and  pressed  her  white  lips  to  the 
sacred  page  before  her  and  murmured  "Amen." 

Ah,  Madalena!  no  truer  heart  than  thine  was  ever  laid 
a  noble  sacrifice  upon  the  altar  of  filial  love  and  duty.  Ah 
me!  God  help  thee  to  bear  the  weary  load  of  grief  and  dis- 
appointment which  thou  hast  bound  thyself  this  night  to 
carry  through  life  in  uncomplaining  silence. 


THE   TRAGEDIES    OF    OAK    HURST.  299 

We  are  told,  "  Greater  love  hast  no  man  than  this,  that 
he  giveth  up  his  life  for  his  friend."  But,  Madalena,  thou 
bast  done  even  more,  for  thou  hast  given  up  youth,  hope, 
happiness  and  love,  all  things  which  make  life  endurable, 
foranotherv    God  help  thee,  Madalena! 

The  clear  tones  of  the  clock  in  the  not  far  distant  steeple 
rang  out  the  midnight  hour. 

Madalena  closed  the  book  in  her  hand,  and  rose  trem- 
blingly to  her  feet.  Wallace  Andrews  sprang  to  his  feet, 
and  put  out  his  hand  to  assist  her. 

"Thank  you  a  thousand  times,  Madalena,  for  your  decis- 
ion. It  has  made  me  the  happiest  man  on  earth.  You 
shall  never  repent  the  day  you  became  my  wife,  my  pre- 
cious darling.     You  must,  and  you  will  be  happy." 

She  drew  her  hand  from  his  warm  clasp,  while  a  shud- 
der almost  convulsed  her  frame,  as  she  said: 

"How  is  it  to  be?  You  know  my  parents  will  never 
consent." 

"Meet  me  in  Jacksonville  one  week  from  to-day — on 
New  Year's  day.  I  will  arrange  the  rest.  You  must  make 
some  excuse  and  go  alone,  ostensibly  for  a  day's  shopping 
or  any  other  excuse  by  which  you  can  get  away.  Trust 
me,  sweet  one,  I  will  arrange  the  rest." 

"  God  help  me,"  she  sighed,  thinking  of  the  awful 
deceit  she  would  be  compelled  to  use.    - 

He  did  not  seem  to  hear  her  low  exclamation,  but  pressed 
her  hand  to  his  lips  again  and  again. 

"  God  bless  you,  Madalena,"  he  murmured;  "adieu, 
sweet  one,  until  we  meet  on  that  happy  day  that  will  make 
you  mine." 

He  put  her  cold  hand  tenderly  down  by  her  side,  and 
she  turned  away  without  another  word  toward  her  father's 
house  and  vanished  in  the  darkness. 

All  the  rest  of  that  night  the  unhappy  girl  wrestled  with 
God  in  prayer,  and  when  the  first  streak  of  the  gray  dawn 
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crept  into  the  eastern  horizon  she  slept  the  sleep  of 
exhaustion.  So,  when  the  mother,  stealing  softly  into  her 
daughter's  chamber  with-the  first  beams  of  the  morning  sun, 
anxious  to  see  how  fared  her  child,  she  found  her  lying  in 
a  deep  slumber  like  a  weary  child  upon  its  mother's 
bosom. 

Long  the  mother  stood  gazing  upon  the  sweet  face  that 
looked  almost  ghastly  in  its  transparent  paleness,  and* 
then,  with  a  puzzled  and  anxious  look  settling  upon  her 
own  face,  she  softly  left  the  room  and  went  about  her 
household  duties. 


CHAPTEE  XXXV. 

madaleka's  fakewell. 

The  next  morning  Madalena  arose  at  her  usual  early- 
hour,  and  struggled  hard  to  hide  all  traces  of  her  cruel 
suffering. 

Doctor  Fleming  made  an  early  morning  call,  and  when 
she  came  to  him  where  he  was  awaiting  her  presence  alone 
in  the  parlor,  he  looked  anxiously  into  her  colorless  face 
and  heavy  eyes,  and  then  questioned  her  closely  in  regard 
to  her  failing  health,  and  urged  upon  her  the  proposition 
he  had  made  to  her  through  her  mother,  the  night  before. 

She  shook  her  head  sadly  but  firmly. 

"  Do  not  urge  this  upon  me,"  she  said,  "  for  it  can  not 
be,  and  it  is  not  obstinacy  alone,  Paul,  which  makes  me 
refuse  to  grant  your  request.  Perhaps,  if  nothing  was  to 
be  thought  of  but  my  own  wishes,  it  might  be  otherwise." 

i(  Who  has  a  right  to  decide  in  this  matter,  if  not  your- 
self, Madalena?"  he  said,  with  gentle  persistency. 

"  I  have  decided,  and  forgive  me,  Paul,  when  I  say  that 
my  decision  must  remain  unchanged." 

And  with  her  words  he  was  forced  to  be  content. 

"  I  shall  go  away  for  a  few  days,"  she  said,  at  length. 
"  Ethel  Dean,  of  Jacksonville,  who  you  remember  is  to 
be  one  of  my  bridesmaids,  has  been  urging  me  to  come 
to  her  for  a  few  days  before  my  marriage.  I  had  refused 
her  request,  because  I  did  not  see  how  I  could  get  away. 
But  I  have  decided  to  drop  everything  and  go,  and  shall 
write  to  her  that  I  will  be  with  her  on  New  Year's  day." 

"  I  hope  the  visit  will  rest  you,"  he  said,  and  then  added 
as  an  after  thought,  "  your  mother  will  go  with  you,  of 
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"  I  do  not  think  she  can ;  and,  after  all,  it  is  better  thatf 
I  should  go  alone.  I  shall  not  have  the  care  of  things  a^j 
home  upon  my  mind  so  much  if  mother  is  here  to  lool|| 
after  them/'  she  said,  her  cheeks  growing  hot  at  thdj 
double  meaning  her  words  implied  to  her  own  heart. 

Before  he  could  make  any  reply  to  her  words,  the  doors 
opened  and  Dr.  Mackenzie  entered  the  room. 

His  daughter  drew  him  to  a  place  beside  her  upon  the 
sofa,  and  while  he  joined  in  their  conversation  she  eyedii 
him  critically. 

He  was  unusually  pale,  and  seemed  to  the  affectionate, 
eyes  of  his  daughter,  who  watched  him  furtively,  to  have!] 
aged  alarmingly  within  the  last  few  days. 

"  You  have  all  been  so  needlessly  alarmed  about  my  con- I 
dition,  that  you  have  failed  to  note  that  papa  looks  badly,  *f 
she  said,  attempting  a  smile  as  she  spoke.  ' '  He  is  the  ones* 
whose  health  needs  looking  after,  not  L" 

"  I  noticed  that  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  not  looking  as  well 
as  usual  for  the  last  few  days,  but  attributed  the  fact  to 
his  loss  of  sleep  and  the  anxiety  caused  by  the  unusual^: 
number  of  bad  cases  we  had  on  hand,"  said  Dr.  Fleming^ 
"But  now  that  Mrs.  Moore  is  better,  I  hope  he  will  leavA 
the  work  more  to  me,  and  take  a  much  needed  rest." 

S(  Oh,  I  shall  recuperate  in  a  few  days,"  Dr.  Mackenzie 
answered,  briefly,  with  a  slightly  heightened  color.  Ancj 
rising  hastily  from  the  sofa  he  went  to  a  side  table  in  the! 
room  and  began  turning  over  a  portfolio  of  engravings  as  if 
to  escape  from  the  comments  they  were  making  upon  his. 
appearance.  .   . 

His  action  and  its  evident  design  did  not  pass  unnoticed! 
before  Madalena's  eyes,  who  hastened  to  divert  Dr.  Flem-* 
ing's  attention  from  her  father  and  with  such  success  that,' 
when  a  few  moments  later  he  noiselessly  quitted  the  room, 
his  departure  was  not  noticed  by  the  caller. 
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When  Dr.  Mackenzie  returned  home  that  day  at  the 
isual  dinner  hour,  he  brought  with  him  an  old  friend  and 
!ormer  resident  of  Magnolia  Centre. 

The  family,  with  their  guest  and  Dr.  Fleming,  were 
eated  at  the  dinner  table,  and  the  conversation  had 
ouched  lightly  upon  various  topics,  when  the  former  resi- 
ient  of  Magnolia  Centre  remarked  suddenly: 

"'Well,  the  prediction  I  heard  indulged  in  so  often 
before  I  left  Magnolia  Centre,  in  regard  to  Walmer 
Andrews,  was  at  last  verified.  And  a  bullet,  fired  no  doubt 
>y  the  hand  of  some  one  whom  he  had  wronged,  sent  the 
•ascal  to  his  final  account  in  a  hurry." 

The  guest  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  wiped  his  mouth 
>n  his  napkin;  and,  as  no  answer  was  made  to  his  remark, 
le  continued: 

"  But  the  assassin  covered  up  his  tracks  well,  didn't  he? 
Yet,  his  guilt  will  be  discovered,  whoever  he  is.  You 
enow  there  is  an  adage  which  is  true  as  it  is  old,  which 
;ells  us  that  '  murder  will  out/" 

Dr.  Mackenzie's  eyes,  as  though  drawn  by  a  strong 
nagnetic  power,  left  his  plate,  from  which  they  had  not 
Deen  lifted  as  he  silently  listened  to  his  guest's  speech,  and 
sought  those  of  Madalena's,  who  sat  to  his  left;  His  hands 
Iropped  suddenly  into  his  lap,  and  a  paleness  resembling 
leath  overspread  his  features. 

The  brave  girl  comprehended  the  situation  in  a  second's 
time,  and  with  wondrous  presence  of  mind,  by  a  dexterous 
movement  of  her  right  hand,  upset  her  glass  of  water  upon 
the  snowy  table  cloth. 

In  the  slight  confusion  which  ensued  from  the  apparent 
accident,  the  effects  of  the  guest's  word,  upon  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie passed  unnoticed  by  all,  save  Madalena.  But  now 
the  hope  which  the  girl  had  tenderly  cherished  up  to  this 
moment  of  her  father's  innocence  lay  crushed  and  dying 
in  her  anguished  heart. 
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Bitterly  as  she  suffered  from  this  confirmation  of  her 
worst  fears,  it  gave  her  strength  to  go  bravely  forward  to 
meet  her  own  unhappy  fate,  and  in  her  heart  she  even 
thanked  God  for  having  placed  it  in  her  power  to  shield 
her  father  from  harm. 

Much  as  she  deplored  his  act  of  madness,  she  could  not 
find  it  in  her  heart  to  blame  him  for  having  taken  Wal- 
mer  Andrew's  life,  because  she  was  convinced  the  deed  was 
done  in  a  moment  of  insanity,  caused  no  doubt  by  long 
morbid  brooding  over  his  wrongs,  together  with  the  fact  of 
his  having  come  face  to  face  with  his  enemy  upon  the 
scene  where  he  had  been  led  in  blind  confidence  on  to  his 
financial  ruin.  She  wondered  if  any  words  had  passed 
between  those  two  men,  who  had  not  spoken  together  for 
years,  which  helped  to  arouse  her  father's  insane  fury. 

That  the  act  was  not  premeditated  was  proven  to  her 
own  mind  by  his  lack  of  precaution  in  leaving  the  weapon 
upon  the  scene  of  the  murder,  and  by  the  careless  flinging 
aside  of  the  blood-stained  handkerchief  ;  and  the  girl  shud- 
dered when  she  thought  what  the  consequences  would  have 
been,  had  this  tell-tale  evidence  been  discovered  by  any  one 
else  other  than  Wallace  Andrews. 

We  might  fill  a  volume  in  trying  to  describe,  if  such  suf- 
fering could  be  described,  the  bitter  anguish  of  mind 
through  which  Madalena  Mackenzie  passed  in  the  weary 
days  intervening  between  the  day  when  the  conviction  of 
her  father's  guilt  was  forced  upon  her  and  the  day  when 
she  bade  her  family  and  her  lover  good-bye,  as  they  thought 
to  go  to  the  city  for  a  few  days  relaxation,  before  the  day 
for  the  celebrating  of  her  nuptials  arrived . 

But  we  will  forbear,  and  only  say  God  grant  that  no  one 
who  reads  these  pages  may  ever  know  sorrow  like  unto  that 
which  this  heroic,  uncomplaining  girl  silently  bore,  for  the 
sake  of  those  she  loved. 

The  morning  of  the  glad  New  Year  broke  smilingly 
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over  the  face  of  mother  earth.  The  sun  shone  as  brightly; 
the  Southern  song-birds  sang  as  blythely;  the  balmy  breezes 
toyed  as  caressingly  with  the  evergreen  foliage  in  this  semi- 
tropical  land,  as  though  naught  but  joy  and  gladness 
dwelb  in  the  heart  of  this  pale  young  girl,  who  bade  her 
parents  and  friends  farewell  with  lingering  kisses  and  cling- 
ing arms,  and  then  seated  herself  beside  her  affianced  hus- 
band to  be  taken  to  the  depot,  to  take  the  cars  to  go  on 
what  they  called  her  few  days'  visit.  But  alas,  alas!  in  her 
own  broken  heart,  Madalena  realized,  with  every  painful 
throb  of  that  heart,  which  almost  suffocated  her  with  the 
intensity  of  its  agony  and  despair,  that  she  was  bidding 
them  farewell  forever. 

They  drove  past  the  new  house  into  which  the  furniture 
had  been  carried  the  day  before  to  be  in  readiness  for  her 
home-coming,  a  happy  bride,  and  Madalena  looked  at  it 
with  eyes  that  dare  not  weep,  as  one  might  look  upon  one's 
own  coffin,  or  preparations  made  for  one's  own  execution. 

"Your  mother  and  myself  will  arrange  the  furniture 
while  you  are  gone,  darling,  and  have  the  shades  and  cur- 
tains hung,  and  then  the  rest  will  be  ready  for  my  bonny 
bride,"  Dr.  Fleming  said,  with  great  tenderness,  as  they 
left  the  new  house  behind  them . 

"  You  are  so  good,  Paul,"  she  said,  in  a  slightly  trembling 
voice;  "  I  wonder  if  you  know  how  much — how  very  much 
I  love  you." 

*'■  Certainly  I  do,  my  white  lily,  and  the  knowledge  of 
this  has  made  me  the  happiest  of  men." 

'"'  And,  Paul,"  she  faltered,  "if  any  thing  should  happen 
to  me  while  I  am  away — I  mean  if  any  accident  should  occur 
which  would  prevent  my  ever  reaching  home  again — will 
you  remember  how  deep  my  love  was  for  you,  and  that  I 
told  you  I  never  loved,  nor  never  could  love,  anyone  but 
you,  dearest?" 

He  turned  his  head  and  looked  at  her  curiously,  and 
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she  felt  as  though  she  were  a  guilty  wretch,  as  she  looked 
into  his  velvet  black  eyes,  in  which  shone  the  mighty  fire 
of  a  deep  and  abiding  love. 

It  was  as  sweet  as  heavenly  music  to  his  soul  to  hear  this 
fair  being  assure  him  of  her  undying  love.  For  hers, 
although  a  deep  and  intense  nature,  was  not  a  demonstra- 
tive one,  and  never  in  all  the  days  of  their  courtship  had 
her  lover  won  such  a  sweet  confession  before  from  her  lips 
in  as  many  words. 

But  there  was  a  smothered  something  underlying  her 
earnest  protestations,  that  now  smote  painfully  upon  his 
heart,  and  troubled  him,  although  it  would  have  been 
beyond  any  power  he  possessed  to  have  explained  what  that 
something  was. 

"Thank  you,  my  darling,"  he  said,  with  great  tender- 
ness, "for  the  sweet  assurance  of  your  love.  But  why  do 
you  speak  so  gloomily,  I  might  say  apprehensively,  in  regard 
to  your  return?  If  you  feel  the  least  presentiment  that 
this  short  visit  is  not  going  to  benefit  you,  or  that  any 
accident  will  befall  you  during  your  absence,  you  shall  not 

go." 

"  Do  not  let  my  foolish  words  trouble  you,"  she  said,  try- 
ing to  quiet  the  unrest  her  words  had  stirred  in  his  breast. 
et  I  shall  be  as  safe  where  I  am  going  as  I  should  be  at  home. 
But  we  know,  although  we  are  apt  to  forget  in  our  happy 
anticipations  of  the  future,  how  uncertain  all  things  in  life 
are,  and  how  often  the  chalice  of  sweet  wine  is  dashed  from 
human  lips  before  one  draught  of  the  delicious  contents 
has  been  quaffed." 

She  had  intended  to  apologize  for  her  apprehensive 
words,  but  her  apology  had  ended  in  a  sad  refrain,  which 
did  not  serve  to  calm  his  already  perturbed  spirit. 

They  had  reached  the  depot,  and  as  the  pretty  bays 
rounded  gracefully  up  to  the  platform  steps,  he  said  : 
"  These  are  gloomy  reflections,  little  one,  and  I  advise  you 
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not  to  indulge  in  them  if  you  hope  to  recover  your  health 
and  spirits  while  you  are  away." 

He  sprang  lightly  to  the  ground  as  he  spoke,  and  lifting 
her  from  the  carriage,  placed  her  feet  upon  the  depot  plat- 
form. 

"  You  can  go  into  the  ladies'  waiting-room  to  the  right, 
or  stand  here  until  I  secure  the  team,"  he  said;  "it  will 
only  take  a  moment." 

He  led  the  horses  to  a  safe  distance  from  the  railroad, 
and  after  tying  them  securely  to  a  hitching  post  returned 
hastily  to  the  depot  and  ran  lightly  up  the  steps,  and  made 
his  way  through  a  group  of  loungers  to  the  ladies'  waiting- 
room. 

It  was  unoccupied  hy  all  save  Madalena,  much  to  D  r 
Fleming's  joy,  at  having  an  opportunity  to  say  his  parting 
words  to  his  affianced,  unheard  by  other  ears. 

He  purchased  her  ticket,  and  returning  to  her  side, 
said:  "The  train  is  not  due  for  fifteen  minutes  yet ;  you 
must  not  stay  longer  than  a  week  at  the  longest,  and  bring 
Miss  Ethel  Dean  home  with  you,"  he  said,  with  a  proud 
sense  of  proprietorship  of  the  sweet  girl  who  was  soon  to  be 
his  wife;  "  and,  Madalena,  you  will  write  every  day,  will  you 
not  ?  Just  a  little  note,  if  you  do  not  feel  in  the  mood  for 
writing  a  letter,  to  let  me  know  if  you  are  feeling  bene- 
fited by  the  change.  The  days  of  your  absence  will  be  ter- 
ribly long  ones  to  me." 

And  thus  the  young  man,  proud  in  the  possession  of  the 
love  of  this  woman  upon  whose  loyalty  and  truth  he 
would  willingly  have  staked  his  life,  whispered  his  tender, 
parting  words,  while  the  great  black  shadow  of  fate,  which 
was  soon  to  engulf  his  life  in  gloom,  drew  silently  on 
apace. 

Ah  me,  God  pity  us  when  we  awake,  and  find  our 
human  idols  were  but  clay! 
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The  whistle  of  the  incoming  train  ended  their  agonizing 
moments  for  Madalena  at  length,  and  Dr.  Fleming  led  her 
into  the  carriage  and  seated  her  comfortably.  Then  with 
a  silent  hand  pressure  he  left  the  already  slowly  moving 
car,  and  with  a  plunge  and  a  shriek  the  iron  horse  rushed 
on,  carrying  the  unhappy  girl  to  the  sacrificial  altar  upon 
which  she  was  about  to  lay  her  pure,  young  life. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

ME.  DEAN.— SHOCKING    NEWS, 

On  the  third  day  after  Madalena's  departure,  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie had  returned  to  his  office  after  having  made  his  fore- 
noon rounds,  threw  himself  into  his  easy  chair,  and  was 
soon  absorbed  in  the  morning  paper. 

A  shadow  fell  across  the  sunlight  streaming  in  at  the 
open  door,  and  looking  up  from  his  paper  the  Doctor's  eyes 
fell  upon  his  old  friend,  Mr.  Dean,  of  Jacksonville,  to 
whose  house  Madalena  had  gone  on  her  short  holiday. 

The  Doctor  sprang  up  from  his  chair,  and  advanced  to 
welcome  his  visitor  with  outstretched  hand,  exclaiming: 

"Mr.  Dean,  as  I  live;  well,  this  is  an  unexpected  pleas- 
ure/' shaking  hands  cordially  with  his  guest.  "  Come  in, 
come  in." 

Mr.  Dean,  a  round,  pleasant-faced  dapper  gentleman  of 
about  Doctor  Mackenzie's  own  age,  returned  his  host's 
hearty  greeting,  and  then  sank  in  the  proffered  chair,  and 
after  depositing  his  silk  hat  on  the  chair  beside  him  took 
out  his  silk  pocket  handkerchief  and  passed  it  slowly  across 
his  heated  brow,  upon  which  the  sweat  was  standing  in 
drops  in  spite  of  the  coolness  of  the  day. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  neat  suit  of  broadcloth  of  the  finest 
texture  and  most  fashionable  cut,  and  a  pair  of  gold  eye- 
glasses dangled  from  a  button-hole  of  his  vest.  Mr.  Dean 
was  a  journalist  and  a  man  who  had  made  his  own  way  in 
the  world,  regardless  of  fear  or  favor.  He  had,  after 
various  rebuffs  from  the  fickle  Goddess  Fortune,  at  length 
won  that  dame's  favor  to  such  an  extent  that  he  had  laid 
up  a  comfortable  competency  for  life,  and  was  looking 
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tranquilly  forward  toward  his  declining  years  with  the 
hopes  of  spending  them  in  peace  and  quietude. 

His  was  a  nature  that  always  looked  on  the  sunny  side 
of  every  obstacle  in  life,  and  with  his  ruddy,  good-natured 
face  and  generous  heart  swelling  with  kindly  feelings  for 
all  mankind,  he  took  life  as  easily  as  possible. 

He  was  the  father  of  two  very  interesting  children,  a 
son  and  daughter,  who  had  been  left  motherless  at  an 
early  age,  and  now  that  these  children  were  grown  and 
their  education  finished,  Mr.  Dean  had  bought  and  fitted 
up  a  handsome  house  in  Jacksonville,  where  he  resided 
with  his  young  son  and  daughter. 

Between  Mr.  Dean's  family  and  that  of  Dr.  Mackenzie's, 
a  warm  friendship  had  sprang  up  soon  after  the  latter's 
advent  to  Florida,  and  this  intimacy  had  grown  and 
strengthened  with  years,  until  it  was  something  refreshing 
to  see  in  this  world  where  friendship  is  not  always  what  it 
should  be. 

Mr.  Dean  had  not  been  in  Dr.  Mackenzie's  office  three 
minutes  on  this  particular  morning  before  the  Doctor  was 
convinced  that  there  was  something  wofully  amiss  with  his 
usually  jovial  friend. 

His  face  was  pale,  and  he  seemed  sadly  disconcerted  and 
ill  at  ease,  and  he  answered  the  Doctor's  kindly  inquiries 
and  remarks  at  random,  and  with  an  absent-mindedness 
not  at  all  usual  with  him. 

"  It  is  near  the  dinner  hour.  I  will  call  the  office  boy  and 
send  for  my  team,  and  we  will  drive  out  home  at  once," 
said  the  Doctor,  at  length,  consulting  his  watch,  and  start- 
ing toward  the  door  to  call  the  office  boy  who  was  bound- 
ing under  a  large  tree  that  grew  near  the  office  door. 

Mr.  Dean  sprang  up  hastily  and  dropped  his  gold-headed 
cane,  with  which  he  had  been  toying  in  his  evident  per- 
plexity of  mind,  and  cried  out: 

"  Hold  on,  Doctor,  we  can  not  go  just  yet — that  is,  I  have 
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something  to  say  to  you  before  we  go — I  have  in  fact  quite 
an  astounding  piece  of  intelligence  which  I  should  rather 
you  would  hear  alone/' he  stammered,  quite  awkwardly, 
and  growing  red  in  the  face  as  he  spoke. 

"Well,  what  is  it,  Dean?  No  bad  news,  I  hope/' 
replied  the  Doctor,  calmly. 

"Ahem!"  coughed  poor  Mr.  Dean,  in  confusion,  and 
then  added,  quickly,  "Are  we  quite  alone,  Doctor,  that  is, 
can  I  speak  freely  with  no  fear  of  being  overheard?  " 

"  We  can  go  into  the  consulting  room,"  said  the  Doctor, 
wondering  vaguely  at  the  odd  manner  of  his  friend. 

He  threw  open  the  door  of  the  inner  office  as  he  spoke 
and  entered  the  private  room,  while  Mr.  Dean  followed 
nervously  and  sat  down  upon  the  first  convenient  chair,  as 
if  his  legs  would  support  him  no  longer. 

He  did  not  speak  at  once,  but  sat  twirling  his  short,  fat 
thumbs  around  each  other,  while  his  eyes  rested  vacantly 
upon  them,  and  his  mind  sought  in  vain  for  words  with 
which  to  break  the  startling  news  to  his  friend,  which  to 
deliver  had  been  the  object  of  his  visit  to-day. 

"Well,  Dean?"  said  the  Doctor,  gently  reminding  his 
visitor  that  he  was  ready  to  listen. 

"Doctor,  I'd  rather  be  shot/'  cried  Mr.  Dean,  impul- 
sively springing  to  his  feet  with  the  words,  "than  to  have  to 
tell  you  the  news  I  have  brought,  and  I  wish — yes,  confound 
it,  I  do  heartily  wish,  old  friend — that  I  had  followed  out 
my  first  impulse  and  wired  you  the  whole  business,  for  how 
can  I  tell  you?"  And  Mr.  Dean  began  to  pace  the  length 
of  the  small  room  with  short,  impatient  steps,  and  with 
hands  tightly  locked  behind  his  back. 

"  Why,  Dean,  I  am  surprised  at  you,"  said  Mackenzie, 
at  length  taking  alarm  at  his  friend's  evident  agitation. 
"Out  with  what  you  have  to  tell,  man,  and  don't  keep  a 
fellow  in  suspense." 

"  It  is  about  Madalena,"  stammered  Mr.  Dean  at  length 
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fairly  driven  to  the  wall,  and  turning  around  and  facing 
his  friend. 

"  About  Madalena!  "  repeated  the  Doctor,  in  fast  gathv 
ering  alarm.  "  About  my  daughter?  What  of  her,  is  she 
sick?  Speak  quickly — what  of  Madalena?  I  say  is  she 
in  any  danger — or?" 

"  Oh,  she  is  not  ill !  Ah  no,  indeed,  Madalena  is  not  ill  not 
in  any  danger,"  he  said,  briskly.  And  then  lowering  his 
voice,  "  But,  Doctor,  she  has  done  the  strangest  thing  that 
ever  a  sane  woman  did,"  blunted  out  Mr.  Dean,  (at  last. 

"The  strangest  thing,"  repeated  the  Doctor,  vaguely, 
and  instantly  his  mind  reverted  back  to  the  unaccountable 
nervousness  and  depression  from  which  his  daughter  had 
suffered  for  a  few  days  previous  to  her  leaving  home. 
' '  Why,  what  has  she  done?"  And  his  face  grew  pale  as 
ashes  in  the  dimly-lighted  room. 

Poor,  tender-hearted  Mr.  Dean  wished  himself  upon  the* 
coast  of  Africa,  or  any  other  place  remote  from  Magnolia 
Centre,  at  that  moment.  But  he  had  gone  too  far  to 
retreat,  and  rallying  all  his  courage  to  his  aid  to  give  the 
final  shock  which  he  knew  must  come,  he  walked  to  his 
friend's  side,  and,  taking  his  cold  hand_pityingly  within  his 
own,  said,  as  calmly  and  gently  as  he  could,  as  though  this 
would  lighten  the  blow: 

"  Doctor,  Madalena  married  Wallace  Andrews  yesterday 
afternoon,  in  St.-  Paul's  Episcopal  church,  at  Jacksonville, 
and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wilton  performed  the  ceremony." 

There  was  a  loud  rushing  as  if  mighty  waters  were  beat- 
ing about  his  head  in  Dr.  Mackenzie's  ears.  The  last 
words  of  Mr.  Dean  sounded  faintly  and  far  off,  and  a  glim- 
mering shadow  danced*  for  a  moment  between  his  eyes  and 
his  friend's  sympathetic  face;  then,  without  a  word  or 
sound,  Dr.  Mackenzie  fell  forward  into  Mr.  Dean's  out- 
stretched arms,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  in  a  deep,  death- 
like swoon. 
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Mr.   Dean  laid  the  fainting  form  of  his  friend  gently 
pon  the  floor,  loosened  his  collar  and  cravat,  dashed  cold 
(rater  into  his  face,  chafed  his  rigid  hands  and  felt  wildly 
or  the  pulsations  of  the  swooning  man's  heart. 

Before  any  signs  of  returning  consciousness  were  appar- 
nt  in  the  prostrate  form,  a  quick,  springing  step  was  heard 
a.  the  outer  office,  the  door  of  the  consulting  room  was 
hrown  open,  and  Dr.  Fleming,  his  face  glowing  with 
ealth  and  happiness,  stood  in  the  doorway,  with  his  medi- 
ine  case  in  his  hand,  and  looked  with  consternation  at  the 
cene  presented  to  his  startled  gaze. 

"Why,  what  upon  earth  is  the  matter?"  he  cried,  in 
larm,  as  he  came  hastily  to  the-  side  of  the  unconscious 
nan  and  bent  over  him.  (t  Mr.  Dean,  is  it  you  ?  "  he  con- 
inued,  surprised  at  the  other's  presence.  "  Were  you  here 
vhen  he  fainted,  and  how  long  since  the  seizure?"  he 
nquired,  his  face  growing  pale  as  he  asked  the  questions. 
Mr.  Dean  rose  to  his  feet  from  where  he  had  been 
kneeling  beside  the  unconscious  form  of  his  friend,  and 
answered,  evasively: 

rYes,  I  was  here  when  he  was  taken,  which  was  about 
ten  minutes  since,  I  think." 

Mr.  Dean  drew  out  his  pocket  handkerchief  as  he  spoke, 
and  blew  his  nose  vigorously,  mentally  praying  the  while 
that  Fleming  would  ask  him  no  more  questions  concerning 
his  friend's  sudden  attack,  while  a  half -formed  resolution 
took  possession  of  the  journalist's  heart  to  turn  his  back 
instantly  upon  the  whole  unfortunate  affair. 

fFor,  if  her  father  takes  it  so  hard,  what  must  be  the 
feelings  of  her  affianced  husband,  the  man  she  was  to 
marry  in  less  than  three  weeks,  when  he  discovers  her 
falseheartedness?"  was  Mr.  Dean's  mental  soliloquy,  and 
then  thought,  reproachfully:  "Ah,  Madalena,  Madalena!  I 
never  would  have  believed  you  capable  of  such  a  wicked 
thing  as  this,  my  dear," 
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Meanwhile  the  young  Doctor  set  himself  vigorously 
about  restoring  his  colleague  to  consciousness,  and  witli 
such  success  that  ere  many  moments  had  elapsed  Dr.] 
Mackenzie  sat  upright  upon  the  floor,  and  looked  vagueljj 
and  wonderingly  about  him,  as  a  man  might  look  when! 
suddenly  awaking  from  a  deep  sleep,  he  finds  himself  in  a 
strange  place,  surrounded  by  strange  faces. 

He  swallowed  the  wine,  mechanically,  which  Dr.  Flem-j 
ing  held  to  his  dry  lips,  and  allowed  the  gentlemen  tol 
assist  him  to  an  easy  chair. 

Then,  and  not  till  then,  did  the  terrible  news  he  had  just' 
heard  rush  across  his  benumbed  brain  and  set  his  heart- 
strings quivering  with  agony. 

He  looked  into  the  face  of  the  young  Doctor,  who  stood! 
by  his  side  with  his  fingers  lightly  pressed  upon  his  pulse." 
His  face  was  serious  and  somewhat  pale,  but  calm  as  usual. 

His  glance  wandered  from  the  face  of  the  young  man  to  ^ 
that  of  his  kind-hearted  friend  who  stood  pityingly  to  hisl 
left,  with  a  world  of  sympathy  in  his  expressive  eyes. 

"Have  you  told  him,  Dean?"  he  demanded,  in  a  weak, 
hoarse  voice.     "Does  he  know — ah,  Madalena,  Madalena,  ^ 
how — "  His  voice  grew  huskier,  and  the  half -articulated 
sentence  died  on  his  white  lips. 

"Told  me  what?"  demanded  the  young  physician,  in 
growing  alarm.  "What  is  there  to  tell — what  is  it,  Mr. 
Dean?  You  have  told  me  nothing.  Speak,  one  of  you,  and 
tell  me  what  the  Doctor  means."  And  his  eyes  sought  Mr. 
Dean's  face,  anxiously,  for  his  answer. 

Mr.  Dean  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and  remained 
silent,  while  Dr.    Mackenzie  answered  only  by  a  groan, I 
wrung  from  the  depths  of  his  quivering  heart. 

The  face  of  the  young  man  grew  as  ghastly  white  as  Dr. 
Mackenzie's  had  been  when  he  had  lain  unconscious  on  the 
floor  for  a  few  moments  before,  and  he  clutched  an  instant 
at  his  linen  collar  as  though  he  were  suffocating. 


THE   TRAGEDIES   OF   OAK    HtTRST.  815 

"  For  God's  sake,  speak  to  me!"  he  cried.  "Is  Madalena 
iead?" 

Dr.  Mackenzie  sprang  to  his  feet.  "Not  dead!"  he 
cried,  his  voice  hoarse  and  trembling  with  passion.  "  Not 
dead!  Would  to  God  she  had  died  before  the  word  dis- 
honor  was  linked  with  her  name!  Oh,  God,  that  I  have 
lived  to  know  that  I  am  the  father  of  a  false,  treacherous 
woman!" 

"Hold!"  cried  Dr.  Fleming,,  springing  forward,  and 
grasping  the  arm  in  a  vice-like  grip.  "Dare  not  link  the 
words  ' dishonor/  ' falseness '  and  'treachery'  with  Mada- 
lena Mackenzie's  name,  sir,  lest  I  forget  that  you  are  her 
father!" 

His  eyes  fairly  blazed  with  fury  as  he  spoke,  and  Dr. 
Mackenzie  shook  off  his  indignant  grasp  and  continued 
hoarsely:  "Do  you  want  to  hear  what  Madalena  has 
done?  I  can  tell  you.  Her  pretended  visit  to  Jacksonville 
was  but  for  the  hellish  purpose  of  practicing  deception 
upon  us  all.  The  real  motive  of  her  going  was  to  join 
Wallace  Andrews — the  son  of  my  enemy — the  man  whom 
living  or  dead  I  despise.  She  met  him  there — do  you  under- 
stand me?  She  met  him  there,  and  yesterday  afternoon 
she  became  his  wife.  Ask  Mr.  Dean  if  my  words  are  not 
true,"  he  raved,  "and  then  wonder,  if  you  can,  at  my 
wrath." 

Speechless  with  horrified  amazement,  Dr.  Fleming 
turned  his  eyes  from  Dr.  Mackenzie's  white,  quivering  face 
toward  Mr.  Dean,  who  had  walked  hastily  to  the  window, 
where  he  stood  looking  absently  out  on  the  street  beyond. 

"  Mr.  Dean,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  tell  me  that  the  man 
is  mad! — oh,  tell  me  that  what  he  asserts  is  not  true,"  he 
cried,  in  tones  of  agonizing  entreaty. 

"Alas,  my  poor  young  friend,  that  it  is  my  unhappy  lot 
to  tell  you  that  what  he  says  is  true,  and  the  girl  who  was 
your  betrothed  bride  became  the  wife  of  Wallace  Andrews 
yesterday." 
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' '  Why  she  has  been  so  false  to  her  parents  and  to  you,  1 
can  not  tell,  and  all  I  know  about  it  is  that  Wallace 
Andrews  called  to  see  her  at  my  residence  on  the  evening 
of  her  arrival  in  Jacksonville,  and  a  private  interview  of 
but  a  few  moments'  duration  took  place  between  the  two 
in  my  parlor.  I  thought  the  fact  of  his  having  called 
upon  her  rather  strange,  as  I  knew  all  about  the  animosity 
which  for  years  had  existed  between  the  two  families.  But 
Madalena  offered  no  explanation,  and  I  did  not  feel  it  my 
duty  as  her  host  to  demand  one.  She  showed  great  agita- 
tion after  his  call,  but  apparently  did  her  best  to  conceal 
it  from  our  eyes,  and  we  pretended  to  take  no  notice  of  is 

" After  dinner,  yesterday,  when  I  had  gone  back  to  my 
office,  Madalena  asked  my  daughter  to  join  her  in  a  walk.. 
The  two  girls  sallied  forth,  and  Madalena  directed  the 
way  they  strolled  toward  St.  Paul's  church.  At  the  gate 
they  were  met  by  Wallace  Andrews  and  a  small  party  o| 
persons  of  both  sexes.  My  daughter  said  that  Madalena? 
was  very  pale,  but,  after  introducing  Mr,  Andrews  to  her, 
said,  in  a  low,  firm  voice  :  '  Come  with  us  into  the  church 
a  few  moments,  dear.' 

"Wondering,  my  daughter  did  as  she  was  requested, 
and  when  she  saw  Madalena  take  Mr.  Andrews'  arm  audi 
walk  to  the  chancel  steps  where  Mr.  Wilton  stood  in; 
priestly  robes,  with  book  in  hand  to  receive  them,  she  was 
so  bewildered  and  struck  dumb  with  amazement  that  she 
could  do  nothing  but  stand  and  stare  at  what  seemed  to 
her  some  idle  farce,  and  before  she  could  recover  her 
presence  of  mind  the  words  were  spoken  which  made 
Wallace  Andrews  and  Madalena  Mackenzie  man  and  wife. 
The  few  other  spectators  came  up  to  the  pair  to  speak 
their  congratulations,  and  Madalena  threw  her  arms 
around  my  daughter's  neck  and  kissed  her  fervently  with 
hot,  dry  lips,  and  whispered  : 

"'Forgive  me,  dearest,   for  not  having  told  you  all 
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ibotit  it  when  I  first  came.     Oh,  Ethel,  forgive  me,  and 

ilways  think  kindly  of  your  Madalena  ! '    Then,  kissing 

cetier  again  and  murmuring:  '  God  bless  you,  Ethel/  she 

^(turned  abruptly,  and,  taking  her  husband's  arm,  hastily 

eft  the  church,  after  which  the  pair  stepped  into  awaiting 

ro|carriage  at  the  door  and  were  driven  rapidly  away. 

"  Ethel  was  brought  to  her  senses  by  the  voice  of  Miss 
Mary  Smith,  a  friend  of  hers,  who,  with  her  brother,  had 
witnessed  the  marriage  ceremony. 

1 '  We  will  take  you  home,  Ethel,  as  we  promised  Mr. 
Andrews  we  would,  if  you  are  ready  to  go,'  said  the  girl. 
"  '  Oh,  Mary  ! '  cried  the  poor  bewildered  Ethel,  '  where 
has  Madalena  gone,  and  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?' 
' ( Why,  it  is  an  elopement,  my  dear.  Don't  you  under- 
stand? Come,  get  into  the  carriage  with  us,  and  while 
we  drive  home  we  will  tell  you  all  about  it.' 

'  When  Ethel's  friends  had  left  her  safely  at  home, 
and  had  taken  their  departure,  the  girl  telephoned  for 
me  to  come  home  instantly,  and  when  I  arrived  I  found 
her  in  a  high  state  of  excitement  bordering  on  hysteria, 
and  between  her  sobs  she  told  me  all  she  knew  about  the 
extraordinary  affair. 

"  I  rushed  out  to  see  what  I  could  learn  further  about 
it,  and  discovered  that  the  newly-wedded  pair  had  taken 
the  train  for  New  York,  which  left  nearly  an  hour  before. 
My  first  impulse  was  to  telegraph  the  news  of  the  elope- 
ment to  Dr.  Mackenzie.  Upon  the  second  thought,  how- 
ever, I  decided  to  come  myself  and  try  to  break  the  news 
to  you  all  gently,  but  I  fear  I  have  made  a  sad  botch  of 
it,"  said  Mr.  Dean,  ruefulty. 

Dr.  Fleming,  who  had  listened  to  Mr.  Dean's  recital  in 
strong  silence,  dropped  into  a  chair  with  a  smothered 
groan,  and,  resting  his  elbows  upon  his  knees,  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands. 

u  Wben  w©  examined  the  teom  Madalena  had  occupied, 
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to  see,  perchance,  if  we  could  find  any  explanation  of  her  tli 
strange     conduct,"    continued    Mr.    Dean,    "we    found  ui! 
nothing   to   explain  the   mystery.     The   trunk,  with   its 
contents,  which   the   visitor  had   brought  with  her  wdj 
undisturbed.     Even  her  hand-bag  and  toilet  articles  were  ft 
left  scattered  upon  the  dressing-case." 

"She  must  have  been  crazy"  groaned  the  father,  while 
Dr.  Fleming  sprang  to  his  feet  excitedly  and  exclaimed: 
"I  will  follow  them  and  shoot  the  villain  who  enticed  her 
away  from  her  home  and  friends." 

Mr.  Dean  laid  a  tender,  restraining  hand  upon  the 
young  man's  arm,  while  his  own  kindly  eyes  were  suffused 
with  a  sympathetic  mist  as  he  said,  gently,  "  she  is  Wal- 
lace Andrews'  wife.  She  went  to  meet  him  apparently 
with  her  own  free  will." 

"Yes,  deceived  us  basely,"  cried  Dr.  Mackenzie,  spring- 
ing to  his  feet,  and  shaking  his  clenched  fist  in  fury.  His 
shirt  collar  was  unbuttoned,  and  his  wet  hair  streamed 
over  his  pale  forehead,  while  his  haggard  eyes  shone  with 
passionate  rage.  "  The  girl  upon  whose  truth  and  honor 
we  would  all  of  us  have  staked  our  lives,"  he  raved,  "has 
turned  her  back  upon  her  home  and  friends,  and  become 
the  wife  of  the  son  of  the  man — "  He  stopped  a  moment, 
choked  with  the  intensity  of  his  passion,  and  then  burst 
forth:  "She  is  no  longer  a  daughter  of  mine,  from  this, 
moment  I  cast  her  off,  and  call  down  heavens — " 

"Stop,  for  God's  sake,  stop!" cried  Dr.  Fleming,  arrest- 
ing the  man's  mad  words.  "  Oh,  do  not  curse  her.  For 
the  love  of  heaven  do  not  !" 

The  father  of  Madalena  threw  himself  upon  the  office 
lounge,  and  buried  his  face  in  the  pillow.  "  Oh,  would 
to  God  she  had  died  years  ago  in  her  innocent  childhood!" 
lie  groaned,  and  the  man's  form  shook  with  suppressed 
sobs 

Mr.  Dean  turned  again  to  the  window,  unable  to  bear 
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he  sight  of  his  friend's  anguish,  and  Dr.  Fleming  stood 

ilently  for  a  moment  with  his  head  bent  over  his  tightly 

3cked  hands. 
Then,  starting  suddenly,  he  seized  his  hat  from  where 
had  fallen  on  the  floor,  and  hastily  left  the  office,  and 

natching  the  reins  of  his  saddled  horse  from  the  hands 

f  the  astonished  office  boy,  flung  himself  into  the  saddle 

nd  galloped  madly  away. 
Where  he  went,  or  how  he  fought  back  the  huge  black 

raves  of  despair  which  threatened  to  close  over  his  life, 
^od  only  knows. 

We  will  drop  the  veil  over  the  scene  at  Ivy  Lodge,  when 
ui  hour  later  Mr.  Dean,  with  the  cheerful  ruddy  color  of 
lis  cheeks  paled,  and  his  eyes  filled  with  a  sympathetic 

adness  from  his  friend's  sorrow,  took  Dr.  Mackenzie  home 
md  imparted  to  the  family,  as  gently  as  any  one  could,  the 
lews  of  the  daughter's  flight. 
The  mother  of  Madalena  did  not  swoon,  or  even  cry  out 

n  pain.  She  was  completely  stunned  with  the  terrible 
aews,  and  sat  with  tightly  clenched  hands,  colorless  face, 
and  calm  dry  eyes,  which  were  far  more  pitiful  to  see  than 
an  outburst  of  sorrow  could  have  been. 

It  was  not  until  hours  later,  when  aimlessly  wandering 
about  the  house  as  one  bereft  of  her  senses,  she  came  upon 
Earnest's  wife  and  Eva,  in  what  had  been  Madalena's  room, 
who  with  tearful  faces  were  folding  up  the  wedding  finery 
of  the  lost  girl  as  one  would  fold  the  garments  of  the 
beloved  dead,  and  putting  it  away  beneath  lock  and  key, 
forever  out  of  sight,  that  the  flood-gates  of  her  soul  were 
loosened,  and  throwing  herself  face  downward  upon  the 
rlainty  satin  and  lace  garment  upon  the  bed,  wept  for 
hours  such  bitter  tears  as  only  a  mother  can  shed  over  the 
wrong  doings  of  a  wayward  child. 

"Put  everything  which  ever  be*onged  to  her  out  of 
sight,  and  take  her  picture  from  its  place  upon  the  wall, 
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and  let  me  see  nothing  to  remind  me  of  the  child  who  hi\ 
dishonored  the  name  she  bore,  and  let  her  name  never  agai:; 
be  mentioned  in  my  presence,"  Dr.  Mackenzie  said  sternl 
to  his  weeping  family. 

And  in  the  long,  dreary  days  which  followed,  when  h 
came  and  went  about  his  business  with  a  stern  silent  face 
Which  plainly  showed  the  awful  conflict  which  was  raginj 
in  his  heart,  where  pride  and  the  love  for  his  child  heL 
guch  deadly  warfare,  the  mother's  tender  heart  wanderer 
back  to  the  days  when,  with  a  little  urging,  she  might  hav 
prevailed  upon  her  husband,  after  receiving  the  legacy  lef 
them  by  the  young  Spaniard,  to  take  his  family,  and  tun 
his  back  forever  upon  Magnolia  Centre,  where  they  ha( 
suffered  so  much,  and  thus  might  they  have  escaped  thi 
ten  times  more  fiery  trial  which  had  fallen  to  the  lot  o: 
their  declining  years.     But  alas! 

"  For  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen, 
The  saddest  are  these  :  *  It  might  have  been.'  " 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

"FOR  GOD'S  SAKE,  DO  NOT  CURSE  HER." 

Nearly  two  years  had  winged  their  flight  into  eternity 
since  Madalena's  marriage. 

Paul  Fleming  had  left  Magnolia  Centre  within  a  few 
days  after  the  news  of  Madalena's  unfaithfulness  had 
reached  him. 

"For  I  shall  go  mad  if  I  remain  here,  where  every  path 
I  tread,  and  every  object  I  behold,  animate  or  inanimate, 
reminds  me  of  my  sorrow,"  he  had  said  to  the  parents  of 
his  loved  and  lost  one. 

"  I  will  not  say  that  I  shall  forget  her,  or  even  promise 
myself  that  I  shall  try  to  do  so.  My  love  for  her  was 
heaven-born,  and  will  live  through  eternity,  although  she 
may  be  unworthy  of  it.  But,  if  I  go  away,  I  may,  amid 
strange  scenes,  be  able  to  gather  courage  to  bear  my  life- 
long sorrow  with  the  fortitude  becoming  my  manhood." 

And  the  sorrowing  parents  who  loved  him  as  a  son, 
sought  not  to  change  the  young  physician's  decision. 

So  the  keys  were  turned  in  the  doors  of  the  pretty  new 
cottage,  and  dust  and  cob- webs  gathered  thickly  upon  the 
piano  within,  which  never  had  been  opened,  and  covered 
the  neglected  furniture,  pictures,  carpets,  and  lace  cur- 
tains, which  had  been  placed  there  with  loving  care;  while 
rank  weeds  and  unsightly  bushes  sprang  up  and  throve 
undisturbed  outside  in  the  cottage  yard  and  garden. 

After  the  usual  nine  days'  wonder  of  the  town  and 
neighborhood  about  this  young  girl,  who  it  was  evident 
had  exchanged  her  lover  for  the  glitter  and  glamor  of 
wealth,  the  happening  of  the  affair  grew  indistinct  in  the 
minds  of  all,  except  her  immediate  family  and  friends, 
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although  old  Dr.  Armstrong,  who  had  known  and  loved 
Madalena  ever  since  her  childhood  with  a  fatherly  tender-  ' 
ness,  could  never  pass  the  neglected  cottage,  which  stood 
like   a  monument   of  the   girl's    unfaithfulness,  without 
shaking  his  head  sadly  and  thinking  : 

"  What  woman  can  be  trusted,  when  such  a  girl  as  we 
all  thought  Madalena  Mackenzie  to  be  could  prove  so 
recreant  to  her  duty  as  a  daughter,  and  so  false  to  the  love 
vows  Which  she  had  made  to  her  affianced  husband?  I  vow 
that  if  I  were  in  young  Fleming's  place  I  should  feel  as  if 
I  must  take  some  awful  vengeance  upon  the  woman  who 
had  thus  recklessly  played  with  my  heart,  and  then  flung 
it  aside  as  a  child  might  a  broken  toy,  to  become  the  wife 
of  another  man  for  the  sake  of  his  wealth.  Ah,  Madalena! 
Madalena!  what  a  deceptive  being  you  were." 

And  thus  poor  Madalena,  noble  girl  though  she  was, 
stood  branded  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  and  those  she  loved 
— as  she  knew  she  would  be — as  a  heartless  woman,  unde- 
serving the  love  of  anyone. 

Aside  from  the  intelligence  which  had  reached  Mag- 
nolia Centre  that  the  couple  had,  upon  reaching  New 
York,  taken  passage,  immediately,  in  a  vessel  bound  for 
the  Old  World,  no  news  had  been  heard  of  Wallace 
Andrews  and  his  wife  since  their  marriage  in  Jacksonville, 
nearly  two  years  past. 

The  elegant  residence  and  home  of  Wallace  Andrews  in 
Magnolia  Centre  had  remained  closed  and  deserted  by  all 
save  the  faithful  old  negro  couple  who  had  it  in  charge. 
The  affairs  pertaining  to  the  estate  of  Walmer  Andrews 
had  been  faithfully  attended  to  by  Mr.  Johnston,  the 
executor  of  the  will,  the  business  of  the  estate  had  been 
closed,  and  the  money  safely  deposited  in  several  different 
banks  subject  to  Wallace  Andrews'  order. 

Doctor  Fleming  had  gone,  no  one  knew  whither,  and 
Dr.  Mackenzie  had  never  taken  another  partner  in  his 
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business,  but  had  gladly  divided  his  large  practice  amongst 
other  practitioners  who  had  of  late  years  opened  offices  at 
Magnolia  Centre. 

This  was  the  state  of  affairs  when,  one  sunny  morning 
early  in  December,  a  messenger  called  at  Dr.  Mackenzie's 
office  to  request  him  to  go  and  attend  a  young  man  who 
was  very  ill  at  a  boarding-house  not  far  distant  from  the 
Doctor's  office. 

"  I  have  all  the  cases  on  my  hands  now  that  I  can  well 
attend/'  replied  the  Doctor.  "  Go  down  and  get  Dr. 
Black.  His  office  is  on  the  north  side  of  the  public  park, 
and  I  can  recommend  him  as  an  excellent  physician.'" 

"But,  Doctor,  this  young  man  begged  us  to  bring  no 
one  but  yourself,"  replied  the  messenger.  "  There  is  a 
very  good  physician  who  boards  in  the  same  house  with 
this  patient,  who  kindly  offered  to  attend  him  last  night, 
but  the  young  man  would  have  none  of  him,  and  said  he 
would  wait  for  medical  treatment  until  morning,  so  that 
he  could  get  you,  as  we  told  him.  you  seldom  went  out  at 
night,  and  we  were  sure  that  you  would  not  come  to  a 
stranger." 

"What  is  the  young  man's  name?"  inquired  the  Doctor, 
still  reluctant  to  go. 

"  Eobert  Neil;  and  he  does  not  live  here;  only  came 
here  yesterday  morning,  in  fact,"  replied  the  messenger. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  picked  up  his  visiting-case,  put  on  his 
hat,  and  followed  the  man  without  another  word,  mentally 
resolving,  however,  to  soon  retire  from  his  profession,  the 
duties  of  which  were  becoming  too  arduous  for  his  health, 
which  had  been  anything  but  robust  since  his  daughter's 
elopement.  And  although  he  never  spoke  her  name,  or 
mentioned  the  cause  of  his  failing  health,  his  family  and 
friends  thought  they  knew  the  cause  of  it,  and  blamed 
Madalena  the  more  for  her  reckless  and  heartless  action. 
When  Dr.  Mackenzie  reached  the  bedside  of  the  patient 
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at  Mrs,  Furman's  boarding-house,  he  found  him  to  be  a 
young  man — quite  a  youth,  in  fact,  in  whose  delicately- 
flushed,  emaciated  face  and  sparkling  eyes  the  physician's 
practiced  eye  detected  an  advanced  stage  of  consumption 
even  before  he  had  made  a  minute  examination  of  the  case 
before  him . 

After  he  haa  done  so,  the  Doctor  put  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  and  sat,  partly  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  looking 
gravely  into  the  patient's  face  in  silence. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Doctor,"  at  length  questioned  the 
sufferer.  "  Is  it  all  up  with  me?  Tell  me  the  truth  about 
it;  for,  if  there  is  no  hope,  I  want  to  know  it." 

" '  While  there  is  life  there  is  hope/  we  are  told,  my 
young  friend,"  said  the  physician  kindly,  but  evasively.  He 
bent  forward  and  pressed  his  fingers  slightly  upon  the 
emaciated  wrist,  as  he  continued:  "Did  you  ever  live  in 
Magnolia  Centre?  Your  face  and  voice  are  strangely 
familiar.  Still,  I  do  not  remember  ever  having  heard  your 
name  before;  neither  can  I  remember  where  or  when  I  have 
met  you." 

Over  the  transparent  brow  of  the  sick  man  swept  a 
crimson  flush  for  a  moment,  which  raised  the  delicate 
veins  until  their  course  could  be  easily  traced  beneath  the 
thin  skin.  The  flush  died  out  as  quickly  as  it  came,  and 
the  patient  withdrew  the  bright  eyes  which  had  been  rest- 
ing inquiringly  upon  the  Doctor's  face,  and  dropped  them 
upon  the  emaciated  hand  which  lay  across  his  breast,  as.he 
answered  in  a  feeble  voice: 

"I  never  lived  in  Magnolia  Centre,  and  have  recently 
come  from  New  York  to  Florida,  hoping  that  my  health 
might  be  benefited  by  the  change  of  climate.  But  I  had 
a  miserable  night  last  night,  and  began  to  feel  discouraged 
already,  although  I  just  arrived  here  yesterday."  And  the 
thin  pulse  beneath  the  Doctor's  fingers  quivered  nervously, 
and  began  to  quicken  its  throbs. 

*(  Oh*  you  must  not  get  discouraged  so  soon/'  replied  *h9 
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Doctor,  cheerfully,  as  he  regarded  the  face  of  the  sick 
man  more  attentively,  for  his  manner  somewhat  puzzled 
him.  "  You  are  suffering  from  the  fatigue  of  the  journey 
now,  and  will,  no  doubt,  feel  better  to-morrow,"  he  con- 
tinued, kindly. 

Before  the  patient  could  make  any  reply  to  the  Doctor's 
cheerful  remarks,  a  violent  fit  of  coughing  ensued,  and 
after  it  had  passed,  the  young  man  lay  back,  white,  wan 
and  exhausted  upon  the  pillows,  while  drops  of  perspira- 
tion gathered  upon  his  broad  white  brow. 

The  Doctor  went  softly  to  a  side  table,  and,  opening  his 
medicine-case,  prepared  a  mixture  therefrom,  and  gave  it 
to  the  sick  man  to  drink,  wondering  gravely  the  while  if 
he  was  doing  right  in  holding  out  the  least  ray  of  hope  to 
this  young  man,  whose  days  he  now  felt  convinced  were 
almost  numbered. 

But  life  is  so  sweet,  especially  to  the  young,  that  when 
the  patient  had  drank  the  palative  mixture  and  felt  some- 
what revived  from  its  effects,  the  Doctor  could  not  find  it 
in  his  heart  to  tell  him  the  plain  truth  in  regard  to  the 
hopelessness  of  his  case. 

He  therefore  made  the  stranger  as  comfortable  as  he 
could,  and,  after  having  secured  the  services  of  a  good 
nurse  for  the  sick  man,  to  whom  he  gave  careful  instruc- 
tions regarding  his  care  and  medicine,  he  took  his  leave, 
promising  to  call  again  in  the  evening. 

When  Dr.  Mackenzie  called  again  at  the  bedside  of  Mr. 
Neil,  the  dusky  shadows  of  evening  were  gathering  thickly 
in  the  sick-room  and  the  patient  was  sleeping  heavily. 

"  Shall  I  light  a  lamp,  sir?  "  whispered  the  nurse  to  the 
Doctor,  as  he  resigned  to  him  his  chair  by  the  sick  man's 
side. 

"Not  yet.  Just  roll  up  one  of  the  window  shades. 
There,  that  will  be  sufficient  light  for  the  present/'  the 
Doctor  replied,  in  the  same  low  voice,  taking  the  chair  the 
nurse  had  vacated,  and  regarding  the  sick  man  attentively. 
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For  fully  fifteen  minutes  Dr.  Mackenzie  sat  quietly 
watching  the  young  man,  whose  feeble  supply  of  strength 
had  evidently  failed  since  morning. 

At  length  the  low,  heavy  breathing  of  the  sick  man  was 
disturbed  by  a  few  short  gasps.  He  ground  his  teeth 
together,  as  if  in  pain,  and  uttered  a  few  incoherent  words, 
and  then  suddenly  started  up  with  wide-open,  frightened 
eyes,  crying:  "'Take  him  away!  Take  him  away!  I  shall 
never  get  well  as  long  as  his  presence  haunts  me." 

The  Doctor  rose  to  his  feet,  and  gently  replaced  the  sick 
man  upon  the  pillows,  and  passed  his  hand  soothingly 
across  his  hot  forehead. 

Mr.  Neil  stared  at  him  with  wide-open,  bewildered  eyes, 
and  said,  in  trembling  tones: 

"Oh,  Doctor,  have  you  taken  him  away?  His  presence 
fills  me  so  with  terror;  you  don't  know  how  I  suffer." 

"Never  mind,"  said  the  Doctor,  soothingly,  "you  are 
all  right  now;  you  have  only  been  having  a  bad  dream, 
which  is  nothing  unusual  for  patients  in  your  weak  state." 

"I  was  subject  to  those  frightful  dreams  even  before  my 
sickness,"  replied  the  young  man,  "and  their  re-occurrence 
has  become  the  terror  of  my  sleeping  hours.  Doctor," 
suddenly,  and  in  a  more  earnest  voice,  "do  you  think  there 
.3  any  hope  of  my  recovery?" 

The  Doctor  did  not  answer  the  question  immediately. 
He  sat  down  again,  and  took  one  of  the  sick  man's  hot 
hands  within  his  own,  and  then  said,  gently: 

'It  is  my  duty,  as  your  physician,  Mr.  Neil,  to  tell  you 
tliat  you  are  a  very  sick  man;  mind,  I  do  not  say  that  it  is 
impossible  for  you  to  recover — I  have  not  watched  your  case 
long  enough  to  speak  positively  upon  this  point.  But  this 
much  I  will  say  freely,  your  sickness  is,  as  you  yourself 
realize,  a  serious  one;  and,  if  you  have  any  friends  where 
you  came  from,  they  had  better  be  warned  of  your  condi- 
tion." 
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The  thin  face  upon  the  pillow  turned  white  as  snow, 
and  he  lay  for  a  moment  with  closed  eyes,  the  long  black 
lashes  of  which  were  clearly  outlined  against  the  marble 
whiteness  of  the  cheek. 

"  No,"  he  said  at  length,  half  sadly,  "  I  have  no  friends 
who  will  care  very  much  if  I  go,  as  all  my  relatives  have 
already  gone  to  what  the  poets  call  the  '  Land  of  the  great 
unknown/  and  " — he  smiled  a  sad9  faint  smile — ' '  and  when 
what  few  friends  I  have  left  hear  of  my  death,  they  will  say, 
'and  poor  Bob  has  gone  too/  and  then  soon  forget  that  poor 
Bob  ever  existed." 

He  lay  qui,et  and  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and,  as  the 
doctor  did  not  speak,  he  continued: 

"  Well,  it  is  all  right,  I  suppose.  I  have  always  been  an 
unlucky  dog  anyway,  and  am  better  out  of  the  world  than 
in  it — Doctor,"  suddenly,  "do  you  believe  in  a  hereafter?" 

"If  you  mean  by  that  to  ask  me  if  I  believe  in  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul,  I  am  very  happy  to  assure  you,  my  young 
friend,  that  I  most  positively  do,  and  now,  in  turn,  let  me 
ask  you  if  you,  yourself,  have  any  doubts  on  that  question?" 

"  I  don't  know/'  the  sick  man  answered  wearily;  "  I  was 
taught  by  the  best  mother  that  ever  lived  that  we  were  to 
look  to  an  immortal  existence,  the  happiness  or  unhappi- 
ness  of  which  would  be  according  to  how  well  or  how  ill 
we  had  spent  our  earthly  life,  but  I  have  of  late  been  try- 
ing to  persuade  myself  that  this  is  a  delusive  theory,  and 
that  death  is  the  end  of  man,  and  were  it  not  for  the  love 
I  bear  my  mother  and  the  tender  reverence  with  which  I 
regard  the  memory  of  her  teachings,  I  believe  I  should 
succeed  in  believing  that  this  is  all  of  life." 

"No,  no,  my  poor  young  friend;  I  tell  you  no,"  earn- 
estly exclaimed  the  physician,  in  a  low  voice,  bending 
toward  the  sick  man  in  the  thickly  gathering  dusk  of  the 
room.  "An  all-wise  and  infinite  purpose  which  rules  the 
universe  has  not  bestowed  consciousness,  emotion^  reason 
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and  feeling  on  man  simply  to  blot  them  out.  If  it  was 
so,  if  the  heart,  with  all  its  intense  emotions,  its  aspira- 
tions, with  chords  vibrating  to  every  breath  of  love,  was 
created  to  suffer,  to  bear,  to  break,  then  creation  would  be 
a  sham  and  love  itself  a  blot  on  the  fair  face  of  nature." 

Ah,  Madalena,  weeping  in  your  lonely  and  weary  exile, 
for  another's  sake,  could  you  but  have  seen  your  father  then, 
and  heard  him  as  he  uttered  these  soul-inspiring  words 
beside  the  bed  of  that  dying  man,  you  would  have  realized 
that  he  at  least  was  at  peace  with  his -God  and  his  con- 
science, and  that  for  him  the  change  called  "  death"  had 
no  terrors. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 


ROBERT    NEIL, 


The  next  morning,  when  Dr.  Mackenzie  stood  by  Mr. 
Neil's  bedside,  the  sick  man  looked  at  him  wistfully,  and 
said: 

i(  I  had  a  miserable  night,  Doctor,  and  thought  the  morn- 
ing would  never  come." 

rfWas  your  cough  worse?"  inquired  the  physician, 
kindly. 

''  No,  I  did  not  cough  very  much,  but  I  was  so  restless, 
and  wretched,  and  the  room  seemed  to  be  haunted  by 
unhappy  spirits — or  two  classes  of  spirits,  I  should  say,  the 
happy  and  the  unhappy,  who  were  contending  for  the 
possession  of  my  own  spirit,  which  I  felt  must  soon  be 
separated  from  my  suffering  body." 

"  These  vagaries  were  caused  by  your  weak  condition. 
They  are  not  uncommon  to  patients  suffering  as  you  are; 
we  will  give  you  something  to  quiet  your  nerves  and  you 
will  feel  better  after  you  have  had  a  good  sleep,"  replied 
the  Doctor,  soothingly,  as  he  turned  to  a  table,  covered  with 
the  preparations  of  the  sick-room,  and  proceeded  to 
measure  out  some  white  powders. 

"  Doctor,  do  not  give  me  anything  to  put  me  to  sleep/* 
the  patient  said,  in  an  entreating  voice;  "for  if  you  do,  I 
fear  I  shall  never  awake — and  I  do  not  want  to  die — I  am 
so  young  to  die," — pitifully;  "  can't  you  save  my  life, 
Doctor?" 

The  Doctor  closed  his  medicine-case  with  a  soft  click, 
and  walked  back  to  the  bedside  of  the  sufferer. 

"My  young  friend,"  he  said,  feelingly,  "the  issues  of 
life  and  death  are  in  mightier  hands  than  mine.     I  would 
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gladly  restore  you  to  health  were  it  in  my  power  to  do  so, 
but  I  fear  very  much  that  your  case  has  passed  beyond  the 
aid  of  human  skill." 

The  sick  man  did  not  reply  immediately,  but  lay  look- 
ing pitifully  up  into  the  kind  face  bending  over  him. 

"  And  I  am  so  young  to  die/'  he  said  at  length,  with  a 
pitiful  sob  in  his  weak  voice,  "so  young  to  die." 

"As  to  that,"  said  the  physician,  gently,  as  he  took  the 
white  hot  hand  within  his  own,  "the  One  who  gives  life 
knows  best  when  to  recall  it,  and  wTe  have  no  right  to 
murmur  at  His  divine  will.  Then,  have  you  never  thought 
of  what  dying  young  signifies?  Never  thought  of  all  one 
escapes  who  yields  up  his  life  to  Him  who  gave  it,  in  life's 
glad  morning,  and  bids  adieu  to  earth's  trials  and  temp- 
tations and  sorrows,  which  are  sure  to  beset  him  if  he 
lives  ?  Ah,  how  often  have  I  wished — and  I  do  not  sup- 
pose any  one  ever  lived  to  my  length  of  days,  who  has  not, 
at  some  moment  in  his  life,  wished  the  same  in  regard  to 
himself — that  I  had  died  in  my  youth.  Truly  has  it  been 
said,  i  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young.' " 

All  the  time  Doctor  Mackenzie  was  speaking  the  eyes  of 
the  dying  man  had  been  scanning  the  speaker's  thin  pale 
face,  marked  by  its  tell-tale  lines  of  sorrow  and  care. 

"Doctor,"  he  said,  remorsefully,  after  the  sound  of  the 
physician's  voice  had  ceased.  "  I  did  you  an  injury  once, 
and  I  have  often  wondered  that  it  did  not  result  seriously 
to  you." 

The  Doctor  regarded  the  man  a  moment  in  surprised 
silence  and  thought  his  mind  was  wandering. 

"No,"  he  said  at  length,  "you. never  did  mean  injury. 
It  must  be  some  one  else  whom  you  are  thinking  of." 

"  I  know  what  I  am  saying,  although  you  may  think  I 
do  not.  I  did  do  you  an  injury  once  to  repay  a  kindness 
you  had  done  me,  and  I  feel  that  if  you  will  let  me  tell 
you  about  it  T  would  be  easier  vx  mj  mind^  and  if  death 
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comes,  be  better  prepared  to  meet  it-.?  He  shivered 
slightly  and  then  continued :  "  I  do  not  know  why  I  should 
dread  death  as  I  do,  unless  it  is  the  burden  of  the  guilty 
secret  I  have  upon  my  soul.  For  God  knows  my  life, 
young  as  it  is,  has  been  anything  but  a  happy  one.? 

Dr.  Mackenzie  drew  a  chair  near  to  the  head  of  the  bed, 
and  smiled  indulgently  upon  the  patient  whose  whim  be 
thought  he  would  humor,  and  said,  as  he  seated  himself : 

(i  Well,  they  used  to  tell  me  when  I  was  a  boy  that  '  an 
open  confession  was  good  for  the  soul;'  so,  if  you  think  it 
will  ease  your  mind  to  give  me  your  confidence,  I  am  quite 
ready  to  receive  it  if  you  feel  strong  enough  to  impart  it 
to  me.? 

Mr.  Neil  returned  no  answering  smile,  but  said,  cau- 
tiously, as  his  eyes  wandered  about  the  room:  "Is  the 
nurse  here?" 

'1  No;  he  has  gone  to  breakfast,  and  will  not  return  for 
half  an  hour.? 

"  Please  lock  the  door,  then,  that  we  may  not  be  inter- 
rupted, and  give  me  a  small  portion  of  the  wine  you 
ordered  for  me  yesterday.? 

Dr.  Mackenzie  did  as  he  was  requested,  and,  as  he 
administered  the  wine  to  the  sick  man,  said: 

"You  are  very  weak,  and  I  advise  you  no*  to  speak 
much,  as  it  undoubtedly  will  bring  on  another  attack  of 
coughing.  Perhaps  you  had  better  postpone  what  you 
have  to  say  until  after  you  have  slept.  You  did  not  sleep 
well  last  night,  and  you  are  very  nervous?? 

The  patient  swallowed  the  wine,  and  wiped  his  lips  with 
his  handkerchief;  then,  turning  his  bright  brown  eyes, 
with  the  tender  look  of  boyhood  still  lingering  in  their 
clear  depths,  upon  the  physician's  face,  said: 

"I  do  not  think  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  sleep  again, 
Doctor,  until  I  have  made  a  clean  breast  of  this  matter,  and 
have  told  you  the  secret  which  for  two  years  has  laid  so 
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heavily  upon  my  mind  that  I  firmly  believe  the  burden  of 
it  has  undermined  my  health  and  made  me  the  wreck  I 
am." 

He  lay  silent  for  a  few  moments,  after  he  said  this,  with] 
his  eyes  resting  on  his  white,  almost  transparent,  hands  J 
which  were  folded  across  his  chest.  The  Doctor  sat  down 
beside  him  in  silence,  and  taking  up  a  palm-leaf  fan 
which  lay  on  the  bed  moved  it  gently  across  the  sick  man's 
face,  while  he  regarded  him  with  pitying  eyes. 

"But,  before  I  impart  this  secret  to  you,  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
I  want  you  to  bind  yourself  by  a  promise  to  me  that  if  I 
get  well  you  will  not  betray  my  confidence.  Will  you 
promise  me  this,  Doctor?"  he  said,  imploringly. 

"If  I  could  see  how  I  could  help  you  by  becoming  a 
sharer  of  your  secret,  I  would  willingly  make  the  promise," 
the  Doctor  said,  half  reluctantly.  "But  I  do  not  think 
that  any  good  can  come  of  my  becoming  possessor  of  your 
secret,  and  if  I  am  to  bind  myself  to  never  divulge  it  I 
should  rather  not  hear  it.  If  you  feel  as  if  you  must 
impart  your  confidence  to  some  one,  allow  me  to  send  a 
minister  to  your  bedside,  whom  I  think  would  be  the  more 
proper  person  to  hear  your  confession." 

"If  you  refuse  my  confidence,  my  secret  will  die  with 
me,"  he  said,  in  a  pained  voice,  and  over  the  wan  face 
there  swept  such  a  pitiful  look  that  the  physician's  heart 
relented. 

"Well,  you  may  tell  me  if  you  wish,"  he  said,  indul- 
gently. 

"  But  the  promise,  Doctor,  you  have  not  made  that,"  he 
answered,  eagerly. 

Again  Dr.  Mackenzie  was  silent.  Would  it  be  right 
for  him  to  bind  himself  to  keep  a  secret  which  might  be  a 
criminal  one — which  to  keep  might  almost  seem  as  becom- 
ing accessory  to  the  crime,  whatever  it  was?  These  ques- 
tions flashed  through  his  mind  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 
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ling,  and,  before  an  answer  to  them  had  been  reached, 
he  patient  was  attacked  with  a  violent  fit  of  coughing, 
rom  which  he  lay  back  upon  his  pillows  so  exhausted  and 
ieathlike,  that  the^Doctor's  mind  was  set  perfectly  at  rest. 
There  certainly  could  be  no  risk  in  promising  to  keep  the 
ick  man's  confidence  inviolate  if  he  lived,  because  the 
)octor  saw  that  the  great  stamp  of  the  angel  of  death  was 
ilready  upon  the  white  face  before  him. 

'  I  will  do  as  you  wish,"  he  said,  gently,  "and  promise 
aever  to  reveal  your  secret  while  you  live." 

"  Thank  you,"  he  murmured,  feebly.  "  Give  me  a  lit- 
le  more  wine,  and  lower  the  top  sash  of  the  window  near 
the  bed.     I  feel  suffocated  with  the  heat." 

When  this  was  done  and  the  physician,  fan  in  hand, 
had  resumed  his  place  near  the  sick  man's  side,  he  said,  in 
feeble  voice: 

u  I  told  you  once  that  I  never  lived  in  Magnolia  Centre, 
which  is  true.  But  I  have  lived  in  Florida,  and  this  is 
not  my  first  visit  to  Magnolia  Centre.  When  1  was  a  lit- 
tle child,  scarcely  twelve  years  of  age,  my  parents  came 
from  their  home  in  western  New  York,  and  settled  at  a 
small  town  about  six  miles  northeast  of  this  place.  They 
were  people  of  humble  circumstances,  and  had  converted 
everything  they  possessed  into  cash,  which  only  amounted 
to  a  few  thousand  dollars.  With  this  my  father  bought  a 
ten-acre  lot  of  land  near  a  spring,  far-famed  for  its  beauty 
and  picturesque  surrounding;  and  built  a  fair-sized  house, 
intending  to  open  it  as  a  public  house  for  the  accommoda- 
tion of  travelers  and  Northern  tourists  who  were  attracted 
thither  by  the  wondrous  beauty  of  the  spring .  But  the 
buying  and  clearing  of  the  land  and  building  the  house 
and  making  other  improvements  had  taken  more  money 
than  my  father  had  calculated  upon,  so  that  now  he  found 
himself  devoied  of  means  with  which  to  furnish  the  house 
mud  gel  It  ready  to  r«®eive  guests.    Accordingly  he  visited 
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Magnolia  Centre,  and  went  at  once  to  Walmer  Andrews,  1 
as  the  richest   man  in  the  place,  to  see  if  he  could  not  get 
some  help  to  carry  out  his  scheme. 

"When  my  father  had  laid  his  financial  difficulties 
before  Mr.  Andrews,  the  latter  was  very  kind  and  obliging,' 
and  said  bethought  he  could  help  him.  He  would  look 
around,  and  if  all  was  as  he  represented  he  thought  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  the  two  thousand  dol- 
lars for  him,  which  was  the  sum  my  father  wished. 

"  The  next  day  Mr.  Andrews  paid  a  visit  to  my  father's 
place,  and  was  so  pleased  with  the  house  and  premises 
that  he  told  my  father  he  would  advance  the  sum  required 
at  fifteen  per  cent,  interest,  with  which  to  furnish  the 
house,  if  my  parents  would  have  the  house  and  its  contents 
insured  for  his  benefit,  and  further  give  him  a  mortgage 
upon  the  whole  property.  My  parents  were  reluctant  to 
do  this  at  first;  but,  as  they  could  see  no  other  way  out  of 
the  difficulty  into  which  they  had  fallen,  they  finally  con- 
sented to  Mr.  Andrews' proposition,  and  the  money  was 
obtained,  and  by  the  time  the  tide  of  winter  travel  set  in 
6  The  Florida  Home/  as  the  house  was  called,  was  ready  to 
receive  all  guests, who  would  favor  it  with  their  presence. 

"My  mother — God  bless  her — was  a  careful  manager  and  \ 
splendid  housekeeper;  my  father  was  industrious  and  sober, 
and  the  first  winter  they  did  very  well   and  were  able   to 
pay  the  yearly  interest  upon  the  borrowed  money." 

At  this  juncture  of  Mr.  Neil's  narrative,  steps  were 
heard  in  the  hall  outside,  and  the  door  knob  turned 
softly. 

"It  is  the  nurse,"  whispered  the  sick  man.  " Tell  him 
to  leave  us  alone  for  an  hour  longer." 

The  Doctor  obeyed  his  request,  and  the  nurse  went 
Wonderingly  away,  and  the  Doctor,  with  a  faint  suspicion 
Of  what  this  confessing  was  going  to  revealj  went  back  t© 
the  patient's  bedside* 
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"  Give  me  some  more  wine,"  he  said,  faintly. 

"Perhaps  you  had  best  defer  the  rest  you  have  to  say 
until  you  have  rested,"  suggested  the  physician,  kindly. 

"  I  can  never  rest  now,  until  I  have  told  you  all,"  he 
answered,  handing  back  the  wine-glass  as  he  spoke. 
"Something  within  my  heart  warns  me  that  I  must  not 
longer  delay." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  put  the  wine-glass  back  upon  the  table, 
and  took  his  place  again  beside  the  bed,  with  his  face 
almost  as  pale  as  that  of  the  dying  man's. 

"A  few  weeks  before  the  opening  of  the  winter  season 
which  would  have  been  the  second  season  of  'The  Florida 
Home/"  resumed  Mr.  Neil,  "my  father  was  suddenly 
stricken  with  a  malignant  type  of  fever,  and  after  five 
days7  suffering  my  poor  mother  was  a  widow. 

"I  have  not  strength  sufficient  to  dwell  upon  the  depths 
of  grief  into  which  this  sudden  bereavement  had  plunged 
my  mother,  nor  have  you  time  to  listen,  so  I  will  pass 
quickly  on  to  the  second  trial,  which  was  even  then  stand- 
ing upon  the  threshold  of  our  home,  from  which  my  father 
had  so  recently  been  carried,  never  more  to  return. 

"  i  Misfortunes/  they  say  '  never  come  singly/  and  in 
less  than  a  week  after  my  father's  burial  our  home,  with 
all  its  contents,  was  burned  to  the  ground.  How  the  fire 
originated  we  never  knew.  But  my  mother  afterwards 
believed  that  Walmer  Andrews  had  employed  some  one  to 
fire  the  building  for  the  sake  of  collecting  the  insurance 
which  was  upon  it.  A  man  by  the  name  of  Jack  Phelps 
had  been  seen  in  the  neighborhood  for  a  day  or  two  before 
the  burning  of  the  house,  and,  as  he  was  constantly  in  the 
confidential  employ  of  Mr.  Andrews,  my  mother  thought 
he  was  the  incendiary,  and  I  am  of  the  same  opinion 
now. 

"A  kind  neighbor  carried  my  mother  and  her  three 
fatherless  and  homeless  children  to  her  house,  and  cared 
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for  them  kindly,  and  the  next  day  several  of  the  well-to-l 
do  neighbors  gathered  at  this  lady's  house  and  decided^ 
that  if  my  mother  could  get  the  amount  of  the  insurance 
money  with  which  to  rebuild  her  house  on  a  smaller  scald 
than  the  one  which  had  been  consumed  by  fire,  that  the4 
would  amongst  them  raise  the  money  to  refurnish  it  id 
a  plain  style  so  that  she  might  have  a  home,  and  be  able 
to  make  enough  money  besides  from  her  boarders  to  pay] 
off  the  balance  of  the  indebtedness  on  her  home. 

"Accordingly,  the  next  morning  we,  my  mother  an 
I,  set  off  for  Magnolia  Centre  for  the  purpose  of  my  mothe 
interviewing  Mr.  Andrews  in  regard  to  her  using  th 
amount  of  the  insurance  money  with  which  to  rebuild  he 
home.  I  shall  never  forget  how  my  dear,  fragile  mothe 
looked  to  me  on  that  day,  in  her  sable  garments  of  mourn 
ing,  as  we  drove  along  the  country  road  on  our  way  t 
Magnolia  Centre,  nor  how  she  talked  to  me  and  said  I  waj 
her  only  dependence  now  to  help  her  pay  off  her  indebted 
ness  and  bring  up  my  little  sisters,  who  were  mere  babies 
She  spoke  hopefully  of  the  future,  and  my  boyish  heart 
swelled  with  a  desire  to  be  a  man  for  her  sake,  so  as  to 
lift  the  burden  wholly  from  her  weak  shoulders,  which  I 
felt  was  too  heavy  for  her  to  bear/' 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

DR.  MACKENZIE  AND  THE   DYING  STRANGER. 

' '  Man's  inhumanity  to  man 
Makes  countless  thousands  mourn." 

"When  we  reached  Magnolia  Centre  we  were  shown 
into  Mr.  Andrews'  private  office,  and  my  mother,  in  as 
few  words  as  possible,  proceeded  to  lay  the  object  of  her 
visit  before  him. 

"Mr.  Andrews  heard  her  through,  and  then  said, 
coldly  :  i  No,  Madam,  I  can  not  let  you  have  the  money 
any  longer.  I  only  loaned  it  to  your  husband  for  one 
year,  and  I  shall  keep  the  insurance  money  as  part  pay- 
ment, and  shall  expect  you  to  raise  the  balance  for  me 
within  thirty  days  at  least.' 

<( '  Oh,  Mr.  Andrews,  that  is  utterly  impossible  for  me 
to  do  !*  cried  my  poor  mother,  in  dismay.  ( All  the  hope 
I  have  of  ever  paying  the  indebtedness  is  to  rebuild  my 
house  and  continue  the  business  which  my  husband 
started.' 

"Mr.  Andrews  smiled  scornfully,  and  she  continued  : 

' ' '  If  you  will  only  give  me  a  little  more  time,  I  am  sure 
that  I  shall  succeed ;  but,  as  matters  stand  now,  I  am 
perfectly  helpless.' 

"'I  can  not  help  that,  Madam.  Business  is  business. 
I  want  my  money  now,  and  must  have  it ;  and  if  you  can 
not  raise  the  amount  you  owe  me  there  is  no  alternative 
left  but  for  me  to  foreclose  the  mortgage  I  hold  on  your 
land.' 

"In  vain  my  mother  begged,  protested  and  wept,  and, 
finally  overcome  by  distress  caused  by  his  refusal  to 
accede  to  her  entreaties,  she  sank  on  her  knees  before  the 
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hard-hearted  wretch  and  prayed  to  him  in  the  name  of 
her  fatherless  little  ones  to  have  mercy  upon  her. 

"'You  will  not  move  me  by  your  heroics,  Madam,  I 
warn  you/  he  said,  angrily  ;  ( I  do  not  propose  to  provide 
for  all  the  fatherless  children  who  come  in  my  way. 
What  I  want  is  the  money  I  loaned  your  husband,  and 
that  I  am  going  to  have  if  the  land  will  bring  me  the 
worth  of  it/ 

"I  had  remained  a  silent  spectator  of  the  scene  up  to 
this  moment,  and  now,  springing  forward,  with  tears 
rolling  down  my  childish  cheeks,  I  put  my  arms  around 
my  mother's  neck  and  said,  tenderly: 

"  i  Get  up,  mother.  Do  not  say  any  thing  more  to  this 
heartless  wretch.  I  will  take  care  of  you  and  the  children, 
never  fear.' 

"A  low,  scornful  chuckle  from  Mr.  Andrews'  throat 
made  me  look  up  into  his  face,  and  the  tears,  which  had 
flowed  freely  from  my  eyes  at  the  sight  of  my  mother's 
grief,  were  quenched  in  an  angry  fire ;  and,  leaving  my 
mother's  side,  I  strode  up  in  front  of  the  hard-hearted 
scoundrel  and,  shaking  my  tiny  fist  in  his  face,  cried  out, 
with  the  spirit  of  a  man  : 

"  l  And  as  for  you,  you  low-lorn  wretch — you,  who  would 
take  the  very  crumbs  out  of  a  starving  baby's  mouth  if  they 
would  add  to  your  riches, — when  I  am  a  man  grown  I 
intend  to  kill  you  for  the  way  in  which  you  have  treated 
my  mother.  Remember  ivhat  I  say,  you  contemptible  rob- 
ber, for  if  I  live,  I  will  take  your  life  /' 

"  '  Eobert,  Eobert!'  cried  my  mother,  in  horror  and 
alarm  at  my  words.  '■  Oh  !  hush,  my  son,  hush  ;  you  do 
not  know  what  you  are  saying.' 

"  '  Yes,  I  do,  mother,  and  if  I  live  I  will  carry  out  my 
threat.  It  may  be  long  years  yet,  but ' — shaking  my 
clenched  fist  in  Mr.  Andrews'  face — 'as  sure  as  I  live  I 
will  hill  W aimer  Andrews  1 " 
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"He  cowered  before  me,  child  though  I  was,  and  his 
lips  turned  pale.  Then,  rallying  his  courage,  he  cried 
out,  in  a  loud,  angry  voice  : 

"'Take  this  brat  out  of  my  office,  woman,  before  I 
have  you  both  arrested  ! ' 

(i(We  are  going  now/  I  said,  calmly,  taking  my 
mother's  arm  and  leading  her  away ;  <  but  the  day  is 
coming  when  I  shall  have  a  settlement  with  you.' 

"  He  hurled  an  oath  after  me  as  we  left  the  office,  and 
I  made  haste  to  take  my  mother  back  to  the  house  of  the 
kind  neighbor  at  Mirror  Springs,  where  we  had  left  my 
little  sisters. 

"Great  was  the  indignation  of  the  whole  neighborhood 
when  Walmer  Andrews'  heartlessness  toward  my  widowed 
mother  became  known. 

"'But  it  is  perfectly  characteristic  of  the  man/they 
all  agreed.  'We  might  have  known  that  he  would  show 
her  no  mercy/ 

"True  to  his  avowed  intention,  Mr.  Andrews  proceeded 
to  foreclose  the  mortgage  and  sell  my  mother's  land  as 
soon  as  he  possibly  could  do  so.  And  being  forced  into  sale 
as  it  was,  it  did  not  bring  a  dollar  over  the  expenses  of  cost 
and  the  balance  which  Mr.  Andrews  claimed  was  due  him, 
although  the  young  grove  of  orange  trees  which  my  father 
had  planted  and  cultivated  with  such  care  was  growing 
finely  and  would  soon  make  the  land  very  valuable. 

"  It  was  of  course  bid  in  at  the  sale  by  Mr.  Andrews, 
and  my  mother  was  left  homeless  and  penniless. 

"  We  had  a  few  cows,  some  poultry  and  our  horse  and 
buggy.  These  we  sold  for  what  we  could  get  for  them, 
and  the  proceeds  from  their  sale  paid  my  father's  doctor 
bill  and  funeral  expenses. 

"  Then  the  good  ladies  of  the  neighborhood  went  out, 
without  my  mother's  knowledge,  with  a  subscription  paper, 
and  collected  enough  money  to  replace  some  of  our  clothing 
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which  was  burnt,  and  to  pay  our  fare  back  to  western 
New  York,  where  my  aged  grandparents  lived. 

f ( My  mother  had  always  been  delicate  and  predisposed 
to  consumption,  and  it  was  for  the  sake  of  her  health  that 
my  father  had  removed  to  Florida.  So  the  returning  to 
the  severe  climate  of  her  native  State  in  mid-winter  cost 
her  her  life,  and  in  less  than  three  months  after  our 
arrival  there  my  mothei  died,  and  my  sisters  and  myself 
were  orphans  indeed. 

"During  the  long  days  of  her  terrible  illness  I  never 
forgot  the  vow  I  had  made;  and  when  her  cold  remains 
lay  prepared  for  burial  in  my  grandfathers  parlor,  I  stole 
in  unobserved  by  all,  and  kneeling  down  beside  the  corpse 
of  her  I  loved  so  well  I  swore  with  my  hand  pressed  on 
her  pulseless  breast  that  my  one  great  object  in  this  world 
should  be  to  take  Walmer  Andrews'  life. 

"  The  next  winter  a  terrible  epidemic  of  diptheria  swept 
over  the  Northern  country,  and  both  of  my  little  sisters  fell 
victims  to  it.  Then  before  I  had  attained  my  twenty- 
first  year  my  grandparents  died,  and  I  was  all  alone  in  the 
wide  world.  But  in  all  these  years  I  had  never  forgotten 
my  vow,  and  when  I  had  reached  my  majority  and  came 
into  the  small  inheritance  left  me  by  my  grandfather,  I 
made  preparations  immediately  to  return  to  Florida. 

"When  I  arrived  in  this  State,  I  went  first  to  our  old 
home,  Mirror  Springs.  I  found  an  elegant  hotel  with 
handsome  grounds  and  a  full  bearing  orange  grove  on  the 
land  which  had  once  been  my  father's,  and  was  told  that  it 
belonged  to  Walmer  Andrews,  and  could  not  be  purchased 
for  less  than  one  hundred  thousand  dollars.  If  I  had 
needed  any  spur  to  stimulate  me  on  to  the  deed  I  had 
come  to  Florida  to  perform,  it  would  have  been  fur- 
nished me  in  the  bitterness  I  felt  in  beholding  my  old 
home  and  the  remembrance  it  brought  of  how  my  mother 
had  been  wronged. 
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"I  did  not  need  a  stimulus,  however,  and  after  remain- 
ing one  night  with  old  friends  at  Mirror  Springs  I  jour- 
neyed onward  to  Magnolia  Centre. 

"All  day  long  I  dogged  Walmer  Andrews'  footsteps, 
and  in  the  afternoon,  when  he  mounted  a  horse  and  started 
out  on  a  country  road,  I  followed  him  at  a  safe  distance. 

"  I  watched  him  ride  up  to  an  elegant  plantation  house, 
and  after  putting  his  horse  in  the  stable  I  saw  him  unlock 
the  door  and  go  into  the  house. 

"I  was  somewhat  surprised  to  see  how  the  man  had 
changed  since  I  last  saw  him.  He  had  grown  old  and 
gray  and  bent.  But  this  did  not  deter  me  from  the  pur- 
pose for  which  I  had  come  hither;  so  I  secreted  myself  in 
the  woods  not  far  from  the  road,  where  I  could  command 
a  view  of  the  house  without  being  seen  myself. 

"  I  had  a  revolver  in  my  pocket,  and  I  took  it  out  to  see 
if  it  was  all  prepared  to  do  its  deadly  work.  I  can  not  tell 
exactly  how  it  happened,  but  while  I  was  examining  it 
one  of  its  chambers  was  accidentally  discharged,  and 
wounded  me  in  the  right  hand.  I  staunched  the  blood, 
which  flowed  freely,  as  best  I  could,  and  listened  atten- 
tively to  see  if  the  report  of  the  pistol  had  been  heard  by 
any  one.  No  one  made  their  appearance,  however,  and 
I  was  wondering  what  I  should  do  with  my  wounded  hand, 
which  bled  profusely  and  was  growing  very  painful,  when 
I  heard  the  sound  of  buggy  wheels  upon  the  road,  and 
when  it  came  opposite  to  my  hiding  place  I  stepped  out 
of  my  concealment  and  addressed  the  occupant,  whom  I 
saw  to  be  rather  an  elderly  gentleman. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  started  forward  :  "  Ah,  I  know  now 
where  I  saw  you.  I  always  knew  I  had  seen  your  face  and 
heard  your  voice  before,"  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  Doctor,"  replied  the  dying  man,  "the  occupant 
of  the  buggy  was  yourself.  I  spoke  to  you  and  told  you 
that  in  carelessly  handling  my  revolver  I  had  wounded 
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myself.  You  replied  that  you  were  a  physician  and  would 
attend  to  the  wound;  and  driving  a  little  to  one  side  of  the 
road  you  secured  your  horse  to  a  sapling,  and  soon 
returned  to  where  I  stood,  carrying  your  medicine  case  and 
buggy  cushion  with  you. 

Ci  You  placed  the  cushion  against  a  large  tree  which 
grew  near  the  road,  and  spreading  the  medicine  case  open 
on  the  ground  beside  it  you  made  me  sit  down  upon  the 
cushion  and  lean  back  against  the  tree,  whilst  you  knelt 
down  in  the  sand  by  my  side  and  proceeded  to  examine 
my  wound,  which  you  found  to  be  only  a  flesh  wound,  and 
more  painful  than  dangerous." 

"Then  you  remember,  Doctor,  that  you  said  you  would 
take  my  blood-stained  pocket  handkerchief,  which  I  had 
used  in  trying  to  stop  the  flow  of  blood,  to  the  lake  not 
far  distant  and  wash  the  blood  out  of  it,  so  that  you  could 
use  it  in  dressing  the  wound,  and  told  me  to  sit  still  until 
you  returned. 

"I  do  not  know  whatever  possessed  me,  but  as  soon  as 
you  were  out  of  sight  I  felt  an  uncontrollable  impulse  to 
get  up  and  look  in  the  box  of  your  buggy  seat.  It  may  have 
been — and  it  probably  was — that  I  thought  I  should  find  a 
flask  of  spirits  there,  as  I  had  already  emptied  my  own 
flask,  and  feeling  weak  from  loss  of  blood  I  felt  as  if  I  must 
have  something  to  stimulate  me  for  the  deed  I  had  deter- 
mined to  do  that  night.  But  when  I  looked  into  the  box 
I  saw  nothing  but  a  pistol-case  lying  there.  It  instantly 
occurred  to  me  that  this  case  might  contain  a  better 
weapon  than  I  possessed.  So,  quick  as  lightning,  I  put  my 
hand  on  it,  took  it  from  the  buggy  box  and  quickly  closed 
the  lid.  Then,  turning  away  hastily,  I  secreted  the  case 
near  the  trunk  of  a  tree  Which  grew  near,  and  covering  it 
thickly  with  moss  I  returned  to  where  you  had  placed 
me,  sat  down,  and  leaned  back  against  the  tree  and  closed 
my  eyes  when  I  saw  you  approaching. 
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"  And  I  have  wondered  so  many,  many  times  what  ever 
became  of  my  pistol,  but  felt  sure  that  some  one  had 
stolen  it,"  interposed  Dr.  Mackenzie,  as  he  arose  to  give  the 
sick  man  some  more  wine. 

Mr.  Neil  drank  the  proffered  wine  eagerly  and  continued: 

"  You  had  almost  cleared  niy  pocket  handkerchief  of 
blood-stains,  and  proceeded  to  sprinkle  a  brown  powder  o\\ 
a  portion  of  it,  and  then  bound  it  around  my  wounded  hand. 
Then,  taking  your  own  large  linen  handkerchief  from  your 
pocket,  you  bound  it  around  the  dressing  which  you  had 
applied,  and  after  securing  it  nicely  said,  cheerfully  : 

" '  There,  my  young  friend,  I  think  you  will  soon  be  all 
right  now,  and  I  advise  you  to  be  a  little  more  careful  in 
handling  firearms  in  the  future.  The  accident  might  have 
been  a  far  worse  one/ 

"  Then  you  offered  to  drive  me  back  to  town  in  your 
buggy,  but  I  declined  the  offer  and  said  I  should  spend 
the  night  at  some  neighboring  farm  house,  'But  to  whom 
am  I  indebted  for  this  great  kindness?'  I  inquired. 

**  'My  name  is  Mackenzie/  was  the  reply,  'and  I  have 
an  office  at  Magnolia  Centre,  and  if  your  hand  does  not 
get  along  all  right,  come  in  and  I  will  dress  it  for  you/ 

"  I  thanked  the  Doctor  kindly,  and  without  inquiring 
my  name  or  place  of  residence  he  picked  up  his  buggy 
cushion  and  medicine  case,  got  into  nis  buggy,  and  drove 
away  in  an  opposite  direction  from  Magnolia  Centre. 

"My  heart  beat  fast -when  he  walked  past  the  place 
where  I  had  secreted  the  pistol,  and  I  did  not  breathe 
freely  until  he  had  disappeared  from  view  down  the  woody 
road.  Then  I  went  and  secured  the  pistol-case,  and 
taking  out  the  weapon,  examined  it  critically. 

"  I  found  it  to  be  a  small  Colt's  revolver,  apparently  quite 
new,  with  every  barrel  loaded,  and  upon  its  polished  side  I 
saw  the  name  'Dudley  Mackenzie,  M.  D/  engraved  in 
small  German  type. 


344  THE   TRAGEDIES   OF  OAK  HURST.  j 

"  I  decided  immediately  that  with  this  weapon  I  would 
do  my  bloody  work,  and  changing  my  place  of  conceal- 
ment a  little  nearer  to  the  house  in  which  I  had  seen  Wal- 
mer  Andrews  enter  two  hours  before,  I  took  up  my  patient 
watch. 

"  The  afternoon  waned,  the  evening  shadows  length- 
ened, when  just  after  sunset  I  saw  Mr.  Andrews  leave  the 
house  and  grounds  and  walk  toward  the  place  where  I 
was  hiding. 

"I  drew  back  a  little  into  the  thick  undergrowth  of 
bushes,  and  he  passed  near  me  with  his  hands  in  his  pock- 
ets and  his  head  bent  low  as  if  in  troubled  thought.  I 
ground  my  teeth  in  rage  as  I  peeped  from  my  hiding-place, 
and  my  left  hand  in  which  I  held  the  revolver  tightened 
involuntarily  on  the  weapon.  But  I  restrained  my  feel- 
ings and  followed  him  at  a  safe  distance. 

"  When  he  reached  the  banks  of  the  lake  he  paused, 
and  stood  for  some  minutes  gazing  down  into  the  trans- 
parent waters.  I  also  stopped  not  far  behind  him  in  the 
bushes. 

"  I  heard  him  mutter  some  low  words  and  then  a  groan 
burst  from  his  lips,  and  I  sprang  from  my  place  of  conceal- 
ment and  confronted  him. 

(( He  sprang  to  one  side  in  alarm,  and  his  face  turned 
the  color  of  a  dead  man's  in  the  waning  light  of  the  win- 
ter's day  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  me. 

"  '  Walmer  Andrews/  I  cried,  *  I  have  kept  my  prom- 
ise, the  promise  I  made  when  only  a  boy  of  eleven  years  of 
age ;  ah,  you  quail ;  I  see  you  remember  me.  Yes,  I  am 
Robert  Neil,  and  I  have  come,  as  I  said  I  would,  to  kill  you 
or  you  shall  kill  me.    Draw  and  defend  yourself  if  you  will/ 

"  He  looked  at  me  a  moment  as  one  dazed  and  bewil- 
dered, and   then  cried  out  as  he  cowered  in  fear  : 

" '  Oh,  have  mercy  upon  me,  for  the  love  of  heaven 
have  mercy  upon  me/ 
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"  *  These  are  the  identical  words  my  dear  mother  used 
when  she  knelt  at  your  feet  in  the  long  ago,  Walmer 
Andrews.  Did  you  heed  her  prayer?  Yes,  as  I  will  heed 
yours/  And  I  tore  the  outside  bandage  from  off  my 
wounded  right  hand  and  flung  it  away,  and  leveled  the 
revolver  at  his  heart. 

"  He  threw  up  his  hands  and  cried  wildly  for  mercy. 

"  'Defend  yourself/  I  answered,  f  for  I  swear  that  one 
of  us  must  die/ 

"He  cowered  before  me  in  the  most  abject  terror  and 
covered  his  face  with  his  trembling  hands. 

"  I  pulled  the  trigger,  and  a  sharp,  loud  report  rang 
through  the  silent  woods,  and  with  a  groan  Walmer 
Andrews  fell  dead  at  my  feet. 

"My  aim  had  been  a  true  one,  my  vow  had  been  ful- 
filled. The  rash  act  was  done,  and  I  saw  the  blood  from 
the  cruel  heart  of  the  man  I  despised  dying  the  gray  sands 
crimson  at  my  feet. 

"  I  threw  down  the  smoking  weapon  near  where  I  had 
thrown  its  case,  and  plunging  into  the  deep  woods,  now 
growing  dark  from  the  coming  night,  I  took  a  wood-path 
which  I  knew  would  lead  by  a  roundabout  way  to  Mirror 
Springs,  and  before  nine  o'clock  stood  knocking  at  the 
door  of  an  acquaintance  who  lived  at  Mirror  Springs. 

"In  extenuation  of  the  wrong  I  did  you,  Doctor,"  con- 
tinued the  sick  man,  after  he  had  lain  silent  and  still  for 
a  few  moments,  as  though  the  terrible  panorama  of  the 
tragedy  was  passing  before  his  mental  vision,  "  I  must  say 
that  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  when  I  flung  the 
weapon  aside  upon  the  scene  of  the  murder,  I  had  forgot- 
ten that  the  pistol  belonged  to  you — forgotten  that  your 
name  was  engraved  upon  its  barrel,  nor  did  I  remember 
this  circumstance  for  days  afterwards. 

"When  the  memory  of  it  came  to  me,  I  fully  resolved 
that,  if  you  were  arrested  for  the  murder  of   "Walmer 
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Andrews,  I  would  return  and  give  myself  up  to  the  omV 
cers  of  the  law  and  make  a  full  confession  of  the  deed.! 
But,  although  I  watched  the  newspapers  narrowly,  no3 
such  information  reached  me,  and  all  I  could  hearwas^: 
that  the  murder  of  Walmer  Andrews  was  still  wrapped  in 
mystery. 

"  I  have  always  thought  it  so  very  strange  that  I  was  not 
apprehended  on  suspicion.  I  staid  with  my  friend  at  Mir- 
ror Springs  until  three  o'clock  the  next  morning  after  the 
night  of  the  murder,  then  I  took  the  North-bound  train 
and  returned  to  my  home  in  New  York. 

"But  more  wonderful  still  was  the  fact  that  your  pistol 
was  never  discovered. 

"I  have  never  had  one  happy  moment  since  I  commit- 
ted the  murder;  still,  I  do  not  repent  it,  and  should  do 
the  same  thing  again  under  the  same  circumstances. 

' '  The  deaths  of  my  mother  and  little  sisters,  for  which 
Walmer  Andrews  was  accountable,  are  avenged,  and  I  am 
willing  to  meet  any  punishment  imposed  upon  me  by  the 
great  God,  at  whose  judgment  bar  I  shall  soon  stand.  I 
shrink  not  from  it,  nor  give  a  coward's  cry  for  mercy. 

"I  had  my  revenge  and  am  willing  to  meet  the  conse- 
quences." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  shuddered  as  he  listened,  and  he  thought 
of  the  terrible  temptation  which  so  often  had  swept  over 
his  own  soul,  to  take  vengeance  into  his  own  hands  and 
stain  his  soul  with  Walmer  Andrews'  blood;  and  a  prayer 
of  thankfulness  welled  up  from  his  heart  that  he  had  been 
able,  with  God's  help,  to  withstand  the  temptation. 

"A  few  weeks  since,  when  the  physicians  said  I  must 
die,"  resumed  Mr.  Neil,  whose  voice  was  growing  very 
husky  and  feeble,  "  a  burning  desire  took  possession  of 
my  soul  to  visit  this  place  again.  The  physicians  warned 
me  of  my  folly,  thinking  that  I  was  coming  with  the  hope 
of  arresting  the  disease  which  had  marked  me  for  its  sure 
victim. 
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"  But  come  I  would,  and  come  I  did,  and  now,  Doctor, 
rou  know  the  secret,  the  weary  burden  of  which  I  have 
)orne  until  it  has  eaten  like  a  very  canker-worm  into  the 
oundation  spring  of  my  life,  and  I  know  I  must  soon  die, 
ilthough  I  would  rather  live/' 

The  nurse  was  again  demanding  admittance  at  the  door. 
Dr.  Mackenzie  stooped  over  the  white  face,  with  its  drawn 
lips  and  dry,  shining  eyes,  and  whispered: 

u If  I  write  down  what  you  have  told  me,  and  bring  a 
magistrate  with  me  quietly  this  afternoon  at  four  o'clock, 
will  you  swear  that  the  statement  which  you  have  made  is 
true?" 

1  Gladly,"  murmured  the  pale  lips.   And  Dr.  Mackenzie 
turned  pityingly  away. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

DEATH  AND  BURIAL  OF  ROBERT  NEIL. 

"  Think  gently  of  the  erring  one, 

And  let  us  not  forget, 
However  darkly  stained  by  sin, 

He  is  our  brother  yet; 
He  is  of  the  same  inheritance, 

Child  of  the  self-same  God ; 
He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  path 

Which  we  in  weakness  trod." 

At  4  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  day  on  which  Mr. 
Neil  had  confessed  the  murder  of  Walmer  Andrews  to 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  the  latter  again  stood  by  the  bed-side  of 
the  sick  man. 

The  Doctor  held  a  small  roll  of  closely- written  manu- 
script in  his  hand,  and  he  was  accompanied  by  a  middle- 
aged  gentlemanly-looking  man*  whom  he  introduced  to 
his  patient  as  Mr.  Nelson. 

The  sick  man  extended  his  emaciated  hand  feebly  in 
greeting  to  the  new  visitor,  and  then  glanced  significantly 
from  Dr.  Mackenzie's  face  toward  where  the  nurse  was 
standing  near  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

In  answer  to  the  look  the  Doctor  said,  addressing  the 
nurse: 

"  We  shall  be  here  for  nearly  an  hour,  John,  and  you 
had  better  take  a  walk  in  the  open  air  while  we  are  here  to 
take  care  of  your  charge," 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  nurse,  glad  of  an  oppor- 
tunity to  escape  even  for  a  short  time  from  the  sick-room, 
and  immediately  quitted  the  apartment. 

When  the  sound  of  the  nurse's  footsteps  died  away  down 
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the  corridor,  Dr.  Mackenzie  went  to  the  door  and  softly- 
turned  the  key  in  the  lock  and  then  returned  to  the  sick 
man's  side. 

"  I  have  done  as  I  said  I  would  when  I  left  you  this 
morning,  Mr.  Neil,"  he  said,  gently  taking  the  thin,  white 
hand  within  his  own,  "  and  have  written  out  the  statement 
you  made  this  morning  in  as  near  your  own  words  as  my 
memory  could  recall.  Do  you  think  that  you  are  strong 
enough  to  glance  over  the  contents  of  what  I  have  written, 
to  see  if  I  have  it  correctly?  Or,  if  you  do  not  feel  quite 
equal  to  the  task,  we  can  defer  this  until  to-morrow." 

The  bright  brown  eyes  looked  eagerly  out  from  their 
white,*  sunken  sockets  upon  the  Doctor's  kind  face,  as  he 
answered: 

"No,  no,  Doctor,  we  must  not  delay.  I  am  convinced 
that  my  time  grows  short,  and  what  we  do  must  be  done  at 
once.  Open  one  of  the  shutters  to  the  right  and  raise  me 
up  a  little." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  obeyed  the  young  man's  request,  and 
coming  back  raised  the  light  form  to  a  sitting  posture  in 
the  bed,  and  sat  behind  him,  supporting  him  against  his 
breast,  and  put  the  manuscript  in  his  hands. 

Mr.  Neil  glanced  carefully  over  it,  and  then  said: 

"It  is  perfectly  correct,  Doctor;  I  could  not  have  written 
a  more  correct  statement  myself." 

"  Then  you  are  willing  to  take  an  oath  here  in  presence 
of  my  friend,  Colonel  Nelson,  who  is  a  notary  public,  as 
well  as  attorney,  that  the  confession  herein  contained  is 
true?" 

"Perfectly  willing,  and  glad  to  do  so,"  he  replied. 

Colonel  Nelson,  who  had  withdrawn  some  distance'from 
the  bed  and  was  standing,  with  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
in  front  of  the  small,  open  fire-place  in  the  room,  looking 
thoughtfully  into  the  smoldering  fire  upon  the  hearth, 
turned  his  head  when  Dr.  Mackenzie  called  his  name,  and 
coming  softly  forward  paused  beside  the  sick  man's  bed. 
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"  Col.  Nelson,  this  paper  contains  a  statement  and  con 
fession  to  which  I  wish  to  affix  my  name  and  oath.     Will 
you  administer  the  oath?  "  said  Mr.  Neil,  almost  pleadingly. 

"Certainly,  Mr.  Neil,  if  you  wish  it,"  replied  Col.  Nel- 
son, and  then  proceeded  to  administer  the  oath  in  due  form, 
and  placed  a  pen  in  the  sick  man's  hands  in  order  for  him 
to  affix  his  signature. 

He  wrote  the  name  in  a  clear,  bold  hand,  and  handing 
the  pen  back  to  Col.  Nelson  said,  while  a  sad  little  smile 
hovered  around  his  thin  lips: 

"  This  is  the  last  time  I  shall  ever  write  my  name.  But 
I  have  become  strangely  reconciled  to  my  fate  within  the 
last  twenty-four  hours.  Before  that,  I  could  not  bear  to 
think  of  dying — of  taking  the  great  final  plunge  into  the 
dark,  with  no  idea  of  where  I  was  going  to  land.  Now 
those  misgivings  have  all  left  me,  and  I  am  ready  to  obey 
the  great  summons,  which,  I  am  sure,  will  not  call  me  to  a 
worse  world  than  the  one  I  shall  leave  behind  me." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  laid  the  young  man  back  gently  upon 
the  pillows,  and  taking  the  parchment  from  his  hands 
folded  it  up  and  deposited  it  securely  in  an  inside  pocket 
of  his  coat. 

Col.  Nelson  lingered  a  few  moments  longer  in  the  sick- 
room, and,  after  speaking  some  kindly  parting  words  to  the 
sick  man,  took  his  leave. 

After  the  door  had  closed  on  his  retreating  form,  Mr. 
Neil  said,  in  a  feeble  voice: 

"I  wish  I  could  make  you  understand,  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
what  an  awful  load  has  been  lifted  from  my  heart  since  I 
told  you  my  secret.     It  has  taken  away  my  fear  of  death." 

"  Still  one  thing  more  remains  to  be  done,  my  poor  young 
friend,  and  that  is  to  make  your  peace  with  God,"  said 
the  physician,  gently. 

Mr.  Neil  turned  his  face  towards  the  wall  with  a  quick, 
impatient  movement,  and  said: 

I  do  not  believe    in  death-bed  repentances*     They 
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nay  do  very  well  for  the  denouement  of  a  tale  in  a  Sunday- 
school  book.  I  took  Walmer  Andrews'  life  because  I  bad 
sworn  to  do  it  and  because  I  thought  it  was  right.  But, 
•ight  or  wrong,  I  am  willing  to  abide  by  the  consequences, 
rad  will  not  play  the  coward's  part  now  by  seeking  to 
svade  them.  If  I  had  my  life  to  live  over  again  I  should, 
under  the  same  circumstances,  as  I  have  already  told  you, 
io  the  same  deed." 

A  heavy  sigh  escaped  the  listener's  lips.  How  terrible 
it  was  to  die  in  such  an  unrepentant  and  defiant  frame  of 
mind. 

He  made  one  or  two  more  futile  attempts  to  arouse  the 
heart  of  the  dying  man  to  a  sense  of  his  danger,  and  then, ' 
with  a  silent,  fervent  prayer  for  mercy  for  the  departing 
spirit,  he  took  his  leave. 

Before  doing  so,  however,  he  renewed  his  offer  to  send  a 
clergyman  to  the  sufferer's  bedside,  but  was  met  with 
another  decided  refusal. 

"  I  am  not  so  wholly  bad  as  you  think,  Doctor,"  the  young 
man  said,  pitifully,  in  answer  to  the  look  of  pain  on  the  physi- 
cian's kindly  face.  "  I  shot  and  killed  Walmer  Andrews,  it  is 
true,  but  his  own  cruelty  towards  my  blessed  mother  pro- 
voked the  act;  and  I  believe — although  it  will  no  doubt 
be  very  shocking  to  you  to  hear  me  assert  this — but  I  really 
believe  that  I  did  right  to  avenge  her  wrongs,  and  I  shall 
die  happier  for  having  done  so — my  precious  mother,"  he 
added,  while  a  tender  light  crept  into  his  brown  eyes — 
i(  God  only  knows  all  she  was  to  me." 

The  nurse  was  again  knocking  at  the  door  of  the  sick 
room,  and  the  Doctor,  promising  to  call  again  in  the  morn- 
ing, or  sooner  if  he  was  sent  for,  bade  the  dying  man  good- 
bye and  left  the  room  with  a  heavy  heart. 

When  he  made  his  usual  early  morning  call  the  next 
morning  Robert  Neil  was  sleeping  "the  sleep  that  knows 
not  breaking." 

"He  passed  away,  sir,  just  as  a  baby  falls  asleep  im  its 
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mother's  arms,"  said  the  nurse,  feelingly,  as  the  two  stooci 
looking  at  the  white,  peaceful  face  of  the  dead. 

(l  Just  about  an  hour  ago  he  awaked  from  a  long,  deep 
sleep,  and  after  I  had  given  him  the  drops  you  ordered,  sir, 
he  lay  back  on  the  pillows  and  dozed  off  again  for  a  few. 
moments,  and  then,  starting  up  with  what  seemed  to  me  toj 
be  a  delighted  look  of  recognition  upon  his  face,  he  cried 
out,  joyfully: 

(( '  Mother,  I  knew  that  I  should  find  you  waiting  to 
receive  your  boy.  You  are  not  displeased  with  me,  darling, 
I  knew  you  would  not  be/  And,  sir  he  just  gave  one; 
little  gasp  and  all  was  over." 

"Poor  boy,  poor  boy,"  said  the  physician,  gently,  as  he 
tenderly  coverd  up  the  dead  face,  upon  which  a  smile  of 
peace  and  happiness  had  settled.  "It  is  not  for  man  to  pass 
judgment  upon  him,  whatever  his  mistakes  were." 

A  sum  of  money  sufficient  to  defray  all  the  expenses 
Eobert  Neil  had  incurred  since  his  stay  in  Magnolia  Centre, 
besides  paying  his  funeral  expenses,  with  a  sum  sufficient 
left  to  place  a  marble  slab  over  his  grave,  was  found  in  the 
dead  man's  trunk. 

Then  in  a  grave  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  still 
unmarked  one  of  Walmer  Andrews,  Robert  Neil  was  left 
in  peace  to  sleep  the  dreamless  sleep  which  comes  at  last 
to  all  earth's  wayfarers. 

And  over  that  lowly  grave,  the  grass  of  which  is  never 
trod  by  mourners'  feet,  the  sparkling  sun  beams  just  as 
lovingly,  the  rain  and  gentle  dews  of  heaven  fall  just  as 
refreshingly;  while  the  Southern  songbirds  sing  as  sweetly 
and  blithely  above  it,  as  if  the  young  feet  of  the  pale  sleeper, 
had  never  wandered  away  from  paths  of  righteousness. 

Oh,  Life  !  oh,  Death  !  who  can  unravel  thy  mysteries  ? 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

A    CHANGE   OF    SCENE.  —  WALLACE    ANDREWS   AND    HIS 
YOUNG  WIPE. 

Come  with  us,  dear  reader,  to  the  Arlington,  a  large, 
home-like  hotel,  situated  at  the  world-renowned  Santa 
Barbara,  in  southern  California. 

The  morning  sun  is  flooding  the  valley  and  rests  gently 
on  the  tall  tree  tops  which  line  the  long  street  leading  to 
the  wharf.  The  birds  are  holding  a  carnival  of  song,  and 
the  air  is  filled  with  the  perfume  of  flowers.  High  up  the 
mountain  side  the  grass  is  green  and  velvety,  and  the  low 
hills  that  separate  a  part  of  the  town  from  the  bay  are 
covered  with  long,  rank  grass. 

After  letting  your  eyes  rest  for  a  time  on  this  charming 
view  of  nature's  loveliness  spread  out  before  your  delighted 
vision  from  the  veranda  of  the  Hotel  Arlington,  slowly 
withdraw  them  and  look  at  this  young  couple  who  are  at 
this  early  hour,  pacing,  arm-in-arm,  the  broad  length  of 
the  almost  deserted  veranda. 

Both  have  the  air  of  foreign  travel  about  them,  and 
you  look  from  the  quietly  happy  face  of  the  young  man 
into  the  face  of  his  companion.  She  appears  so  young, 
scarcely  more  than  a  child;  still,  beneath  the  beautiful 
auburn  hair  brushed  carelessly  back  from  her  broad,  white 
forehead  a  pair  of  deep  violet  eyes,  with  such  a  wistful, 
weary  and  sorrowful  expression,  look  out  at  you,  that 
you  involuntarily  start  back. 

She  pauses  in  her  walk  and  leans  heavily  against  one  of 
the  pillars  of  the  veranda,  over  which  a  dark  green  vine 
had  wrapped  its  soft  drapery. 

"You  are  tire^^arln^     ihall  we  go  in,  or  shall  I 
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bring  you  a  chair  in  the  shade  of  this  vine?"  the  young 
man  said,  with  great  tenderness. 

"You  may  bring  me  a  chair,  Wallace,"  she  answered, 
wearily.     "  The  air  is  delicious  here." 

Ah,  that  voice  and  that  name,  you  have  recognized  them 
both  I  know,  by  the  light  of  recognition  that  now  flashes 
into  your  hitherto  puzzled  eyes. 

Yes,  the  couple  which  has  claimed  our  attention  for  the 
last  few  moments  is  Wallace  Andrews  and  his  wife,  whom 
we  knew  as  Madalena  Mackenzie. 

They  have  just  returned  from  foreign  lands,  whither 
they  had  gone  immediately  after  their  elopement  and 
hasty  marriage  in  Jacksonville  over  two  years  since. 

Wallace  Andrews  had  in  every  sense  of  the  word  been 
true  to  the  oath  he  had  taken  in  the  presence  of  Madalena 
Mackenzie,  under  the  starlit  sky,  soon  after  his  father's 
death,  and  she  had  as  equally  been  true  to  hers. 

Every  thing  that  wealth  could  do,  or  love  suggest,  had 
been  done  by  Wallace  Andrews  to  bring  the  light  of  hap- 
piness to  the  face  of  this  fair  being  by  his  side,  whom  he 
called  by  the  sacred  name  of  wife,  but  whom  he  must 
ever  regard  as  an  adored  captive,  whose  heart  was  always 
with  the  first  and  only  love  of  her  life;  from  whom  she  had 
been  so  cruelly  torn. 

She  was  very  gentle,  very  patient  with  her  husband,  and 
tried  to  show  her  deep  gratitude  for  his  constant  acts  of 
thoughtful  kindness,  and  for  the  fidelity  with  which  he  had 
kept  his  promises  to  her.  But,  ah,  to  love  him,  that  was 
beyond  any  power  she  possessed. 

So  he  had  at  last,  after  many  a  fierce  battle  with  his 
jealous  heart,  taught  himself  to  accept  the  gentle  ways 
and  kind  words  of  his  wife  in  lieu  of  love,  and  although 
realizing  to  the  fullest  extent  that  his  wife  would  ever  lack 
the  one  great  element  which  would  have  rendered  his 
existence  a  heaven  on  earth,  he  had  at  last  accepted  the 
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inevitable,  and  feasting  on  the  great  love  in  his  heart, 
which  he  himself  bore  her,  he  was  not  an  unhappy  man. 

Society,  Wallace  Andrews  and  his  wife  had  always 
shunned.  They  traveled  where  every  fancy  moved  them; 
and  Madalena,  a  wonderful  lover  of  all  that  was  grand  and 
sublime  in  nature  and  art,  tried  to  be  content. 

But,  alas,  alas!  whether  in  the  grand  old  cathedrals,  or 
gazing  on  lovely  landscapes,  or  sojourning  among  the 
Alps  and  Appennines,  whether  at  Naples,  in  old  and 
moldy  Rome,  or  in  Egypt  and  the  Holy  Land,  whether  in 
galleries,  churches  or  ruins,  between  her  eyes  and  each 
scene  of  loveliness,  wonder  or  sublimity  came  the  pan- 
orama of  the  past  and  a  vision  of  a  sad,  reproachful  face, 
who  looked  into  her  very  soul  with  its  velvety  black  eyes, 
and  murmured,  disdainfully,  " false,  false,  false." 

During  their  two  years'  absence  they  had  received  no 
word  or  item  of  news  from  Magnolia  Centre.  Madalena 
knew  not  if  her  parents  were  living,  or  how  fared  the 
loved  ones  in  the  dear  home  she  had  deserted. 

By  and  by,  as  if  by  silent  mutual  consent,  the  travelers 
had  turned  their  faces  homeward. 

When  they  had  arrived  at  New  York,  he  asked  her  for 
the  first  time  if  they  should  return  to  their  old  home;  and 
she,  choking  back  the  great  sobs  which  swelled  in  her 
throat,  and  beating  down  the  intense  desire  to  once  more 
be  near  her  family  and  friends  of  other  days  and  child- 
hood's home,  had  answered  him,  with  pale,  trembling  lips: 

"Not  there,  Wallace,  not  there — any  place  but  home." 

"It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  my  precious  wife,"  he  an- 
swered, patting  the  hand  he  held  fondly;  and  in  a  few 
days  they  were  en  route  for  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Santa  Barbara  had  been  chosen  as  their  prospective 
point,  as  being  a  quiet,  healthy,  mild-climated  retreat, 
rioli  in  varied  scenery  and  abounding  in  birds,  fruit  and 
flowers;  here  they  proposed  to  spend  the  winter  months. 
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They  had  been  in  this  favorite  resort— this  American 
Nice — just  twenty-four  hours  when  we  first  looked  in  upon 
tjiem.  It  was  still  early  in  the  season,  and  very  few  vis- 
itors had  as  yet  taken  up  their  abode  in  the  pretty  Hotel 
Arlington,  where  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrews  had  taken  rooms 
for  the  winter. 

A  few  weeks  passed  quietly  away,  and  new  visitors  were 
added  to  the  guests  at  the  Arlington. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrews  made  no  acquaintances.  People 
looked  curiously  upon  this  couple,  who  seemed  to  be  a 
world  sufficient  unto  themselves,  and  wondered  vaguely  at 
the  sorrowful  expression  and  weary,  listless  manner  of  the 
beautiful  young  wife,  who  accepted  the  homage  paid  her 
by  her  devoted  husband  quietly  and  gratefully  but  with 
never  an  answering  beam  of  love  lighting  up  the  sad 
expression  of  the  deep  violet  eyes. 

It  was  a  warm,  beautiful  moonlight  night.  The  sea 
breeze  came  sweeping  in  from  the  bay  mingled  with  the 
perfume  of  the  flowers.  The  waves  broke  and  spread  out 
in  great  sheets  of  white  foam,  rose  and  fell  like  the 
changes  in  some  grand  harmony. 

Most  of  the  guests  at  the  Arlington,  attracted  by  the 
beauty  of  the  night,  had  gathered  .on  the  wide,  long  veran- 
da of  the  hotel,  where  some  were  promenading,  arm-in- 
arm,, enjoying  the  invigorating  breeze  and  the  shimmering 
moonlight,  while  they  listened  to  the  sweet  strains  of 
music  floating  from  the  grand  orchestra  seated  on  the 
upper  balcony. 

Others  had  gathered  themselves  into  little  groups  here 
and  there,  laughing  and  chatting  in  low  tones. 

Mr.  Andrews  and  his  wife  sat  apart  from  the  rest,  in  a 
secluded  nook  of  the  veranda,  seemingly  enjoying  in  their 
usually  quiet  way  the  beauty  of  their  surroundings. 

The  hour  grew  late,  and  one  after  another  of  the  gay 
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guests  disappeared  from  the  veranda  and  sought  their 
respective  rooms,  until  no  one  remained  but  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Andrews. 

The  music  from  the  orchestra  had  long  since  ceased, 
and  the  sounds  about  the  great  house  were  still.  Still  this 
solitary  couple,  as  if  enamored  of  the  beauty  of  the  night, 
sat  on,  sometimes  engaged  in  low-toned  conversation,  but 
most  of  the  time  silent  and  thoughtful. 

Suddenly  the  silence  was  broken  by  the  sound  of  can- 
tering horses'  feet,  and  presently  two  horsemen  approached 
the  steps  of  the  veranda,  and,  after  dismounting  and  giv- 
ing their  horses  into  the  hands  of  a  groom  who  had  come 
forward  to  meet  them,  ascended  the  steps  and  paused  not 
far  from  where  the  silent  couple  were  seated. 

"  Heigho!  what  a  lovely  canter  we  had,"  exclaimed  one 
of  the  gentlemen,  taking  oif  his  hat  and  tossing  back  the 
hair  from  his  heated  forehead  as  he  spoke,  "such  a  delight- 
ful place  as  this,  I  feel  as  if  I  could  spend  the  remainder 
of  my  life  here." 

"There  is  no  denying  the  beauty  and  pleasantness  of 
this  place  now,"  replied  his  companion,  who  was  a  middle- 
aged  gentleman  and  somewhat  older  than  the  first  speaker. 
i(  But,  I  think  if  one  should  risk  remaining  here  during 
the  long  hot  summer,  where  he  would  not  see  a  drop  of 
rain  for  six  months,  he  would  stand  a  pretty  good  chance 
to  become  disenchanted.  But  it  must  be  late,"  he  broke 
off  to  say  as  he  drew  out  his  watch,  and  consulted  its  face 
by  the  bright  moonbeams  falling  about  them.  "  Twelve 
o'clock  exactly — shall  we  go  in?  " 

"  I  am  in.no  hurry,"  replied  the  other.  "  Suppose  we 
have  a  smoke  before  we  turn  in?" 

"The  very  thing  I  was  going  to  propose  myself," 
replied  the  elder  gentleman,  and  lighting  their  fragrant 
Havanas,  they  seated  themselves  within  a  few  feet  of  where 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrews  were  sitting  in  the  shadow  of  the 
thickly-matted  vines,  which  covered  the  end  of  the 
veranda. 

The  new  comers  evidently  had  not  noticed  the  presence 
of  the  silent  couple,  when  they  sat  down  and  engaged  in 
pleasant  conversation,  while  they  smoked  their  cigars* 

And  thus,  an  unexpected  and  tragic  thread  which  seem- 
ingly hung  on  this  trifle,  was  suddenly  woven  into  the 
lives  of  Wallace  Andrews  and  his  wife,  who  after  the  first 
glance  at  the  gentlemen  had  paid  no  more  heed  to  them, 
or  their  conversation,  until  a  name,  never  mentioned 
between  them,  fell  upon  their  hitherto  heedless  ears;  and 
immediately  drew  the  attention  of  each  to  the  speakers. 

"Did  you  notice  any  new  arrivals  to-day?"  asked  the 
younger  man,  as  he  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke  from  his  mouth 
which  floated  in  a  steely  cloud  over  the  balustrade,  into 
the  bright  moonlight. 

"Yes,  two,  old  Judge  McKinney,  of  Magnolia  Centre, 
Florida,  whom  I  knew  very  well,  and.  his  nephew,  Fred 
Hall,  with  whom  I  have  no  acquaintance,"  replied  the 
other. 

"I  understand  that  Magnolia  Centre  has  become  quite 
an  important  place.  Well,  sir,  I  never  should  have  thought 
it  possible  when  I  was  there  a  dozen  or  more  years  since. 
I  went  there  with  the  view  of  establishing  myself  in  busi- 
ness, but  I  only  remained  a  few  days;  for  Magnolia  Centre 
of  that  day,  was  too  far  behind  the  age  to  suit  me,"  said 
the  first  speaker. 

"Did  you  meet  Walmer  Andrews  while  you  were  in 
Magnolia  Centre?" 

"Walmer  Andrews,"  repeated  the  other,  thoughtfully — 
"let  me  see — Walmer  Andrews?  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  him 
now,  he  was  the  only  rich  man  in  the  place  when  I  was 
there.  Yes,  I  called  on  him  at  his  store  one  day  and 
thought  him  a  surly  old  curmudgeon." 
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"  Did  you  ever  hear  that  he  was  shot  and  killed  after- 
ward?" 

"I  do,  now,  since  you  speak  of  it,  remember  of  having 
read  something  about  it  in  the  papers.  He  was  assassi- 
nated by  some  unknown  person,  was  he  not?" 
o  "Yes,  and  the  mystery  surrounding  his  murder  was 
never  explained  until  about  six  months  ago.  Judge 
McKinney  told  me  about  it  this  afternoon,  and  that  was 
the  first  I  had  heard  of  it,  as  I  never  happened  to  run 
across  an  account  of  it  in  the  papers.  There  is  so  much 
to  read  now-a-days,  one  can  not  read  everything,  you 
know,"  the  speaker  added,  with  a  light  laugh. 

"Well,  what  about  it?"  questioned  the  other  gentle- 
man. 

"Not  much,"  said  the  first  speaker,  throwing  away  the 
stump  of  his  exhausted  cigar,  as  he  spoke,  "  only  that 
about  six  months  since,  a  young  man  by  the  name  of 
Eobert  Neil  came  to  Magnolia  Centre,  very  sick,  and  died 
in  a  short  time.  But  before  he  died,  he  made  a  full  con- 
fession to  which  he  took  his  oath,  that  he  had  shot  and 
killed  Walmer  Andrews  for  some  injury,  real  or  fancied, 
that  Andrews  had  wrought  against  his  mother,  when  Neil 
was  a  young  boy.  The  mother  died  shortly  afterward,  and 
the  boy  had  taken  an  oath  over  her  corpse,  that  he  would 
kill  Walmer  Andrews,  at  whose  door  he  laid  the  cause  of 
his  mother's  death.  And  years  after,  when  he  had  attained 
his  majority,  he  returned  to  Magnolia  Centre,  and  did  what 
he  had  sworn  to  do — shot  and  killed  Walmer  Andrews,  and 
then  made  his  escape  undetected." 

"  It  seems  strange  that  he  should  have  succeeded  in  this 
when  the  chances  for  running  down  a  criminal,  owing  to 
our  perfect  detective  service,  are  so  good,"  said  the  listener, 
thoughtfully. 

"Yes.  But  a  stranger  part  of  the  story  is,  that  young 
Neil  testified,  on  his  death-bed,  that  he  had   stolen  a 
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revolver  from  the  buggy  of  a  physician  of  Magnolia  Centre, 
a  Doctor — what  is  it? — Mc — Mc — something — oh,  yes,  a 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  with  which  he  did  the  shooting,  and  then 
threw  the  pistol  away,  on  the  very  scene  of  the  murder. 
Still  the  weapon  was  never  found." 

"Which  was  a  lucky  thing  for  its  owner,  I  should  say, 
if  there  was  any  way  by  which  its  identity  could  have  been 
traced/''  replied  the  other. 

There  was  the  sound  of  hastily  moving  feet,  and  a 
smothered  groan  coming  from  the  rear  of  where  the 
speakers  sat. 

Turning  quickly  around,  the  gentlemen  were  startled  to 
see  the  form  of  a  woman  fall  apparently  lifeless  into  the 
arms  of  the  gentleman  beside  her,  which  had  been  extended 
in  time  to  save  her  from  falling  heavily  to  the  floor. 

They  sprang  hastily  to  his  assistance. 

"Back,  villains! "  he  cried,  in  a  voice  hoarse  with  passion. 
"Back,  I  say;  you  have  murdered  my  wife  I" 

And  pressing  the  unconscious  form  of  his  light  burden 
closely  to  his  loudly-beating  heart,  he  strode  with  firm 
steps  across  the  veranda,  entered  the  open  door  of  the  wide 
hall,  and  quickly  ascended  the  broad,  thickly-carpeted 
stairs  to  his  wife's  apartments  above. 

The  men  left  standing  alone  on  the  moonlighted  ver- 
anda looked  with  consternation  into  each  other's  pale,  sur- 
prised faces,  and  not  connecting  the  words  of  their  con- 
versation with  the  deep  swoon  into  which  the  lady  had 
fallen,  and  remembering  the  man's  actions  and  strange 
words  to  them,  thought  him  a  lunatic. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

RECONCILIATION. — THE  WRECK. 

"  Madalena !  Madalena  !  my  wife,  my  darling,  my  all 
speak  to  me!  oh,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  open  your  eyes, 
and  look  at  me  once  more,  and  tell  me  that  you  do  not 
hate  me." 

Wallace  Andrews  was  kneeling  beside  the  bed  upon 
which  he  had  placed  the  unconscious  form  of  his  wife, 
after  bearing  her  in  from  the  veranda.  At  first  he  thought 
the  shock  of  the  news  which  she  had  heard  gossipped 
between  the  two  gentlemen,  had  killed  her;  for,  it  had 
been  several  minutes  before  his  efforts  to  restore  her  to 
consciousness  had  been  of  any  avail.  But,  at  length,  with 
a  low,  fluttering  sigh,  animation  had  returned  to  the 
corpse-like  face,  and  the  eyes  unclosed,  and  looked  for  a 
moment,  with  a  dazed,  frightened  stare,  up  into  the 
anguished  face  of  her  husband,  bending  above  her. 

Then,  as  it  all  came  back  to  her  memory,  the  words  she 
had  overheard  between  the  two  gentlemen  on  the  veranda 
—bringing  with  them  the  awful  bitterness  of  the  mistake 
that  had  led  to  her  life's  sacrifice,  she  closed  her  eyes 
again,  while  a  great,  dry  sob  shook  her  bosom,  and,  turn- 
ing suddenly  away  from  the  anxious  watcher,  she  buried 
her  face  in  the  pillow. 

"If  I  deceived  you,  my  wife,  it  was  because  I  was 
deceived  myself,"  he  continued,  taking  her  cold  hand 
within  his  own  trembling  ones,  and  covering  it  with  kisses. 
There  has  not,  up  to  the  present  moment,  since  I  knew  of 
my  father's  murder,  ever  a  shadow  of  doubt  crossed  my 
mind,  but  that  your  father  was  his  murderer;  and  you, . 
yourself,  my  darling,  have  shared  my  conviction  in  this— " 
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"And  now,  that  we  know  how  bitterly  we  have  wronged' 
him,  there  remains  but  one  restitution  that  we  can  make."' 
She  sprang  from  the  bed  as  she  spoke,  and  looked  at  his 
kneeling  figure,  with  dry,  tearless  eyes.     "  And  that — " 

He  rose  hastily  to  his  feet  and  pinioned  her  cold  hands 
within  his  strong  grasp. 

"  Do  not  say  those  words,  Madalena!  For  the  love  of 
God,  leave  them  unsaid  !  If  you,  now  that  you  know  all, 
seek  to  abandon  me,  my  blood  will  be  on  your  head  !  I 
will  fill  a  suicide's  grave.  To  try  to  live  without  you, 
would — " 

She  stopped  his  words  with  an  entreating  gesture  and 
said,  solemnly,  "  Whom  God  hath  joined  together,  let  no 
man  put  assunder."  Then  slowly  and  reverently,  she  con- 
tinued, "  No,  Wallace,  I  have  sworn  to  be  your  true  wife 
before  God  and  man,  and  naught'  but  death  can  break  that 
compact." 

"God  bless  you,  my  darling,  my  angel,  my  life!"  he 
cried,  in  a  transport  of  unspeakable  joy,  as  he  drew  her  to 
his  bosom  and  rained  kisses  and  tears  of  joy  on  her  cold 
face.  "Forgive  me,  dearest,  for  having  thought  for  a 
moment  that  you  would  desert  me.  What  were  you 
about  to  say  when  I  interrupted  you,  my  darling  wife? 
What  restitution  can  we  make  to  atone  to  your  father  for 
the  wrong  we  unconsciously  did  him?" 

She  reached  up  her  small,  soft  hand,  and  gently  stroked 
his  bearded  cheek,  which  was  the  first  voluntary  caress 
Wallace  Andrews'  wife  had  ever  given  him. 

"  Wallace,"  she  said,  in  tones  so  low  that  he  had  to  bend 
his  head  low  over  the  face  resting  on  his  bosom  to  catch 
the  import  of  her  words,  "  you  must,  in  part,  release  me 
now  from  the  oath  I  gave  you  in  exchange  for  your  own,  on 
that  Christmas  night  nearly  three  years  ago,  when  we  knelt 
together  under  the  old  oak  tree,  with  none  but  the  silent 
stars  to  witness  the  compact  we  entered  into.  You  must 
take  me  back  to  my  father  and  mother  and  give  me  leata 
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to  disclose  to  them,  only,  why  I  married  you.  Let  me  do 
this,  and  sue  for  the  forgiveness  which  I  feel  sure  they 
will  accord;  and  then  we  will  settle  down  in  your  old 
home,  near  my  kindred,  and,  in  seeking  to  do  the  good 
which  your  wealth  places  within  our  power,  we  will  try  to 
merit  at  least  a  degree  of  happiness.  No  one  need  know  of 
the  niistake  we  made  except  my  parents,"  continued  tho 
noble-hearted  girl. 

"It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  my  precious  wife.  I,  myself, 
will  kneel  at  your  father's  feet  and  plead  for  his  forgiveness 
for  the  mistake  I  made  in  thinking  him  guilty  of  the  crime 
of  which,  in  my  heart,  he  has  so  long  stood  accused.  But, 
oh,  my  darling,  after  all,  had  it  not  been  for  this  mistake 
my  life's  great  happiness  would  never  have  come  to  me." 

She  raised  her  hand,  with  a  forbidding  gesture,  and  he, 
crushing  back  the  hot,  passionate  words  of  adoration  which 
rose  to  his  lips,  listened  while  she  disclosed  her  plan,  which 
was  to  start  for  Magnolia  Centre  as  soon  as  the  necessary 
arrangements  could  be  made,  to  seek  forgiveness  at  her 
parents'  feet. 

If,  in  her  joy  at  finding  her  father  innocent  of  the  crime, 
for  which  she  had  given  her  life's  happiness  to  shield  him 
from  the  consequences  of,  she  even  thought  of  Paul 
Fleming,  she  crushed  the  thought  down  as  unholy,  now 
that  she  was  the  wife  of  another.  Paul  Fleming  despised 
her,  of  course,  as  he  was  perfectly  justifiable  in  doing.  But 
what  mattered  it  if  her  parents  only  understood  what  her 
motive  had  been,  and  forgave  her? 

Madalena  was  too  loyal  to  the  man  whose  wife  she  was, 
even  if  she  did  not,  and  could  not,  love  him,  to  wish  even 
to  have  the  act  of  her  elopement  and  marriage  righted  in 
the  eyes  of  her  former  lover. 

A  peaceful  calm,  which  was  something  the  nearest  akin 
to  happiness  her  heart  had  known  since  the  evidence  of  her 
father's  guilt  was  first  revealed  to  her,  fell  on  Madalena's 
heart  that  night. 
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Wallace  Andrews  realized  the  change  in  her  feelings, 
and  hope,  with  a  smiling  face,  whispered  to  his  heart  that| 
he  would  yet  win  the  love  of  his  idolized  wife. 

Three  days  later  the  long  journey  across  the  continent] 
was  begun. 

Mr.  Andrews,  ever  solicitous  for  his  wife's  comfort,  was, 
if  possible,  more  tender,  more  assiduous  in  his  attentions; 
for  her  welfare  than  ever  before.  The  cold  was  intense, 
and  his  constant  fear  was  that  the  sudden  transition  from 
the  mild,  summer-like  warmness  of  the  climate  they  had 
left,  to  the  sweeping  winds  of  winter  which  they  were' 
forced  to  encounter  in  making  the  journey,  would  result 
seriously  to  her  health. 

Madalena  smiled  at  her  husband's  fears,  and  said:  "The 
journey  will  not  be  a  very  long  one,  and  with  all  the 
improved  appliances  for  the  traveler's  comfort  with  which 
we  are  provided,  we  are  as  comfortable  and  safe  as  if  we 
were  sitting  in  our  parlor  at  home,  and  in  a  few  days  we 
will  be  in  our  own  sunny  land  again.  Oh,  Wallace,  I  am 
so  glad  we  are  going  home.  What  a  long,  weary  time  has 
intervened  since  our  absence.  Home — home,  the  sweetest 
word  in  the  English  language,"  and  the  young  wife  looked 
from  the  wiudow  of  the  fast-flying  coach  out  on  the  vast 
expanse  of  plain,  lying  cold  and  white  under  its  unbroken 
shroud  of  snow,  with  a  tender  light  of  anticipated  joy  on 
her  sweet  face,  which  had  long  been  a  stranger  there. 

The  sun  sank  out  of  sight  in  his  bed  of  snow,  and  dark- 
ness settled  down  upon  the  landscape  through  which  they 
were  passing. 

How  little  thought  the  passengers  of  the  palatial  car, 
as  they  laid  their  weary  heads  on  the  pillows  of  their  com- 
fortable berths  that  night,  that  when  the  morning  sun 
broke  smilingly  again  over  that  trackless  desert  of  white- 
ness, its  beams  would  fall  pityingly  upon  the  scene  of  their 
now  fast-speeding  train,  which  they  fondly  dreamed  was 
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bearing  them,  swiftly  and  safely,  to  their  several  destina- 
tions, lying  a  helpless  and  shattered  wreck,  with  the  dead, 
iying  and  wounded  passengers  strewn  pitifully  about,  crim- 

Ioning  the  frozen  snow  with  many  a  carmine  stain. 
So  merciful  and  tender  is  the  God  that  pityingly  draws 
he  veil  between  our  human  eyes  and  future  events,  that, 
when  trials  and  disasters  spring  upon  us  unawares,  as  a 
thief  coming  in  the  night,  He  either  takes  us  to  Himself 
or  gives  us  strength  and  courage  to  bear  the  burden  of  our 
grief  and  pain. 

It  was  the  "old,  old  story" — simply  "Another  Eailroad 
Horror,"  caused  by  the  carelessness  of  the  official  whose 
duty  it  was  to  keep  the  track  unobstructed  for  the  coming 
of  the  night  express,  the  consequence  of  which  neglect  of 
duty  was  a  collision  on  the  loneliest  part  of  the  road 
between  a  freight  train  and  the  passenger  express,  causing 
a  disaster  which  numbered  its  victims  by  more  than  d 
dozen. 

Every  few  days  we  read  of  such  accidents  in  the  columns 
of  our  daily  press;  and,  sick  at  heart,  we  turn  shudder- 
ingly  away  from  the  printed  pages  that  try  in  vain  to  fully 
depict  the  horrors  of  such  a  scene,  which  to  be  realized  In 
all  its  ghastliness  must  be  experienced. 

Several  hours  elapsed  before  assistance  could  be  ren- 
dered to  the  unfortunate  passengers  of  the  wreck;  and 
when  the  first  rosy  flush  of  dawn  lighted  up  the  scene 
with  a  crimson  glow  and  fell  upon  the  pale,  haggard  and 
anguished  faces  of  the  living  and  the  peaceful  ones  of  the 
dead,  set  in  marble  whiteness,  Madalena  was  seated,  her- 
self uninjured,  on.  a  pallet  of  bed-clothing  hastily  gath- 
ered from  the  wrecked  sleeper  by  the  kind  hands  of  the 
uninjured  passengers  and  spread  on  the  snow-covered 
ground,  supporting  the  head  of  her  dying  husband  on  her 
bosom  while  tears  of  grief  fell  hot  and  fast  from  her  eyes 
upon  the  kindly  upturned  faee>  over  which  the  gray  hug 
al  #e*ffh  Wffsiast weeding ; 
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"Thank  God,  my  darling,  that  you  are '"safe,"  he  mur-j 
mured,  feebly,  thoughts  of  her  welfare  even  in  death  ris-| 
ing  paramount  to  every  other  feeling.  "Kiss  me,  myS 
wife,  and  promise  me  not  to  grieve.  God  knows  best,  my^ 
darling." 

She  bent  over  and  pressed  her  tear-stained  cheek  to  his, 
which  was  growing  cold  and  pale,  and  whispered: 

"Oh,  Wallace!  truest,  best  and  most  tender  of  hus- 
bands, live  for  my  sake!  How  can  I  let  you  die  with  the 
memory  of  my  past  coldness  imprinted  on  your  heart! 
Live!  live,  so  that  I  may  atone!"  Sobs  choked  her  fur- 
ther utterance. 

Such  a  look  of  ineffable  joy  as  spread  over  the  face  of 
the  dying  man  as  he  heard  those  words  must  have  caught 
its  reflection  from  the  radiant,  joyous  face  of  some, 
heavenly  visitant  hovering  over  the  sorrowful  scene,  ready 
to  bear  the  spirit  of  the  departing  triumphantly  away. 

With  the  last  remnant  of  his  flickering  and  fast  expiring 
strength,  Mr.  Andrews  raised  his  arm  and  wound  it  ten- 
derly  about  the  neck  of  his  weeping  wife. 

"Madalena,"  he  whispered,  feebly,  <4it  can  not  be,  my 
darling  !  your  prayers  can  not  be  answered.  The  sum- 
mons has  sounded,  and  I  must  obey.  But,  mj  wife, 
before  I  go,  let  me  hear  in  death  the  sound  of  the  sweet 
words  which  was  denied  me  in  life.  Madalena,  can  you 
say  them  now,  my  wife  ?  Can  you  say  '  Wallace,  I  love 
you  ? '  Only  these  four  little  words,  my  angel,  and  the 
door  of  the  heavenly  mansion  will  stand  ajar,  and  the 
flood-light  of  glory  from  within  will  stream  upon  the 
cold,  dark  tide  of  the  river  of  death,  and  I  shall  know  no 
fear." 

God  help  her  !  One  more  silent  cry  from  her  anguished 
and  bleeding  heart  went  up  to  heaven  for  strength  ;  she 
bent  and  pressed  her  trembling  lips  to  his  cold  ones  in  a 
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long,  lingering  kiss,  and  then,  slightly  raising  her  head, 
repeated  the  words  he  was  pleading  to  hear — "  Wallace,  I 
love  yon  ! " 

"  Oh,  the  sweet  sound  of  those  words  !  Thank  God  for 
the  comfort  thus  given  me  in  this  supreme  hour.  *  Wal- 
lace, I  love  you  ! '  Oh  !  sweet  assurance,  that  will  linger 
with  me  throughout  all  eternity.  And  now,  my  darling, 
one  request  more,  and  I  will  go  in  peace.  Say  that  you 
forgive  me." 

She  placed  her  hand  hurriedly  across  his  pale  lips  and 
murmured,  brokenly  :  "I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  my 
husband.  It  is  I  who  should  sue  for  your  forgiveness  for 
my  coldness  and  sullen  discontent." 

"  You  have  been  my  true  and  dutiful  wife  through  all 
these  years,  my  darling,  and  God  will  bless  and  reward  you 
for  it.  If  I  only  had  strength  to  tell  you  how  happy  I 
have  been  since  you  became  my  wife,  although  I  forced 
you  into  our  marriage,  you  would  not  think  I  had  anything 
to  forgive  you  for." 

He  closed  his  eyes  wearily,  and  rested,  like  a  tired  child, 
against  her  bosom. 

How  long  she  sat  thus  she  never  knew.  His  breath 
became  shorter  and  shorter,  and  as  she  saw  the  end  was 
approaching,  prayed  for  strength  to  be  able  to  sustain  her 
burden  to  the  last. 

Others  approached  and  offered  to  relieve  her,  but  she 
waved  them  back. 

"  Who  ever  witnessed  such  devotion  before,"  they  whis- 
pered to  one  another,  as  they  turned  pityingly  away  from 
the  sight. 

"  Madalena," — the  pale  lids  unclosed  once  more,  and 
he  looked  into  her  face  with  dry,  calm  eyes — "  my  dar- 
ling, you  will  find,  although  I  have  never  spoken  of  this 
to  you  before,  that  my  business  is  all  arranged  so  that  the 
BetiKng  of  mgr  estate  need  give  vou  no  trouble.     My  will 
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has  been  made  ever  since  the  first  year  of  our  marriage, 
and  is  in  the  hands  of  my  attorney,  Mr.  Johnson,  of  Mag- 
nolia Centre.  Kiss  me  once  more,  my  precious  wife,  and 
hold  me  close  to  your  bosom,  for  I  am  growing  cold." 

Fervently  she  obeyed  his  request,  and  ere  she  raised  her 
head  her  lips  pressed  those  of  the  dead. 

The  roar  of  the  approaching  train  coming  to  their 
deliverance  sounded  in  her  distracted  ears,  and  soon  kind 
faces,  bedewed  with  tears  at  the  sight,  bent  over  her,  and 
kind  hands  took  the  dead  form  of  her  husband  from  her 
almost  frozen  arms  and  lifted  her  own  fainting  form  from 
the  cold  ground,  and  gave  her  all  the  tender  care  that 
warm  and  sympathizing  hearts  could  suggest. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  that  sad,  sad  day,  Madalena, 
with  the  remains  of  her  husband,  which  she  had  caused 
to  be  embalmed  and  placed  in  a  costly  casket,  resumed  her 
lonely  journey  toward  the  home  of  her  childhood. 

What  a  different  home  from  the  one  of  which  she  had 
fondly  dreamed  upon  leaving  Santa  Barbara. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

MADALENA    ARRIVES    AT    MAGNOLIA    CENTRE    WITH    HER 
HUSBANDS  REMAINS. — THE  UNFORGIVING  FATHER. 

The  twilight  of  the  short  winter's  day  was  deepening 
into  night,  when  Madalena,  clad  in  her  sable  garments  of 
widowhood,  reached  Magnolia  Centre. 

Mr.  Johnston,  to  whom  she  had  that  afternoon  tele- 
graphed the  news  of  the  sad  accident,  and  her  expected 
arrival,  was  at  the  depot  to  meet  her,  accompanied  by  the 
undertaker. 

The  dispatch  had  only  been  received  an  hour  before  the 
arrival  of  the  train,  so  the  news  had  not  been  spread  to  any 
extent  through  the  town. 

Mr.  Johnston  pressed  botn  of  her  cold  hands  within  his 
own,  and  looked  sympathetically  into  the  pale,  sad  face  of 
the  young  widow,  whom  he  remembered  as  having  last 
seen  her  a  bright  and  laughter-loving  girl;  and,  drawing 
her  arm  within  his  own,  led  her  quickly  through  the 
twinkling  lights  of  the  depot  platform,  where  a  few 
loungers  gathered,  to  the  close  carriage  in  waiting,  in 
which  they  were  rapidly  driven  to  the  Andrews  residence. 

The  house  which  had  been  so  long  closed  and  shrouded 
in  gloom,  was  all  aglow  with  light,  and  Aunt  Topsey  and 
the  house  servant  were  gathered — a  weeping  group  in  the 
hall. 

The  last  and  only  time  that  Madalena  had  ever  entered 
this  house  was  when  she  had  stolen  in  on  that  rainy  night 
long  ago,  to  take  the  last  look  at  the  beloved  face  of  the 
young  girl  whom  she  loved  so  well,  before  the  earth  closed 
over  it  forever. 

She  greeted  the  servants  kindly  through  her  fast-falling 
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tears,  as  Aunt  Topsey  led  her  to  her  own  .room;  and  when 
the  door  had  closed  upon  them  the  old  nurse's  grief  burst 
forth  afresh. 

"Boff  my  lambs  is  gone,  Miss  Madalena, — my  little  chil- 
len  dat  I  brought  up  and  loved  as  I  did  my  life,"  she  said, 
as  she  sank  down  on  the  carpet  burying  her  face  in  her 
hands,  and  rocking  her  body  to  and  fro.  ' '  Fust  my  poor 
Miss  Dora  was  snatched  away,  wid  out  eber  habin  time  to 
tell  her  ole  mammy  good-bye;  and  now  my  boy  has  gone — 
my  pooty  boy  who  loved  his  ole  mammy  so  well — dead — 
wid  his  life  cut  off  in  a  dreadful  accident,  when  I  only  yis- 
terday  got  his  letter  tellin'  me  he  was  comin'  home  at  las'. 
'  Hab  de  house  all  cheerful  and  bright,  mammy/  he  said, 
'and  de  best  room  in  it  all  ready  for  my  darling  wife;' 
and  now  he  will  neber  see  what  I  hab  done — will  neber 
see  his  pore  ole  mammy  any  moah.  Oh,  Miss  Madalena,  I 
wish  I  had  a-died  afore  I  libed  to  see  de  time  when  noffin 
but  misf orten  and  trouble  comes  to  dis  house." 

Madalena  had  laid  aside  her  bonnet,  with  its  heavy  crape 
veil,  and,  almost  forgetting  her  own  sorrow  at  the  sight  of 
the  old  woman's  distress,  she  knelt  down  beside  her,  and, 
taking  the  faithful  old  black  hands  within  her  own  soft 
white  ones,  tried  to  sooth  and  comfort  her. 

"Dar  dey  comes,  Miss  Madalena,  dar  dey  comes, 
bringin'  de  dead  body  of  my  pore  boy,"  exclaimed  Aunt 
Topsey,  starting  to  her  feet,  as  the  muffled  sound  of  many 
footsteps  was  heard  in  the  hall  below.  "I  mus'  go  down 
an'  see  to  tings,  unless  you  needs  me,  honey." 

""No,  Aunt  Topsey,  thank  you  for  the  offer ;  but  I  shall 
not  need  you  here.  Go  down  and  see  that  I  am  not  dis- 
turbed,— I  want  to  be  alone.  Mr.  Johnston  will  direct 
you  what  to  do,"  and,  pressing  the  old  nurse's  hand  kindly, 
she  dismissed  her,  and  turning  the  key  in  the  lock  threw 
herself  wearily  into  the  depths  of  a  large  silk  plush  chair 
which  stood  wheeled  in  front  of  the  bright  fire  blazing  upon 
he  polished  hearth. 
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Soon  the  sad  meditations  into  which  she  had  fallen  were 
interrupted  by  a  light  tap  at  the  door.  It  was  Aunt 
Topsey,  who,  with  eyes  red  and  swollen  from  weeping,  had 
come  to  tell  her  young  mistress  that  the  baggage  had 
arrived. 

"  I  would  not  have  'isturbed  you,  honey,"  the  old  nurse 
added,  apologetically,  "only  I  thought  you  might  need 
sometings  outen  your  trunks  to-night." 

"You  did  right,  Aunt  Topsey.  Please  have  the  trunks 
brought  up  to  my  room  at  once,"  Madalena  answered,  and 
the  old  nurse  departed  on  her  errand. 

After  the  trunks  had  been  brought  up  and  deposited  in 
Madalena's  room,  and  she  was  again  left  alone,  she  stood 
with  her  hands  clasped  together  and  her  head  bent  in  deep 
thought. 

At  length  the  French  clock  on  the  mantel-piece  struck 
ten,  with  the  mellow  and  lingering  clangor  of  a  distant 
cathedral  bell,  Madalena  started  up  with  the  sound  from 
her  painful  reverie,  while  a  look  of  resolve  swept  over  her 
pale  face. 

"It  is  not  late,"  she  murmured  aloud,  "and  if  I  can 
leave  the  house  unobserved  I  will  go  at  once  to  my  father 
and  beg  his  forgiveness." 

She  took  a  bunch  of  keys  from  her  pocket  as  she  spoke, 
and,  kneeling  before  a  large  trunk,  fitted  a  key  in  the 
lock,  and  when  the  lid  flew  back  she  took  a  small  parcel 
from  its  depths,  closed  and  locked  the  trunk  again,  and 
rising  to  her  feet,  quickly  arrayed  herself  in  her  long 
traveling  cloak.  Then  taking  up  her  crape  bonnet  which 
lay  on  the  bed,  she  detached  the  long  crape  veil  with  deft 
fingers,  and  placed  the  bonnet  on  her  head.  She  paused 
at  the  door  to  listen.  A  murmur  of  subdued  voices  from 
the  hall  below  fell  upon  her  listening  ear.  Hearing  no 
other  sound,  she  softly  unlocked  and  unclosed  the  door 
and  stepped  noiselessly  out  into  the  hall2  and  closerl  and 
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locked  the  door  behind  her.  A  light  was  burning  dimly 
in  the  upper  hall,  but  no  one  was  visible,  and  with  loudly 
beating  heart  she  set  out  to  find  the  stairway  that  led  to 
the  back  entrance  of  the  house.  This  was  found  without 
difficulty,  and  soon  Madalena  stood  alone  and  unseen  under 
the  star-lit  sky. 

Following  the  walk  which  led  to  the  rear  of  the  house, 
she  soon  reached  a  gate  opening  upon  a  back  street.  To 
her  joy  she  found  it  unlocked  ;  and  letting  herself  out,  she 
closed  the  gate  behind  her,  walking  rapidly  the  length  of 
the  dark  and  deserted  street,  until  it  intersected  the  road 
which  led  to  Ivy  Lodge. 

Thus  far  she  had  seen  no  one,  and  breathing  more  freely 
she  hastened  her  footsteps  and  sped  on  her  way. 

The  night  was  clear,  but  moonless,  and  the  bright  stars 
over  head  seemed  to  look  down  upon  her  with  tender  pity  ; 
as  she  hastened  onward  with  loudly  beating  heart,   and 
pale,  anxious  face,  toward  her  father's  house. 

Ere  long  the  lights  from  Ivy  Lodge  twinkled  through 
the  gloom,  while  the  loud  barking  of  a  dog  warned  her 
that  her  approach  had  been  discovered,  as  she  paused  with 
her  hand  on  the  gate  latch. 

It  was  only  old  Bruce,  the  yard  dog,  she  remembered  so 
well.  She  softly  called  his  name,  as  he  sprang  over  the 
fence.  He  recognized  her  voice  instantly,  and  licked  her 
hand,  and  fawned  at  her  feet  in  delight.  Madalena  patted 
his  head  fondly,  and,  opening  the  gate  softly,  went  noise- 
lessly up  the  gravel  walk  with  old  Bruce  trotting  content- 
edly by  her  side. 

The  blinds  of  one  of  the  parlor  windows  stood  open,  with 
the  lace  curtain  drawn  aside;  and  the  bright  light  fronT 
within  streamed  far  out  into  the  darkness. 

With  feelings,  which  must  have  been  not  unlike  those 
of  the  returning  prodigal  son  of  old,  Madalena  ascended 
the  steps,  and  crossed  the  veranda  on  tiptoe.     She  paused 
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before  the  uncovered  window,  which  was  the  very  window 
through  which  Wallace  Andrews  had  entered  the  room  on 
that  Christmas  eve  three  years  ago,  that  had  witnessed  the 
beginning  of  her  sorrow.  And  with  this  thought  another 
flashed  into  her  aching  heart,  which  in  her  unhappiness 
she  had  forgotten. 

This,  tod,  was  Christmas  eve;  the  third  anniversary  of 
that  terrible  meeting  which  had  taken  place  in  this  room 
between  herself  and  the  man  who  had  loved  her  so  madly. 
Cautiously  she  approached  the  window,  and  peered  into 
the  brilliantly  lighted  room.  Would  she  find  them  all 
there,  or  would  the  place  of  some  dear  one  be  vacant? 

She  shaded  her  eyes,  blinded  for  a  moment  by  the  light 
within,  with  her  trembling  hand,  and  peered  again. 

iC  Thank  God,  they  are  all  there/' fell  devoutly  from 
her  pale  lips  as  the  sight  within  the  room  fell  fully  upon 
her  vision. 

Around  the  marble-topped  table,  placed  in  the  center  of 
the  large  apartment,  under  the  softly-tinted  light  from  the 
chandelier  above,  sat* her  father,  and  mother,  and  sister 
Eva. 

Her  father  was  reading  a  newspaper,  and  her  mother 
and  Eva  were  busily  engaged  in  decking  out  a  doll  in  fairy 
garments,  the  gift  of  some  happy  child  on  the  morrow. 

How  pale  and  worn  her  father  looked;  while  upon  her 
mother's  brow,  beneath  its  crown  of  silver  hair,  Madalena 
read  the  story  of  one  who  had,  through  much  tribulation, 
learned  the  greatest  of  life's  lessons — patience,  and  was 
bearing  her  life's  sorrow,  not  as  a  galling  yoke,  to  be 
fretted  at,  and  rebelled  against  constantly,  but  with  gentle 
humility  and  resignation. 

Eva  had  rounded  out  in  form  and  features,  from  the 
child  she  last  saw,  into  full  developed  young  womanhood. 
No  shade  of  sadness  rested  on  her  fair  brow  for  the  absent 
sister,  over  whose  loss  she  had  shed  such  bitter  tears  three 
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years  ago.  The  tears  and  sorrow  of  childhood  are  soon 
forgotten;  and  she  had  been  too  young  for  this  grief  to 
leave  a  permanent  shadow  on  her  life.  And  although  her 
tears  often  mingled  freely  with  those  of  the  mother  for  the 
loved  and  lost  one,  still  she  was  usually  a  merry  and  cheer- 
ful girl,  the  idol  of  her  parents'  hearts  and  the  sunshine  of 
Ivy  Lodge. 

As  the  worn  traveler,  exhausted  by  the  weary  march 
and  parched  by  the  hot  sun  of  the  desert,  and  consumed 
by  a  burning  thirst,  coming  suddenly  upon  a  cool,  sweet 
spring  of  living  water,  drinks,  and  drinks,  and  drinks,  as 
if  his  thirst  could  never  be  appeased,  so  Madalena  stood 
outside  in  the  darkness,  drinking  in  this  lovely  picture  of 
home  and  loved  ones,  with  the  feeling  that  her  hungry 
eyes  would  fain  rest  upon  it  forever. 

But,  the  hours  are  growing  late.  Her  father  has  lain 
aside  his  newspaper,  and  the  loving  task  of  the  mother  and 
sister  is  finished,  and  they  are  smiling  over  the  result  of 
their  work,  in  anticipation  of  the  delight  it  will  give  some 
favorite  on  the  glad  Christmas  morning,  now  drawing  nigh 
on  silent  wings.  She  must  not  longer  linger,  but  must 
make  her  presence  known. 

She  crossed  the  veranda  again  noiselessly,  and  paused 
before  the  hall  door.  It  stood  slightly  ajar;  she  pushed  it 
open  and  entered  the  hall.  Her  light  footsteps  sank  into 
the  soft  carpet  and  gave  back  no  answering  sound. 

Nothing  was  between  her  and  them  now,  but  the  velvet 
portiere  of  the  parlor  doorway.  She  stood  silently  press- 
ing her  hand  to  her  heart  for  one  moment  as  if  to  quell 
its  tumultuous  throbbing;  and  then  drew  the  portiere 
aside  and  stood  in  the  doorway. 

Eva's  eyes  were  the  first  to  fall  upon  the  black-robed 
apparition,  standing  with  pale  face  and  sorrowful  eyes,  in 
picturesque,  unconscious  beauty,  against  the  velvet  back- 
ground of  tfoe  graceful  folds  of  the  curtain. 
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Struck  dumb  with  amazement  the  girl  stood  for  a 
moment  staring  with  wide-open,  wondering  eyes. 

Her  mother,  who  was  standing  with  her  back  toward  the 
door,  noticing  her  strange  conduct,  said,  laughingly:  "Why, 
Eva,  what  are  you  gazing  at?  Have  you  at  last  caught 
sight  of  the  good  old  Saint  Santa  Claus,  whom  you  so 
ardently  longed  to  see  when  you  were  a  little  girl  ?" 

She  turned  her  head  in  the  direction  Eva's  eyes  were 
turned,  as  she  spoke.  There  was  silence  for  one  second's 
time  ;  and  then  there  was  a  smothered  scream  of  joy,  which 
made  Dr.  Mackenzie  start  to  his  feet  in  amazement  from 
where  he  had  been  dozing  in  his  chair;  and  the  next 
instant  Madalena  was  folded  to  the  warm,  loving  heart  of 
her  mother. 

"  Oh,  my  child — my  child — my  long-lost  darling — 
Thank  God,  that  you  are  restored  to  us,"  exclaimed  the 
mother,  in  a  transport  of  joy,  as  she  pressed  the  sobbing 
form  close  to  her  bosom  and  covered  the  pale  face  with  such 
kisses  as  only  a  mother's  lips  can  give. 

Dr.  Mackenzie  looked  on  the  scene  a  moment  with 
bewildered  astonishment,  and  then  turned  away  and  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands. 

"  Oh,  father  !  father  ! — Mother,  let  me  go  to  him,"  cried 
Madalena,  releasing  herself  from  the  loving  embrace. 
"Oh,  father,  will  you  not  forgive  your  Madalena?"  she 
cried,  throwing  herself  on  her  knees  at  his  feet — "  I  have 
come  to  explain  all,  and  beg  your  forgiveness.  Oh,  papa, 
do  not  turn  coldly  away  from  me — do  not,  I  pray — do  not 
break  my  heart  by  your  coldness,  but  hear  what  I  have  to 
tell  you." 

"What  cared  you,  Madalena,  three  years  ago,  how  many 
hearts  were  broken,  or  how  many  lives  ruined  by  your  mad 
and  dishonorable  act — I  tell  you,  girl,  there  are  some  things 
that  can  not  he  forgiven — some  wrongs  which  all  the  tears 
of  penitence  upon  earth  can  never  wash  away,"  he  cried, 
in  a  voice  hoarse  with  passion. 
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"Oh,  father,  father,  for  the  love  of  God  desist! "  cried 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  laying  her  entreating  hands  upon  the 
arm  of  her  angry  husband.  "  How  can  you  be  so  cruel 
and  unforgiving  to  your  own  child — your  own  little 
Madalena,  kneeling  at  your  feet,  and  begging  your  par- 
don? Oh  father,  you  will  unsay  those  cruel  words — I 
know  you  will." 

Eva  had  knelt  in  a  passion  of  sobs  and  tears,  and  wound 
her  arms  around  her  sister's  almost  fainting  form  ;  while 
she  supported  her  head  on  her  bosom,  and  called  her  by 
many  fond  and  endearing  names. 

.  "  How  dare  you  ask  me  to  forgive  a  child  of  mine," — he 
cried,  unmoved  by  his  wife's  passionate  pleading,  and  the 
sight  of  the  kneeling  weeping  figures  at  his  feet — "who 
was  capable  of  doing  what  Madalena  did — forsaking 
parents,  brother,  sister  and  home,  upon  the  eve  of  her 
marriage  with  a  good  and  honorable  man,  whose  heart  she 
broke,  and  whose  life  she  ruthlessly  wrecked — for  what? — 
For  gold— for  cursed  gold!  and  an  alliance  with  the  son  of 
my  enemy  !  No  !  I  tell  you  no  !  She  has  chosen  her  life 
lines  willfully;  let  her  follow  them;  but  I  warn  you,  that 
they  can  never  commingle  again  with  mine,  or  those 
belonging  to  me." 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

DR,  MACKENZIE  MAKES  A  DISCOVERY. — RECONCILIATION.-— 
WALLACE  ANDREWS'   FUNERAL. 

It  was  a  dramatic  scene.  The  two  weeping  figures, 
kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the  angry  father,  who  towered 
above  them,  stern  and  unforgiving,  while  the  gentle  wife 
and  loving  mother  grasped  the  arm  of  the  husband  and 
father  with  entreating  hands,  and  implored  him,  with  sobs 
and  tears,  to  relent. 

"Father,"  cried  Madalena,  and  she  rose  from  her  kneel- 
ing posture  as  she  spoke,  and  stood  calm  and  erect  before  her 
angry  parent  while  the  tears  in  her  eyes  were  quenched  by 
another  light  which  his  words  had  kindled  there — ft  Father* 
only  hear  what  I  have  to  say  in  extenuation  of  the  act  you 
so  severely  condemn  me  for.  Then,  if  you  remain  unfor* 
giving,  I  will  go  away,  and  never  trouble  you  with  my 
unwelcome  presence  again — " 

"  Oh,  Madalena,  my  precious  child,  do  not  say  that  you 
will  leave  me  again,"  cried  the  mother,  springing  from  her 
husband's  side  to  that  of  her  daughter's,  and  throwing  her 
arms  about  her  neck  in  grief  and  alarm.  "You  do  not  know 
how  long  and  prayerfully  your  mother  has  waited  for  the 
hour  of  your  return — I  forgive  you  fully,  and  freely,  my 
darling— forgive  you  without  the  asking;  and  if  your  father 
can  not  forgive  you,  be  content  with  your  mother's  forgive- 
ness, my  child,  and  stay  where  at  least  I  shall  know  where 
you  are,  and  can  see  you  occasionally." 

Madalena  passed  her  left  arm  lovingly  around  her  moth- 
er's form,  and  answering  her  not  in  words,  put  her  right 
hand  into  the  pocket  of  her  traveling  cloak  and  drew  out 
a  small  parcel  and  held  it  toward  her  father,  saying  almost 
bitterly: 
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"  Examine  the  contents  of  this  parcel,  father,  and  the 
questions  which  I  think  will  naturally  arise  to  your  lips, 
will  make  it  all  the  easier  for  me  to  make  the  explanation 
I  came  here  to-night  to  make." 

He  took  the  packet  coldly,  without  a  word,  and,  replac- 
ing his  glasses  upon  his  eyes,  walked  under  the  light  of  the 
chandelier  and  began  to  take  off  its  wrappings. 

Eva  had  risen  to  her  feet,  and  now  followed  him  and 
stood  curiously  watching  as  he  unwound  the  packet; 
Madalena  stood  where  she  was,  still  supporting  the  trem- 
bling form  of  her  mother  in  her  arms,  and  whispering 
words  of  hope  and  endearment  in  the  bowed  ear. 

One,  two,  three,  layers  of  wrapping  paper  were  removed. 
Then  a  linen  pocket  handkerchief,  yellow  with  age,  flut- 
tered from  the  packet  to  the  floor. 

Eva  stooped  and  picked  it  up.  It  was  covered  with 
blood  stains  dark  with  age.  And  as  she  handed  it  to  her 
father,  an  embroidered  monogram  fell  on  her  eye.  She 
bent  her  head  over  the  time  stained  linen,  and  examined 
the  monogram  critically.  It  washer  father's.  "It  is  an 
old  handkerchief  of  yours,  papa.  What  can  sister  Mada- 
lena mean  by  this  puzzle?" 

But  he  is  eagerly  looking  at  a  pistol  case  he  is  holding 
in  his  shaking  hands.  He  touched  the  clasp,  the  lid 
flew  back,  and  there  disclosed  to  his  astonished  eyes,  lay 
his  own  pistol,  which  Robert  Neil  had  purloined  from  his 
buggy,  to  commit  murder  with,  over  three  years  ago. 

Suddenly  the  whole. confession  of  young  Neil  rushed 
like  a  wave  of  light  across  his  memory — but  how  came  this 
pistol  and  blood-stained  handkerchief  in  his  daughter's 
possession? 

He  stood  for  a  moment  staring  down  at  the  articles  in 
his  hands  in  bewildered  amazement.  How  came  Mada- 
lena with  these  things?  Ah,  now  he  has  it?  The  door  of 
memory  slowly  swings  open,  and  the  fact  is  remembered 
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that  Wallace  Andrews  was  the  first  person  to  discover  the 
murder  of  Walmer  Andrews. 

"  Madalena,"  he  cried,  going  toward  where  his  elder 
daughter  and  weeping  wife  were  standing,  closely  locked 
within  each  other's  arms.  "  Madalena,  a  light  is  breaking 
upon  me.  Wallace  Andrews  found  these  articles  upon  the 
scene  of  his  father's  murder;  and,  recognizing  them  as 
mine,  he  concealed  the  evidence  he  held  from  all  eyes  but 
your  own,  and  by  making  threats  against  me  frightened 
you  into  becoming  his  wife.  Where  is  the  villain,  that  I 
may  chastise  him  for  his  cowardly  and  dastardly  conduct? 
Where  is  he,  I  say  f  "  and  he  ground  his  teeth  and  clenched 
his  hand  in  rage. 

Madalena  lifted  her  head  from  where  it  had  been  bowed 
over  her  mother's  face,  which  rested  upon  her  bosom,  and, 
raising  her  right  hand,  solemnly  and  entreatingly,  while 
she  looked  gently  into  her  father's  angry  eyes,  said,  in  a 
voice  vibrating  in  a  low,  sad  intensity:  "Father,  your 
Madalena  is  a  widow,  just  from  the  still-unburied  corpse 
of  her  husband,  who,  had  he  lived  four  days  longer,  would 
have  knelt  with  his  wife  at  your  feet  and  prayed  your  for- 
giveness for  the  wrong  he  had  unconsciously  done  you." 

The  packet  fell  from  Dr.  Mackenzie's  trembling  hand 
with  a  crash  to  the  floor,  and  he  caught  the  form  of  the 
pale  speaker  to  his  heart,  while  he  cried  out  in  a  voice,  the 
angry  cadence  of  which  was  suddenly  changed  to  a  mingled 
one  of  love  and  pity: 

"And  you,  Madalena;  you,  my  poor  child,  have  suffered 
all  this  for  your  unworthy  father's  sake.  What  a  blinded 
fool  I  have  been  not  to  have  traced  the  facts  revealed  to 
me  by  Robert  Neil's  confession  to  the  cause  of  your  elope- 
ment with  Wallace  Andrews  !  Oh,  my  daughter,  it  is  I, 
now,  who  must  sue  for  your  forgiveness,  which,  God 
grant,  you  may  rebuke  your  father's  stubborn  pride  by  not 
withholding." 
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The  words  of  loving  forgiveness  and  the  explanations! 
which  followed  his  words  need  not  be  repeated  in  these- 
pages.  Before  they  were  ended  the  tears  of  the  husband  and, 
father  flowed  as  freely  as  those  of  the  wife  and  daughters.  | 

"  I  can  see  the  hand  of  God  in  this  trial,  which  was  sent 
upon  me  to  punish  me  for  the  insane  hatred  I  cherished  in 
my  heart  against  Walmer  Andrews,  and  for  my  oft-repeated 
declarations  that  1  never  would  forgive  the  wrong  he  had 
perpetrated  against  me,"  he  said  in  contrite  tones.  "  Oh, 
my  wife,  and  my  daughters;  what  a  lesson  this  has  taught 
me!" 

As  he  spoke,  the  clear  chiming  of  distant  bells  fell  upon 
the  ears  of  the  tearful  group. 

It  was  the  Christmas  bells  proclaiming  the  anniversary 
of  the  birth  of  one  who  came  on  earth  1800  years  ago,  pro- 
claiming "  Peace  on  earth  and  good  will  to  men." 

An  hour  later  Dr.  Mackenzie's  family  carriage  stopped 
at  the  Andrews  residence  and  Dr.  Mackenzie's  family, 
including  Ernest  and  his  wife,  who  had  been  briefly 
informed  of  the  sad  facts  in  the  case,  alighted,  and,  led  by 
the  young  widow,  entered  the  silent  house,  and  stood  a 
weeping  group  around  the  bier  of  one  whose  great  and 
tender  love  he  had  borne  for  his  wife  covered  up  his  one 
mad  act  with  the  white  mantle  of  charity. 

If  any  of  the  few  watchers  assembled  in  that  house  of 
mourning  marveled  at  this  late  coming  of  the  widow's 
friends,  none  gave  expression  to  their  surprise  in  words. 

That  afternoon  a  large  concourse  of  people  who  had 
left  their  comfortable  homes,  bright  with  Christmas  cheer, 
to  pay  their  last  respects  to  the  deceased,  followed  the 
remains  of  Wallace  Andrews  to  their  last  resting-place 
beside  those  of  his  parents  and  sister,  and  many  a  sigh 
escaped  from  the  spectators  of  these  sad  obsequies,  as  they 
counted  the  four  graves  lying  side  by  side,  which  numbered 
t.ii©  whole  of  the  Andrews  family,  and.  then  remembered, 
with  a  thrill  of  wonder,  awe  and  pity,  that  all  save  one  had 
died  tragic  and  accidental  deaths. 
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And  those  who  had  known  the  history  of  the  young 
jouple  previous  to  their  marriage,  and  in  whose  hearts 
[Madalena  had,  ever  since  her  strange  elopement,  stood 
accused  of  having  married  Wallace  Andrews  for  his  wealth 
had  their  uncharitable  thoughts  completely  put  to  flight 
by  the  sweet,  sad,  pale  face  of  the  young  widow,  when, 
leaning  upon  her  father's  arm,  she  turned  sorrowfully  away 
[after  the  sad  rites  were  over. 

'She  must  have  loved  him,"  they  whispered,  one  to 
| another,  as  the  carriage  door  closed  upon  her  and  she  was 
lost  to  their  sight.  Ah,  they  will  be  more  than  ever  con- 
vinced that  their  surmises  were  true  before  many  more 
months  have  been  numbered  with  the  past. 

Again  the  elegant  residence  of  the  Andrews  was  closed 
and  silent,  even  deserted  now  by  the  faithful  Aunt  Topsey, 
whom  Madalena,  in  her  gentle  kindness  of  heart,  had 
persuaded  to  close  the  house  entirely,  for  awhile  at  least, 
and  accompany  her  to  Ivy  Lodge. 

"And  why  shouldn't  I  go  with  her,  bless  her  sweet 
face,"  murmured  the  old  nurse  to  herself.  "She  is  all  I 
hab  left,  and  my  pooty  blessed  boy  loved  her  so  ?  I  kin 
jest  hear  him  say,  'Go  wid  her,  mammy,  and  take  keer  ob 
her  for  my  sake/" 


CHAPTEE  XLV. 

THE  WILL— MADALEKA'S   "QUIXOTIC   PLAN." 

The  first  week  of  Madalena's  retirement  at  Ivy  Lodge, 
after  the  funeral  of  her  husband,  was  interrupted  by  a  visit 
from  Lawyer  Johnston,  who,  after  expressing  his  sympath; 
for  the  widow  in  her  bereavement,  apologized  for  intruding 
business  cares  upon  her  He  considered  it  his  duty,  how- 
ever, as  the  late  Mr.  Andrews' solicitor  and  business  agent, 
to  inform  her  that  he  held  in  his  possession  a  will  properly 
executed  and  signed  by  his  late  client,  over  two  years 
since,  and  he  advised  her  to  appoint  a  time  for  the  read- 
ing of  said  will,  and  furthermore  to  take  steps  at  once  to 
have  her  late  husband's  estate  duly  administered  upon  and 
closed  according  to  law. 

Madalena  listened  wearily  to  the  lawyer's  words  of  advice 
and  to  his  rather  long  statement.  These  business  details 
were  very  distasteful  to  her  at  this  time,  and  she  felt  as  if 
she  would  gladly  ignore  the  fact  that  her  husband  had  left 
a  large  estate  which  must  be  attended  to;  and  prefer  to 
live  the  balance  of  her  life  in  cloister-like  seclusion  at  Ivy 
Lodge,  surrounded  by  her  beloved  family,  and  devoting 
her  time  to  the  happiness  of  her  parents,  to  make  amends, 
i  t'  possible,  for  the  suffering  her  mistake  had  caused  them. 

But  it  could  not  be.  Other  and  more  .imperative  duties 
were  beckoning  to  her  with  relentless  hand.  These  she 
could  not  escape,  even  if  she  would  ;  so  inviting  Mr.  John- 
ston to  call  upon  her  the  next  day,  to  read  the  still 
unopened  will,  she  resigned  herself  to  the  inevitable. 

True  to  his  appointment,  Mr.  Johnston  was  again  at  Ivy 
Lodge  the  next  morning  at  ten  o'clock  ;  and  was  waited 
upon  in  the  parlor  by  Madelena  and  her  parents. 
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After  a  few  moments  spent  in  subdued  conversation, 
Mr.  Johnston  asked  leave  to  read  the  will  he  had  brought 
with  him.  Madelena  bowed  her  head  in  gentle  acquies- 
cence ;  and  the  lawyer,  after  placing  his  gold  rimmed  eye- 
glasses, which  had  been  dangling  from  a  button  hole  of  his 
vest,  upon  his  kindly  gray  eyes,  broke  the  seal  of  the  docu- 
ment which  he  had  drawn  from  his  pocket  and  pro* 
ceeded  to  read  its  contents. 

They  were  short  and  to  the  point.  All  the  testator's 
estate,  both  real  and  personal, — with  the  exception  of  a 
comfortable  home  and  life  annuity  to  the  faithful  old 
nurse,  Topsey  Jackson, — together  with  all  the  money  out 
at  interest  or  lying  unused  in  bank,  was  left  uncondition- 
ally to  the  testator's  dearly  beloved  wife,  Madalena  Mac- 
kenzie Andrews,  to  be  kept,  disposed  of,  or  used  as  best 
pleased  the  legatee. 

Madalena,  when  the  lawyer's  voice  had  ceased  reading, 
buried  her  face  in  the  sofa  pillow,  and  for  a  few  moments 
feelings  which  she  could  not  control  swept  over  her,  in 
presence  of  them  all. 

This  last  proof  of  the  devotion  of  the  man  whose  love 
for  her  had  been  the  one  great  ruling  passion  of  his  life, 
brought  back  so  vividly  to  her  mind  his  never-ceasing, 
tender  care,  and  patient  gentleness,  during  three  years  of 
her  wife-hood  which  she  now  accused  herself  of  having 
passed  in  a  state  of  sullen  discontent,  which  must  have 
tried  his  soul. 

These  thoughts  brought  with  them  a  wave  of  remorse 
which  so  affected  her  that  both  her  parents  and  Mr.  John- 
ston thought  she  must  have  loved  her  husband  with  a 
deep  and  abiding  love. 

No  one  present  made  the  least  attempt  to  comfort  her ; 
only  her  mother  who  sat  near,  passed  her  hand  in  loving, 
silent  sympathy  over  the  bowed  head,  with  its  wealth  of 
golden  hair,  while  her  own  tears  fell  thick  and  fast.     Dr, 
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Mackenzie  walked  silently  up  and  down  the  length  of  thj 
long  apartment,  with  his  gray  head  bent  in  retrospectivi 
thought,  and  Mr.  Johnston  folded  up  the  will,  and,  af te: 
laying  it  upon  the  table,  took  off  his  eye-glasses,  which  h 
grown  suspiciously  blurred,  and  vigorously  polished  awa 
the  moisture  which  gathered  upon  them,  with  his  line 
pocket  handkerchief. 

But  come,  dear  reader,  we  have  had  enough  of  sadne 
in  these  pages.     Let  us  turn  to  brighter  scenes  and  th 
dawning  of  a  better  hope. 

June  has  come  again,  with  its  sweet  fragrance  of  myria 
flowers,  and  breathes  of  new  mown  hay,  while  wood  an 
dale  resound  with  the  music  of  the  sweet,  feathered  song 
sters  that  never  tire  of  singing  praises  to  Him  who  "  careth 
even  for  the  sparrow's  fall."  It  is  the  time  when  the  fresh-* 
ness  of  spring  mingles  with  the  glory  of  summer. 

"  Of  course,  lam  willing  to  assist  you  all  that  lies  within 
my  power.  But,  you  must  forgive  me,  if,  presuming 
upon  our  intimate  and  long-standing  friendship,  I  take  the 
liberty  of  saying  that  I  consider  your  plan  altogether  a 
Quixotic  one  ;   and  advise  you  to  abandon  it  as  such."       I 

The  place  is  the  interior  of  a  lawyer's  office  at  Magnolia 
Centre  ;  the  speaker,  our  old  friend,  Halcot  Camden.  His, 
words  are  addressed  to  a  lady  caller,  in  whose  black-robed 
figure  and  sweet,  clear-cut  features,  we  instantly  recognize! 
Madalena  Andrews,  whose  voice  trembled  slightly  as  she 
answered: 

"  I  have  given  the  subject  long  and  prayerful  delibera- 
tion, and  I  am  convinced  that  I  can  now  see  my  duty 
plainly  marked  out,  and,  being  so  convinced,  nothing 
upon  earth  can  change  my  determination.  Now,  are  you 
willing  to  assist  me  in  my  plans,  Mr.  Camden?" 

"Most  assuredly,  my  dear  madam;  you  wish  me,  if  I 
understand  you  rightly,  Mrs.  Andrews,  to  find  out,  in  a 
perfectly  quiet  way,  every  person  living  in  Magnolia  Centre 
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or  thereabouts  who  can  honestly  show  that  he  or  she 
has  ever  been  a  loser  through  Walmer  Andrews.  I  am  to 
get  an  estimate  of  the  amount  lost  by  each  person,  and  to 
this  I  am  to  add  a  legal  rate  of  interest  from  that  time 
until  the  present,  and  then  present  the  whole  to  you  for 
payment.     Am  I  correct?" 

"Perfectly,"  answered  Madalena,  calmly.  "Only  I 
must  insist  upon  enjoining  the  most  perfect  secrecy  upon 
you,  compatible  with  the  successful  carrying-out  of  my 
plans." 

"Certainly,  I  understand  that  much  of  the  part  I  am  to 
play,  perfectly.  In  short,  you  want  me  to  do  a  little  detec- 
tive work.  May  I  inquire  if  your  father  or  brother  know 
aught  of  your  extraordinary  plan?" 

"They  do  not,  and  you  are  the  first  person  whom  I  have 
taken  into  my  confidence  in  this,  and  I  know  that  between 
us,  we  can  successfully  carry  forward  the  work  I  have 
planned." 

"But,  Mrs.  Andrews, — you  will  excuse  the  liberty  I 
take  in  saying  this,  for  you  seem  as  near  to  me  as  an  own 
sister  could, — what  if,  at  the  consummation  of  your  plans, 
you  find  your  large  fortune  reduced  to  a  minimum  of  its 
present  value? — what  then,  about  the  charity  which  should 
begin  at  home?  "  he  said,  earnestly. 

She  smiled  brightly,  as  she  answered: 

"  I  intend  that  my  charity,  as  you  choose  to  term  my 
simple  acts  of  justice,  shall  begin  at  home,  but  I  do  not 
intend  that  it  shall  end  there.  If,  at  the  consummation  of 
my  plans,  I  find  the  fortune  which  I  have  inherited  indi- 
rectly from  Walmer  Andrews,  exhausted,  I  shall  not 
murmur.  It  has  only  gone  to  its  rightful  owners.  I  my- 
self want  no  part  of  it.  My  husband — Heaven  bless  his 
memory— left  me  a  life  insurance  policy  of  fifty  thousand 
dollars,  which  has  been  promptly  paid  by  the  Equitable 
Life   Insurance  Company  of  New  York. 
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makes  me  independent,  but  places  me  in  a  position  to  do 
some  good  to  others  less  fortunate  than  I  have  been,  and 
if  there  is  anything  left,  after  my  proposed  plan  is  carried 
out,  from  the  Walmer  Andrews  estate,  it  shall  be  applied 
to  charitable  purposes." 

Our  readers  know  Madalena  Mackenzie  well  enough  by 
this  long  acquaintance  with  her  to  believe  that  she  is  a 
person  of  great  firmness  of  character.  They  will  not, 
therefore,  be  surprised  to  learn  that  she  pursued  her  pur- 
pose with  such  unabated  vigor,  aided  and  abetted  by  Halcot 
Camden,  that,  before  six  months  had  passed  away  after  the 
conception  of  what  Halcot  Camden  chose  to  call  her 
"  Quixotic  plan,"  every: person  who  could  be  found  who 
dated  his  or  her  financial  downfall  to  the  advantage  taken 
of  their  necessities  by  Walmer  Andrews,  was  fully  reim- 
bursed for  the  loss. 

You  may  be  sure  that  Dr.  Mackenzie's  case  was  not 
forgotten,  and  suddenly  in  his  old  age,  the  Doctor  found 
himself  the  possessor  of  a  larger  sum  in  bank  than  he  had 
ever  owned  at  one  time  in  his  life. 

After  all  this  was  done,  and  Mr.  Camden  liberally 
rewarded  for  his  vigorous  and  untiring  part  of  the  work, 
Madalena  found  that  the  ready  money  belonging  to  the 
Walmer  Andrews  estate  was  nothing  like  exhausted,  and 
the  young  widow,  whose  cheerful,  happy  temper  had  fully 
returned  to  her  during  her  philanthropic  work,  smiled 
knowingly,  and  Halcot  Camden  looked  wonderingly  on  the 
while,  awaiting  the  next  "  Quixotic  plan  "  that  Mrs. 
Andrews  might  propose. 

As  yet  none  of  the  landed  interests  belonging  to  the 
estate  had  been  disposed  of,  and  Mrs.  Andrews'  next  move 
was  to  have  all  this,  not  even  excepting  the  family  resi- 
dence, with  its  furnishings  and  belongings,  thrcwn  upon 
the  real  estate  market  for  sale.  Nothing  was  reserved  but 
the  plantation  of  Oak  Hurst,  and  her  parents,  when  they 
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t>ecame  aware  of  this  fact,  uttered  the  first  feeble  protest 
they  had  as  yet  given  utterance  to  at  their  daughter's 
unusual  proceedings. 

te  I  should  think,  Madalena,  of  everything  belonging  to 
you,  Oak  Hurst  would  be  the  last  thing  you  would  want 
to  retain  possession  of,"  remonstrated  Dr.  Mackenzie. 

"  Never  mind,  papa,"  Madalena  answered,  stopping  the 
first  protest  he  had  made  with  a  kiss.  "  You  have  allowed 
me  to  have  my  own  way,  unquestioned,  so  far ;  have 
patience  with  me  still  a  little  longer." 

And  he  was  silenced,  and  Madalena  had  her  way. 


CHAPTER  XLYI. 

MOUNT   DORA,    THE    CHILDREN'S   HOME." 

Mr.  Wells,  who  had  for  so  many  years  been  the  beioved 
rector  of  St.  John's  church  at  Ivlagnolia  Centre,  having  at 
last  fallen  a  prey  to  Cupid's  darts,  had  married  the  pretty 
young  daughter  of    a  brother  rector  of  a  neighboring 
church,  and  the  happy  couple  had  gone  to  the  old  worh 
on  an  extended  wedding  tour. 

The  rectory  of  St.  John's  church  had  grown  old,  an< 
dilapidated,  almost  unfit  for  habitation;  so,  one  fine  morn- 
ing, soon  after  Mr.  Wells'  departure,  a  score  of  workmei 
appeared  upon  the  pretty  lot  adjoining  St.  John's  church, 
making  preparations  for  building,  and,  ere  long,  a  nei 
rectory  sprang  into  existence,  almost  as  if  by  magic,  undei 
their  skillful  hands,  and  stood,  in  its  architectural  beaut] 
and  convenience,  a  delight  to  the  eyes  of  all  beholders. 

When  it  was  finished,  and  the  new  grounds  surroundinj 
it  were  beautified  with  walks,  fountains  and  flowers,  the 
interior  of  the  building  was  given  into  the  hands  of  an 
upholsterer  for  furnishing,  who  performed  his  work  in 
skillful  and  tasteful  manner,  and  then  the  whole  was  con- 
veyed by  deed  of  gift  to  the  parish  of  St.  John's  church,  an< 
stood  as  a  thank-offering  of  Madalena  Andrews. 

Most  of  the  property  belonging  to  what  had  been  Wal- 
mer  Andrews'  estate  had  been  sold  and  converted  into 
money,  and  now  a  wonderful  transformation  was  taking 
place  at  the  old  plantation  of  Oak  Hurst.  The  grounds 
surrounding  the  house  were  greatly  enlarged  and  beautified. 
The  house  itself  was  remodeled  and  added  to,  while  several 
handsome  new  buildings  sprang  up  in  the  background. 

What  was  Quixotic  Mrs.  Andrews  doing  now?    People 
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looked  on  mysteriously,  and  wondered,  while  Madalena,  her 
face  all  aglow  with  happy  excitement,  came  and  went  about 
the  business  of  superintending  the  new  work,  whatever  it 
was  designed  for,  in  her  quiet,  lady-like,  non-committal 
way,  which  effectually  silenced  all  questions  of  the  curi- 
ously-inclined before  they  had  escaped  the  lips  which  were 
burning  to  utter  them. 

By  and  by  the  work  was  completed,  and  the  old  Oak 
Hurst  plantation  house  that  had  stood  ever  since  Walmer 
Andrews'  tragic  death,  closed  and  deserted,  feared  by  the 
superstitious,  and  shunned  by  every.one, — except  the  house 
rats,  spiders  and  roaches — now  stood  transformed  into  a 
thing  of  beauty  and  elegance. 

In  proximity  to  the  house  stood  a  neat  little  chapel, 
and  adjoining  this  was  a  beautifully-planned  and  con- 
structed school-house;  while  pretty  cottages,  each  with  its 
inclosed  yard  and  garden,  were  dotted  about  here  and  there 
all  over  the  former  plantation. 

The  grounds  surrounding  the  buildings  were  the  very 
perfection  of  artistic  beauty.  Shrubs  and  flowers  of  end- 
less variety  grew  and  throve  in  the  sparkling  sunshine  and 
gentle  rains  of  this  fair  Southern  clime;  tiny  fountains — the 
water  of  which  was  brought  up  from  the  transparent 
depths  of  the  old  Oak  Hurst  lake — rose  shimmering  in  the 
sun's  rays  and  fell  with  a  musical  murmur  into  their 
marble  basins  beneath.  The  sunshine  came  filtering  down 
through  the  swaying  branches  of  the  great  trees  upon  the 
closely-cut  grass  of  the  large  lawn,  adjoining  which  was  a 
croquet  ground  and  also  a  lawn  tennis  court,  while  safe> 
comfortable  swings  hung  low  from  the  giant  branches  of 
many  of  the  trees  and  swayed  gracefully  to  and  fro  with  every 
passing  breeze;  and  garden  chairs  and  tiny  fancy-colored 
pavilions  spread  about  on  the  lawn  gave  it  a  restful  and 
picturesque  aspect, 
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But  for  whom  is  all  this  outlay  of  wealth,  and  for  whom 
are  all  these  comfortable  and  dainty  preparations  intended? 
We  shall  see  presently. 

' '  Everything  is  finished  now/'  an  observer  would  say. 
The  buildings  belonging  to  the  place  which  we  know  as 
Oak  Hurst,  have  all  been  furnished  suitably  for  the  pur- 
pose for  which  they  are  evidently  intended,  and  in  a  style 
in  keeping  with  the  buildings  themselves  and  their  ele- 
gant surroundings.  But  still  all  is  not  done,  as  is  evinced 
by  a  new  set  of  workmen  appearing  upon  the  scene  with  a 
large  wagon  drawn  by  four  horses,  heavily  laden  with  a 
magnificent  marble  arch,  which  they  proceeded  to  erect  at 
once  over  the  wide  gate  way,  which  leads  to  this  magnifi- 
cent sylvan  retreat. 

The  marble  archway  is  in  its  place  at  last,  and  there  on 
the  gleaming,  glittering  background  of  marble,  we  read 
with  eyes  almost  blinded  by  the  dazzling  whiteness: 

"MOUNT   DORA." 
"The  Childress  Home." 
And  then  beneath  we  read,  in  different  type  : 

"Lovingly  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  Dora  and  Wallace 
Andrews." 

We  linger  over  the  few  simple  and  affectionate  words, 
reading  them  again  and  again  until  we  fully  understand 
their  loving  import,  while  the  mist  which  swims  between 
our  eyes  and  the  inscription,  is  not  caused  alone  by  the 
dazzling  whiteness  of  its  marble  background. 

The  work  of  preparation  was  now  done.  Servants, 
housekeepers,  and  teachers  were  duly  installed,  and 
('■  Mount  Dora"  stood  ready  to  welcome  all  homeless  chil- 
dren of  whatever  creed  or  nationality. 

'**;  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 

Ill-fated  Oak  Hurst,  with  its  tragedies,  disappoint- 
ments, and  heartaches,  was  buried  in  oblivion,  and  ere 
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long  the  lovely  home  of  "  Mount  Dora"  resounded  with 
the  music  of  childhood's  happy  laughter  and  innocent 
prattling.  No  more  neglected,  homeless  and  orphaned 
waifs,  in  our  fair  State  to  grow  up  untaught  and  uneared 
for — to  be  the  ready  prey  of  ignorance,  intemperance  and 
vice,  for  every  inch  of  our  land  has  been  sought  over  by 
agents  employed  for  this  purpose,  and  the  little  wanderers 
brought  home  to  the  motherly  arms  of  Mount  Dora. 

Oh,  you  who  shed  tears  over  the  untaught  and  barbar- 
ous condition  of  the  heathen  of  foreign  lands,  and  spend 
your  money  freely,  and  give  time  and  labor  in  seeking  to 
establish  missions  for  the  amelioration  of  those  benighted 
ones,  do  you  ever  think  in  your  far-reaching  charity  of 
the  neglected  and  far  more  important  work  lying  at  your 
very  door— of  caring  for  the  outcast,  down-trodden,  and 
poor  of  your  own  land,  whom  "ye  have  always  with 
you"? 

Six  months  had  passed  away  since  the  opening  of  the 
Children's  Home,  and  Madalena  was  nearing  the  second 
year  of  her  widowhood.  Her  home  was  still  with  her 
parents  at  Ivy  Lodge,  but  the  greater  portion  of  her  wak- 
ing hours  were  spent  with  her  children,  as  she  delighted 
to  call  them,  at  Mount  Dora. 

The  number — which  had  commenced  with  two  little 
ones,  mere  babes,  who  had  been  left  homeless  and  desti- 
tute by  both  parents  having  fallen  victims  to  some  fatal 
fever  soon  after  their  arrival  at  Magnolia  Centre — had 
swelled  to  forty  inmates,  and  numbered  all  ages,  from  the 
tiny  babe  of  one  month  to  the  sturdy  boys  and  delicate 
girls  of  eighteen  or  twenty  years  of  age.  w 

The  Home  was  in  the  best  of  working  order,  and  the  edu- 
cational and  industrial  training  was  carried  on  with  military 
precision  by  its  score  or  more  of  efficient  teachers,  while 
the  moral  and  the  religious  element  was  inculcated  with 
judicious  and  loving  care,  and  over  it  all,  floated  the  affec- 
tionate, pure  and  refining  influence  of  home  life* 
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We  might  fill  pages  in  describing  how  the  good  work 
was  accomplished,  and  paint  beautiful  pen  pictures  of  the 
every-day  home-life  at  Mount  Dora,  where  the  children 
grew  up  in  health,  happiness  and  usefulness,  as  one  com- 
mon family  of  living  brothers  and  sisters — but  we  will 
forbear. 

The  great  and  glorious  work,  planned  and  carried  for- 
ward by  the  noble  founder  of  the  children's  home  at  Mount 
Dora  is  written  in  indelible  characters  on  many  a  grateful 
heart,  and  its  results  will  live  throughout  all  eternity. 

The  last  vestige  of  property  that  had  belonged  to  Wal- 
mer  Andrews  was  converted  into  money,  and  the  large 
amount  placed  in  trust  for  the  benefit  of  Mount  Dora,  for 
Madalena,  true  to  her  determination  first  formed  when  she 
inherited  this  large  estate,  would  not  use  one  dollar  belong- 
ing to  it  for  her  own  benefit.  "It  belongs  to  the  poor 
and  needy,  and  they  shall  have  the  benefit  of  it,"  she  said 
over  and  over  again,  and  those  who  had  first  been  inclined 
to  look  upon  her  plans  as  absurd,  and  laughed  at  her  for 
her  Quixotism,  now  had  their  ridicule  turned  into  words 
of  praise  and  commendation. 

Was  Madalena  happy?  If  ever  any  human  being  con- 
quered self,  and  all  selfish  desires,  and  found  happiness  in 
living  alone  for  the  happiness  of  others,  then  Madalena 
Andrews  should  have  been  happy. 

But  alas,  alas,  our  heroine  was,  as  we  all  are,  but  human, 
after  all,  and  there  was  an  aching  void  ever  present  in  her 
heart,  which  all  her  good  works  and  her  devotion  to  the 
welfare  of  her  large  family  at  Mount  Dora  could  never 
fill— 

"But  oh!  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still! " 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

AND  PEACE  CAME  TO  ABIDE  WITH  THEM  FOREVERMORE. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning  late  in  October.  The  dreamy 
autumnal  sunlight  was  shedding  its  wealth  of  hazy  bright- 
ness over  the  earth  in  our  Southern  land,  which  for  months 
had  languished  under  the  fierce  blistering  heat  of  summer. 
Nature  was  recovering  from  her  late  languor,  and  prepar- 
ing to  take  upon  herself  the  charms  of  beautiful  winter 
known  at  this  season  only  in  tropical  or  semi-tropical 
lands,  and  especially  so  in  this  sunny  land  of  flowers. 

The  family  at  Ivy  Lodge,  which  consisted  of  Dr.  Mac- 
kenzie's wife  and  two  daughters,  was  lingering  in  the  cozy 
breakfast  room,  after  the  early  breakfast  before  they 
should  separate  for  the  day,  until  the  six  o'clock  dinner 
hour.  A  light  tap  fell  on  the  door.  It  was  only  old  Uncle 
Cal  with  the  morning  mail.  Eva  unlocked  the  mail  bag, 
and  then  spread  its  contents  on  the  table  before  her. 

"  One  letter  for  mamma  ;  one,  two,  three,  four,  Jive,  six, 
for  Madalena.  (Ah,  how  glad  I  am  that  I  do  not  have  to 
answer  all  the  letters  Madalena  receives.)  One  great  big 
one  for  myself/' — with  a  bright  blush,  as  her  eyes  fall  on 
the  well-known  manly  hand  of  the  superscription, — ' '  and 
only  one  for  papa, — oh,  and  this  one  has  a  foreign  stamp, 
and  is,  I  am  sure,  from  Mr.  Wells." 

So  the  merry  girl  prattled  on,  counting  out  and  dis- 
tributing the  letters  to  their  respective  owners,  as  she 
spoke,  and  then  drew  off  in  a  little  corner  by  the  window, 
where  she  could  revel  in  the  contents  of  her  own  one  let- 
ter, unobserved;  and  silence  reigned  for  awhile  in  the 
breakfast  room. 

Mud&lena  had  Hmshed  reading  her  letters,  which  were 
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mostly  from  unknown  correspondents  and  relating  to  the 
children's  home  at  Mount  Dora.  Letters  of  congratula- 
tion were  they,  containing  grateful  words  of  commenda-, 
i iuii,  and  ending  with  many  a  God-speed  to  her  noble,  phil- 
anthropic work — letters  of  inquiry,  and  letters  of  informa- 
tion concerning  homeless  little  ones  who  stood  in  -need  of' 
the  loving,  judicious  care  bestowed  on  such  at  Mount  Dora. 

Eva  was  still  lingering  fondly  over  the  contents  of  her 
letter.  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  having  read  and  laid  hers  aside, 
was  looking  over  the  morning  paper,  as  Dr.  Mackenzie, 
finishing  the  many  closely-written  sheets  of  the  letter  in  his 
hand,  said: 

"This  letter  is  from  our  old  friend  and  rector,  Mr. 
Wells.  If  you  care  to  read  it,  Madalena,  I  think  you  will 
find  it  interesting." 

<l  Thank  you,  papa,"  she  answered,  taking  the  letter 
from  his  outstretched  hand.  <(I  am  sure  it  will  prove 
both  instructive  and  interesting,  if  Mr.  Wells  wrote  it." 

Dr.  Mackenzie  glanced  at  the  tiny  clock  upon  the  man- 
tel, and  seeing  that  it  was  nearing  his  office  hours,  bad( 
his  wife  and  daughters  an  affectionate  good  morning  an< 
left  the  room.  His  wife  followed  him  into  the  hall  and 
then  went  about  her  household  duties,  while  Eva,  with  a 
happy  light  flushing  her  young  face,  and  glowing  tenderly 
in  her  blue  eyes,  sought  her  own  room,  to  meditate  undis- 
turbed on  her  new-found  happiness  and  answer  her  lover's 
letter,  for  Eva  was  the  betrothed  bride  of  a  young  clergy- 
man now  residing  in  a  distant  State,  who  was  coming  with 
the  happy  Christmas-tide  to  claim  his  bride. 

Madalena,  left  alone  in  the  breakfast-room,  bent  her  head 
in  absorbed  interest  over  the  thin,  closely- written  sheets  of 
Mr.  Wells'  letter.  It  was  dated  at  Eome,  and  abounded 
in  vivid  descriptions  of  sights  and  scenes  in  that  ancient 
city.  But  she  had  suddenly  come  upon  a  passage  in  the 
letter  which  at  first  sent  the  hot   blood  mounting  in  a 
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throbbing  wave  to  her  brain,  and  for  a  moment  colored  her 
face  a  vivid  scarlet,  and  then  receded,  leaving  it  pale  as 


"  By  the  way,  speaking  of  art  galleries,"  wrote  Mr. 
Wells,  "  reminds  me  that  I  had  a  great  and  pleasant  sur- 
prise on  one  day  last  week.  I  had  spent  the  whole  morn- 
ing in  the  King's  Art  Gallery  and  was  still  lingering,  loth 
to  tear  myself  away  from  a  contemplation  of  the  wondrous 
works  of  art  displayed  there,  although  it  was  nearly  noon, 
when  whom  should  I  run  upon  but  our  mutual  friend,  Dr. 
Paul  Fleming.  I  had  never  heard  from  him  since  he  left 
Magnolia  Centre,  and  did  not  even  know  that  he  was  in  the 
land  of  the  living.  His  surprise  at  seeing  me  here  equalled 
my  own,  as  he  had  never  heard  from  Magnolia  Centre,  or 
anything  concerning  his  friends  residing  there,  since  he 
left,  nearly  five  years  since.  I  carried  him  oft*  with  me  to 
our  hotel,  where  he  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  with  us. 

"  His  first  eager  questions  were  about  yourself  and 
family,  and  although  he  did  not  mention  Madalena's  name, 
I  could  see  that  he  was  burning  with  impatient  anxiety  to 
hear  if  she  had  yet  been  heard  from.  And  then  I  took 
courage  and  told  him  all,  not  forgetting  to  give  the  facts 
in  detail  (in  perfect  confidence,  of  course)  which  had  led  to 
Madalena's  marriage  with  Wallace  Andrews,  which  had 
never  been  disclosed  even  to  yourself,  until  after  Mr. 
Andrews'  death. 

"It  is  utterly  beyond  any  power  I  possess,  of  either 
tongue  or  pen,  to  describe  the  look  of  thankful  joy  which 
swept  over  Dr.  Fleming's  face  at  the  end  of  my  recital. 

' ' '  Thank  God  ! '  he  exclaimed,  fervently;  '  that  mystery 
is  at  last  explained,  and  Madalena,  the  first  and  only 
woman  I  ever  loved,  stands  again  sinless  as  an  angel  in  my 
sight.'    To  all  which  I  responded  with  a  heartfelt  'Amen.' 

"  He  only  remained  with  us  that  day,  and,  pleading 
business  engagements,  bade  us  adieu. 
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"I  do  not  know  whether  he  has  left  Eome  or  not,  as  he 
was  uncertain  about  his  future  movements.  But  as  he  has 
failed  to  keep  his  promise  to  us  to  call  again  at  an  early 
day  if  he  did  not  leave  the  city,  I  think  he  has  gone.  I 
will  inform  you  of  the  fact  if  I  hear  from  him  again. 

"  He' has  grown  bronzed  and  bearded,  and  the  suffering 
through  which  we,  my  friend,  know  he  must  have  passed 
has  not  detracted  one  iota  from  the  noble  character  of  the 
man  we  both  loved  and  esteemed." 

Only  you  who  have  for  years  traversed  the  highway  of 
life,  bending  beneath  a  burden  of  grief  and  sorrow,  which 
had  seemed  to  be  your  weary  lot  to  bear  to  the  end,  and 
who  have  seen  it  suddenly  and  by  God's  wonderful  Provi- 
dence fall  from  you,  can  realize  the  joy  which  flooded 
Madalena's  heart  when  she  had  finished  reading  Mr.  Wells' 
letter.    , 

"The  first  and  only  woman  I  ever  loved  stands  again 
sinless  as  an  angel  in  my  sight." 

She  repeated  the  words  over  and  over  again  to  herself  in 
her  glad  joy,  as  though  she  would  never  tire  of  the  joyous 
song  they  sang  to  her  heart. 

Oh,  sweet  assurance,  to  know  that  she  at  last  stood  inno- 
cent of  intended  wrong  in  the  heart  of  the  man  she  loved. 
She  might  never  see  his  face  again  nor  hear  his  loving  voice 
upon  earth.  But  now  he  would  think  of  her  kindly  and 
pityingly,  and  in  the  great  endless  future,  to  which  they 
were  both  hastening,  with  all  wrongs  righted  and  all 
storm-clouds  forever  dispelled,  they  would  meet,  re-united 
for  evermore. 

The  door  softly  unclosed  and  her  mother's  gentle  voice 
interrupted  her  happy  reverie. 

"  The  pony  carriage  is  ready,  Madalena  to  take  you  to 
Mount  Dora." 

Madalena  folded  up  the  precious  letter,  which  had  been 
the  hmmt  of  such  glad  tidings  to  her  heart,  and  answered? 
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"You  are  going  with  me,  are  you  not,  mamma,  dar- 
ling?" 

"  You  must  excuse  me  to-day >  myMadalena.  I  thought 
iast  night  that  I  should  be  able  to  spend  a  delightful  day 
with  you  and  the  children  at  Mount  Dora,  but  I  find  this 
morning  that  it  will  not  be  convenient  for  me  to  leave 
home  to-day.     Perhaps  I  can  go  to-morrow." 

Madalena  arose  and,  kissing  her  mother  fondly,  said: 

"I  am  sorry  that  you  can  not  accompany  me  to-day, 
mamma,  but  to-morrow  will  do  as  well.  I  must  be  away 
now,  I  am  already  late  for  my  appointment  at  Mount  Dora,  I 
fear.  Here  is  Mr.  Wells'  letter,  which  papa  gave  me  to  read." 

She  slipped  the  letter  into  her  mother's  hand  as  she 
spoke,  and  left  the  breakfast-room  without  another  word, 
and  ascended  the  stairs  to  her  room  with  a  springing  step, 
and  soon  re-appeared  equipped  for  her  drive. 

She  passed  old  Aunt  Liza  in  the  hall,  who,  notwith- 
standing her  age,  persisted  in  assisting  each  morning  with 
^he  household  duties,  who  looked  at  her  awhile  with  fond 
)yes  and  said : 

"  You  looks  as  bright  as  de  sunshine  dis  mornin',  honey, 
and  minds  me  for  all  de  wo'ld  ob  one  ob  dem  sweet  pinks 
growen  on  de  side  ob  de  walk  yondah." 

Madalena  smiled  brightly  on  the  dear  old  nurse,  and 
patted  her  shoulder  affectionately,  and  then  ran  down  the 
steps,  sprang  into  the  waiting  pony-carriage  and  drove 
hastily  away. 

Her  mother  caught  sight  of  her  happy  face  as  she  drove 
past  the  window,  and  smiled  to  herself  in  her  gladness  of 
heart,  as  she  unfolded  Mr.  Wells'  letter  and  began  to  read 
it,  that  her  daughter  had  found  peace  and  happiness  in  liv- 
ing for  the  happiness  and  welfare  of  others. 

Never  had  the  sun  shone  with  such  beautifying  bright- 
ness to  Madalena,  even  in  the  days  of  long  ago,  before  the 
blighting  shadow  of  sorrow  had  enveloped  her  young  life. 
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The  birds  had  never  sang  so  sweetly ;  all  nature  had  never 
been  so  full  of  tender  rejoicing  as  on  this  morning,  with 
the  news  contained  in  Mr.  Wells'  letter  making  sweet 
music  in  her  heart,  she  drove  along  the  wooded  rOad  which 
led  from  Ivy  Lodge  to  Mount  .Dora* 

Her  coming  was  hailed  with  a  shout  of  delight  from  the 
rosy,  happy  children,  playingupon  the  lawn.  They  clung 
to  her  skirts  and  covered  her  gloved  hands  with  kisses  ;  and 
begged  of  her  to  remain  out  doors  with  them  and  share 
their  sports. 

"  Not  just  yet,  my  pets,"  Madelena  answered,  as  she 
fondly  returned  their  caresses.  "  Madelena  has  letters  to 
answer  this  morning ;  but  after  dinner  she  will  come  to  you 
on  the  lawn,  and  you  may  teach  her  the  new  game  you 
were  learning  yesterday." 

And  escaping  from  their  clinging  hands  she  entered  the 
great  home-like  house,  and  after  attending  to  her  daily 
duties,  assisted  by  the  matron  of  the  house,  she  went  to  a 
small  private  library  which  she  had  fitted  up  for  her  own 
use,  and  spent  the  morning  until  the  bell  rang  for  the  noon- 
day meal,  attending  to  her  large  correspondence. 

The  correspondents  who  received  letters  written  by  Mada- 
lena  on  that  glad  day,  must  have  thought,  from  the  sweet, 
gentle  tone  of  kindliness  prevailing  her  letters,  that  the 
writer  possessed  a  heart  large  enough  to  enfold  all  humanity 
in  affectionate  interest. 

Dinner,  which  Madalena  had  as  usual  partaken  of  with 
the  delighted  children,  was  over,  and,  true  to  her  promise, 
she  was  seated  in  the  chair  of  state  upon  the  shady  lawn, 
surrounded  by  a  bevy  of  children  of  both  sexes  and  of  all 


By  and  by,  the  children  were  all  scattered  over  the 
large  lawn,  engaged  in  various  sports,  all  except  one  little 
blue-eyed,  golden-haired  girl  of  three  or  four  years,  who 
lingered  lovingly  byMadalena's  side,  listening  with  delight 
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to  the  marvelous  fairy  story  Madalena  was  telling  her>  as 
she  busied  her  fair  fingers  with  a  bit  of  fancy  work  she 
held  in  her  hands. 

"  Somebody's  toming,  but  me  don't  know  who  it,  is," 
lisped  the  child. 

"You  should  say,  'but  I  do  not  know  who  it  is'  instead 
of  'me  don't  know  who  it  is/  my  pet/'  said  Madalena, 
gently  correcting  the  child's  speech,  as  she  lifted  her  eyes 
from  the  work  in  her  hands  and  let  them  follow  the 
direction  to  which  the  little  hand  was  pointing. 

A  tall,  gentlemanly-looking  stranger,  dressed  in  a  travel- 
ing suit  of  gray  tweed,  was  walking  through  the  orange  grove 
which  skirted  the  lawn  to  the  left,  and  approaching  where 
Madalena  was  sitting  with  the  child  at  her  feet. 

As  she  glanced  idly  at  him,  he  left  the  shade  of  the 
orange  trees,  and  stepped  into  full  view  upon  the  green 
lawn,  and  something  in  the  familiar  outlines  of  the  figure 
and  step  made  Madalena  start  to  her  feet  in  trembling 
amazement,  while  a  tide  of  crimson  swept  over  her  fair 
face. 

He  crossed  the  lawn  with  rapid  footsteps,  unheeding 
the  eyes  of  the  children  looking  curiously  upon  him,  and 
the  next  moment  stood  looking  into  the  blushing  face  of 
Madalena,  with  the  black,  velvety  eyes  of  old,  the  light  of 
which  had  lingered  in  her  soul  un quenched  during  the 
five  years  of  longing  which  had  marked  her  separation 
from  the  man  she  loved. 

One  glad,  gasping  cry,  "Paul,"  to  be  answered  in  a 
tone  trembling  with  joy,  "  My  darling — my  long-lost  treas- 
ure" and  she  was  clasped  fondly  to  the  true,  manly  heart 
w  hich  henceforth  will  be  her  home  forever. 

The  children,  bless  their  dear  hearts,  gathered  quickly 
around,  and  looked  with  bright  eyes  wide  open  with  aston- 
ishment at  the  sight  of  their  beloved  lady,  whom  they 
regarded  as  their  angel  for  all  good, — sobbing  in  the  arms 
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of  the  handsome  stranger,  while  he  bent  over  her,  callii 
her  by  every  fond  name  known  in  the  vocabulary  of  lovi 
and  covering  her  face  with  kisses,  until  Madalena,  sue 
denly  recollecting  herself,  withdrew  from  the  lovinj 
embrace,  and,  after  speaking  a  few  affectionate,  re-assurin| 
words,  which  were  half  apologetic,  to  the  amazed  spectatoi 
of  this  scene,  led  Dr.  Fleming  into  her  little  library 
whither  we  shall  not  dare  to  follow  them,  to  intrude  upoi 
a  scene  all  too  sacred  for  inquisitive  eyes. 

Our  story,  dear  reader,  is  almost  finished.  All  ths 
remains  for  us  to  tell  is  that  when  the  holy  happy  Christ 
mas  time  soiled  round  again,  bringing  with  it  its  usu$ 
festivities,  a  double  wedding  took  place  at  Ivy  Lodge] 
And  sweet  Eva  Mackenzie  became  the  bride  of  the  mai 
of  her  heart's  choice;  while  Madalena  and  Paul  Fleming, 
safely  anchored  in  the  harbor  of  peace  and  mutual  love 
after  all  the  severe  storms  and  conflicts  through  whicl 
they  had  passed,  became  one. 

Truly,  the  souls  of  this  couple  had  been  "weighed  ii 
the  balance,  and  had  not  been  found  wanting." 

Again  the  pretty  cottage,  which  five  years  ago  had,  with? 
bitter  sighs  and  tears,  been  closed  and  given  up  to  gloomy 
silence  and  decay,  was  thrown  open  to  the  sunlight  and 
the  pure  air  of  heaven,  and  thither  came  the  happy  couple 
upon  their  return  from  a  short  bridal  trip,  and  took  up 
their  happy  abode  in  this  ideal  home. 

Dr.  Fleming  resumed  his  former  position  in  his  father-; 
in-law's  office,  and  devotes  his  time  to  the  practice  of  hisj 
dearly  beloved  profession. 

In  Eva's  marriage  to  the  popular  and  talented  youngj 
clergyman,  Mr.  Gordon  Forest,  of  Georgia,  old  Aunt  Liza's^ 
prophecy  was  fully  verified,  for  ever  since  Eva  had,  as  a 
lisping  babe  startled  the  family  and  neighbors,  with  herl 
scriptural  quotations,  and  quaint,  original  advice,  heri 
proud  nurse  had  declared  that  "Dat  chile  will  marry  a ] 
preacher  shure,  if  she  libs  to  grow  up." 
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Dr.  Mackenzie  and  his  devoted  wife  still  live,  happy 
and  contented  in  the  calm  afternoon  of  life,  surrounded 
by  their  prosperous  children  and  happy  grandchildren. 

Halcot  Camden  has  grown  wealthy,  bald-headed  and 
stout,  and  is  the  leading  luminary  of  the  legal  profession 
of  Magnolia  Centre. 

Mount  Dora,  still  under  the  constant  supervision  of 
Madalena  and  her  noble  husband,  nourishes  grandly,  and  is 
a  pride  to  the  State  and  an  inestimable  blessing  to  the  home- 
less and  orphaned  children  and  youth  of  our  land.  And 
"The  Children's  Home"  has  lately  received  a  handsome 
endowment  from  a  wealthy  philanthropic  gentleman  who 
was  for  many  years  a  resident  of  Magnolia  Centre. 


THE  END. 
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